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1. Love

POETRY:

Sonnet 130

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
| have seen roses damask’d, red and white,

But no such roses see | in her cheeks;

And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
| love to hear her speak, yet well | know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

| grant | never saw a goddess go;

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet, by heaven, | think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare.

Sonnet 116

Let me not to the marriage of true minds

Admit impediments. Love is not love

Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove:

O no; it is an ever-fixed mark,

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken;

It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks



Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.

If this be error and upon me proved,

| never writ, nor no man ever loved.

Sonnet 33

Full many a glorious morning have | seen
Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye,
Kissing with golden face the meadows green,
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace:
Even so my sun one early morn did shine,
With all triumphant splendour on my brow;
But out, alack, he was but one hour mine,
The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;

Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun staineth.



SHORT STORY:

The Nightingale and the Rose (Oscar Wilde)

‘SHE said that she would dance with me if | brought her red roses,’ cried the young Student; ‘but in
all my garden there is no red rose.’

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him, and she looked out through the
leaves, and wondered.

‘No red rose in all my garden!” he cried, and his beautiful eyes filled with tears. ‘Ah, on what little
things does happiness depend! | have read all that the wise men have written, and all the secrets of
philosophy are mine, yet for want of a red rose is my life made wretched.’

Here at last is a true lover,” said the Nightingale. ‘Night after night have | sung of him, though | knew
him not: night after night have | told his story to the stars, and now | see him. His hair is dark as the
hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red as the rose of his desire; but passion has made his lace like
pale ivory, and sorrow has set her seal upon his brow.’

‘The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night,” murmured the young Student, ‘and my love will be of the
company. If | bring her a red rose she will dance with me till dawn. If | bring her a red rose, | shall
hold her in my arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder, and her hand will be clasped in
mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so | shall sit lonely, and she will pass me by. She will
have no heed of me, and my heart will break.’

‘Here indeed is the true lover,” said the Nightingale. ‘What | sing of he suffers: what is joy to me, to
him is pain. Surely Love is a wonderful thing. It is more precious than emeralds, and dearer than fine
opals. Pearls and pomegranates cannot buy it, nor is it set forth in the market-place. it may not be
purchased of the merchants, nor can it be weighed out in the balance for gold.’

‘The musicians will sit in their gallery,’ said the young Student, ‘and play upon their stringed
instruments, and my love will dance to the sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly
that her feet will not touch the floor, and the courtiers in their gay dresses will throng round her. But
with me she will not dance, for | have no red rose to give her;” and he flung himself down on the
grass, and buried his face in his hands, and wept.

‘Why is he weeping?’ asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past him with his tail in the air.
‘Why, indeed?’ said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about after a sunbeam.

‘Why, indeed?’ whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a soft, low voice.

‘He is weeping for a red rose,” said the Nightingale.

‘For a red rose!’ they cried; ‘how very ridiculous!’ and the little Lizard, who was something of a cynic,
laughed outright.

But the Nightingale understood the secret of the Student's sorrow, and she sat silent in the oak-tree,
and thought about the mystery of Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She passed through the
grove like a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed across the garden.



In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful Rose-tree, and when she saw it, she flew over
to it, and lit upon a spray.

‘Give me a red rose,’ she cried, ‘and | will sing you my sweetest song.’
But the Tree shook its head.

‘My roses are white,” it answered; ‘as white as the foam of the sea, and whiter than the snow upon
the mountain. But go to my brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you
what you want.’

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing round the old sun-dial.
‘Give me a red rose,’ she cried, ‘and | will sing you my sweetest song.’
But the Tree shook its head.

‘My roses are yellow,” it answered; ‘as yellow as the hair of the mermaiden who sits upon an amber
throne, and yellower than the daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with his
scythe. But go to my brother who grows beneath the Student's window, and perhaps he will give you
what you want.’

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing beneath the Student's window.
‘Give me a red rose,’ she cried, ‘and | will sing you my sweetest song.’
But the Tree shook its head.

‘My roses are red,’ it answered, ‘as red as the feet of the dove, and redder than the great fans of
coral that wave and wave in the ocean-cavern. But the winter has chilled my veins, and the frost has
nipped my buds, and the storm has broken my branches, and | shall have no roses at all this year.’

‘One red rose is all | want,” cried the Nightingale, ‘only one red rose! Is there no way by which | can
get it?’
‘There is a way,” answered the Tree; ‘but it is so terrible that | dare not tell it to you.’

‘Tell it to me,’ said the Nightingale, ‘l am not afraid.’

‘If you want a red rose,’ said the Tree, ‘you must build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with
your own heart's-blood. You must sing to me with your breast against a thorn. All night long you
must sing to me, and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your life-blood must flow into my veins,
and become mine.’

‘Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,’ cried the Nightingale,

‘and Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to sit in the green wood, and to watch the Sun in his chariot
of gold, and the Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn, and sweet are the
bluebells that hide in the valley, and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet Love is better than Life,
and what is the heart of a bird compared to the heart of a man?’

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She swept over the garden like a
shadow, and like a shadow she sailed through the grove.



The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had left him, and the tears were not yet
dry in his beautiful eyes.

‘Be happy,’ cried the Nightingale, ‘be happy; you shall have your red rose. | will build it out of music
by moonlight, and stain it with my own heart's-blood. All that | ask of you in return is that you will be
a true lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though she is wise, and mightier than Power, though
he is mighty. Flame-coloured are his wings, and coloured like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as
honey, and his breath is like frankincense.’

The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could not understand what the
Nightingale was saying to him, for he only knew the things that are written down in books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the little Nightingale who had
built her nest in his branches.

‘Sing me one last song,” he whispered; ‘I shall feel very lonely when you are gone.’
So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was like water bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song the Student got up, and pulled a note-book and a lead-pencil out of
his pocket.

‘She has form,” he said to himself, as he walked away through the grove—‘that cannot be denied to
her; but has she got feeling? | am afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style, without
any sincerity. She would not sacrifice herself for others. She thinks merely of music, and everybody
knows that the arts are selfish. Still, it must be admitted that she has some beautiful notes in her
voice. What a pity it is that they do not mean anything, or do any practical good.” And he went into
his room, and lay down on his little pallet-bed, and began to think of his love; and, after a time, he
fell asleep.

And when the Moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree, and set her breast
against the thorn. All night long she sang with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal
Moon leaned down and listened. All night long she sang, and the thorn went deeper and deeper into
her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And on the topmost spray of the
Rose-tree there blossomed a marvellous rose, petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale was
it, at first, as the mist that hangs over the river—pale as the feet of the morning,

and silver as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, as the shadow of a
rose in a water-pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. ‘Press closer, little
Nightingale,” cried the Tree, ‘or the Day will come before the rose is finished.’

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder and louder grew her song, for she
sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a man and a maid.

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like the flush in the face of the
bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the
rose's heart remained white, for only a Nightingale's heart's-blood can crimson the heart of a rose.



And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. ‘Press closer, little
Nightingale,” cried the Tree, ‘or the Day will come before the rose is finished.’

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn touched her heart, and a fierce
pang of pain shot through her. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for
she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in the tomb.

And the marvellous rose became crimson, like the rose of the eastern sky. Crimson was the girdle of
petals, and crimson as a ruby was the heart.

But the Nightingale's voice grew fainter, and her little wings began to beat, and a film came over her
eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song, and she felt something choking her in her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it, and she forgot the dawn, and
lingered on in the sky. The red rose heard it, and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its
petals to the cold morning air. Echo bore it to her purple cavern in the hills, and woke the sleeping
shepherds from their dreams. It floated through the reeds of the river, and they carried its message
to the sea.

‘Look, look!’ cried the Tree, ‘the rose is finished now;’ but the Nightingale made no answer, for she
was lying dead in the long grass, with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out.

‘Why, what a wonderful piece of luck!” he cried; ‘here is a red rose! | have never seen any rose like it
in all my life. It is so beautiful that | am sure it has a long Latin name;’ and he leaned down and
plucked it.

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor's house with the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway winding blue silk on a reel, and her little
dog was lying at her feet.

‘You said that you would dance with me if | brought you a red rose,’ cried the Student. ‘Here is the
reddest rose in all the world.

You will wear it to-night next your heart, and as we dance together it will tell you how | love you.’
But the girl frowned.

‘I am afraid it will not go with my dress,” she answered; ‘and, besides, the Chamberlain's nephew has
sent me some real jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers.’

‘Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,” said the Student angrily; and he threw the rose into
the street, where it fell into the gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.

‘Ungrateful!’ said the girl. ‘I tell you what, you are very rude; and, after all, who are you? Only a
Student. Why, | don't believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain's
nephew has;’ and she got up from her chair and went into the house.

‘What a silly thing Love is,’ said the Student as he walked away. ‘It is not half as useful as Logic, for it
does not prove anything, and it is always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and
making one believe things that are not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be
practical is everything, | shall go back to Philosophy and study Metaphysics.’

So he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and began to read.
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DRAMA and NOVELS (suggestions)

- ‘Cat on a Hot Tin Roof’ Tenessee Williams; ‘Taming of the Shrew’ Shakespeare

- ‘Jane Eyre’ Charlotte Bronte; ‘Wuthering Heights’ Emily Bronte; ‘Tess of the D’Urbervilles’
Thomas Hardy’; ‘The Great Gatsby’ F Scott Fitzgerald; ‘Atonement’ lan McEwan
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2. War

POETRY:

Counter-Attack

BY SIEGFRIED SASSOON

We'd gained our first objective hours before
While dawn broke like a face with blinking eyes,
Pallid, unshaven and thirsty, blind with smoke.
Things seemed all right at first. We held their line,
With bombers posted, Lewis guns well placed,
And clink of shovels deepening the shallow trench.
The place was rotten with dead; green clumsy legs
High-booted, sprawled and grovelled along the saps
And trunks, face downward, in the sucking mud,
Wallowed like trodden sand-bags loosely filled;
And naked sodden buttocks, mats of hair,

Bulged, clotted heads slept in the plastering slime.

And then the rain began,—the jolly old rain!

A yawning soldier knelt against the bank,

Staring across the morning blear with fog;

He wondered when the Allemands would get busy;
And then, of course, they started with five-nines
Traversing, sure as fate, and never a dud.

Mute in the clamour of shells he watched them burst
Spouting dark earth and wire with gusts from hell,
While posturing giants dissolved in drifts of smoke.

He crouched and flinched, dizzy with galloping fear,
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Sick for escape,—loathing the strangled horror

And butchered, frantic gestures of the dead.

An officer came blundering down the trench:

1

“Stand-to and man the fire step!” On he went ...
Gasping and bawling, “Fire-step ... counter-attack!”
Then the haze lifted. Bombing on the right

Down the old sap: machine-guns on the left;

And stumbling figures looming out in front.

“O Christ, they’re coming at us!” Bullets spat,

And he remembered his rifle ... rapid fire ...

And started blazing wildly ... then a bang

Crumpled and spun him sideways, knocked him out
To grunt and wriggle: none heeded him; he choked
And fought the flapping veils of smothering gloom,
Lost in a blurred confusion of yells and groans ...

Down, and down, and down, he sank and drowned,

Bleeding to death. The counter-attack had failed.

Repression of War Experience

BY SIEGFRIED SASSOON

Now light the candles; one; two; there's a moth;

What silly beggars they are to blunder in

And scorch their wings with glory, liquid flame—

No, no, not that,—it's bad to think of war,

When thoughts you've gagged all day come back to scare you;
And it's been proved that soldiers don't go mad

Unless they lose control of ugly thoughts

That drive them out to jabber among the trees.

13



Now light your pipe; look, what a steady hand.
Draw a deep breath; stop thinking; count fifteen,
And you're as right as rain ...

Why won't it rain? ...
| wish there'd be a thunder-storm to-night,
With bucketsful of water to sluice the dark,

And make the roses hang their dripping heads.

Books; what a jolly company they are,

Standing so quiet and patient on their shelves,
Dressed in dim brown, and black, and white, and green,
And every kind of colour. Which will you read?
Come on; O do read something; they're so wise.

| tell you all the wisdom of the world

Is waiting for you on those shelves; and yet

You sit and gnaw your nails, and let your pipe out,
And listen to the silence: on the ceiling

There's one big, dizzy moth that bumps and flutters;
And in the breathless air outside the house

The garden waits for something that delays.

There must be crowds of ghosts among the trees,—
Not people killed in battle,—they're in France,—
But horrible shapes in shrouds--old men who died
Slow, natural deaths,—old men with ugly souls,

Who wore their bodies out with nasty sins.

You're quiet and peaceful, summering safe at home;
You'd never think there was a bloody war on! ...

O yes, you would ... why, you can hear the guns.
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Hark! Thud, thud, thud,—quite soft ... they never cease—
Those whispering guns—O Christ, | want to go out
And screech at them to stop—I'm going crazy;

I'm going stark, staring mad because of the guns.

SHORT STORY:
The Prussian Officer
|

They had marched more than thirty kilometres since dawn, along the white, hot road where
occasional thickets of trees threw a moment of shade, then out into the glare again. On either hand,
the valley, wide and shallow, glittered with heat; dark green patches of rye, pale young corn, fallow
and meadow and black pine woods spread in a dull, hot diagram under a glistening sky. But right in
front the mountains ranged across, pale blue and very still, snow gleaming gently out of the deep
atmosphere. And towards the mountains, on and on, the regiment marched between the rye fields
and the meadows, between the scraggy fruit trees set regularly on either side the high road. The
burnished, dark green rye threw on a suffocating heat, the mountains drew gradually nearer and
more distinct. While the feet of the soldiers grew hotter, sweat ran through their hair under their
helmets, and their knapsacks could burn no more in contact with their shoulders, but seemed
instead to give off a cold, prickly sensation.

He walked on and on in silence, staring at the mountains ahead, that rose sheer out of the land, and
stood fold behind fold, half earth, half heaven, the heaven, the banner with slits of soft snow, in the
pale, bluish peaks.

He could now walk almost without pain. At the start, he had determined not to limp. It had made
him sick to take the first steps, and during the first mile or so, he had compressed his breath, and the
cold drops of sweat had stood on his forehead. But he had walked it off. What were they after all but
bruises! He had looked at them, as he was getting up: deep bruises on the backs of his thighs. And
since he had made his first step in the morning, he had been conscious of them, till now he had a
tight, hot place in his chest, with suppressing the pain, and holding himself in. There seemed no air
when he breathed. But he walked almost lightly.

The Captain’s hand had trembled at taking his coffee at dawn: his orderly saw it again. And he saw
the fine figure of the Captain wheeling on horseback at the farm-house ahead, a handsome figure in
pale blue uniform with facings of scarlet, and the metal gleaming on the black helmet and the
sword-scabbard, and dark streaks of sweat coming on the silky bay horse. The orderly felt he was
connected with that figure moving so suddenly on horseback: he followed it like a shadow, mute and
inevitable and damned by it. And the officer was always aware of the tramp of the company behind,
the march of his orderly among the men.

The Captain was a tall man of about forty, grey at the temples. He had a handsome, finely knit figure,
and was one of the best horsemen in the West. His orderly, having to rub him down, admired the
amazing riding-muscles of his loins.

For the rest, the orderly scarcely noticed the officer any more than he noticed himself. It was rarely
he saw his master’s face: he did not look at it. The Captain had reddish-brown, stilt hair, that he
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wore short upon his skull. His moustache was also cut short and bristly over a full, brutal mouth. His
face was rather rugged, the cheeks thin. Perhaps the man was the more handsome for the deep
lines in his face, the irritable tension of his brow, which gave him the look of a man who fights with
life. His fair eyebrows stood bushy over light blue eyes that were always flashing with cold fire.

He was a Prussian aristocrat, haughty and overbearing. But his mother had been a Polish Countess.
Having made too many gambling debts when he was young, he had ruined his prospects in the
Army, and remained an infantry captain. He had never married: his position did not allow of it, and
no woman had ever moved him to it. His time he spent riding—occasionally he rode one of his own
horses at the races—and at the officers’ club. Now and then he took himself a mistress. But after
such an event, he returned to duty with his brow still more tense, his eyes still more hostile and
irritable. With the men, however, he was merely impersonal, though a devil when roused; so that,
on the whole, they feared him, but had no great aversion from him. They accepted him as the
inevitable.

To his orderly he was at first cold and just and indifferent: he did not fuss over trifles. So that his
servant knew practically nothing about him, except just what orders he would give, and how he
wanted them obeyed. That was quite simple. Then the change gradually came.

The orderly was a youth of about twenty-two, of medium height, and well built. He had strong,
heavy limbs, was swarthy, with a soft, black, young moustache. There was something altogether
warm and young about him. He had firmly marked eyebrows over dark, expressionless eyes, that
seemed never to have thought, only to have received life direct through his senses, and acted
straight from instinct.

Gradually the officer had become aware of his servant’s young, vigorous, unconscious presence
about him. He could not get away from the sense of the youth’s person, while he was in attendance.
It was like a warm flame upon the older man’s tense, rigid body, that had become almost unliving,
fixed. There was something so free and self-contained about him, and something in the young
fellow’s movement, that made the officer aware of him. And this irritated the Prussian. He did not
choose to be touched into life by his servant. He might easily have changed his man, but he did not.
He now very rarely looked direct at his orderly, but kept his face averted, as if to avoid seeing him.
And yet as the young soldier moved unthinking about the apartment, the elder watched him, and
would notice the movement of his strong young shoulders under the blue cloth, the bend of his
neck. And it irritated him. To see the soldier’s young, brown, shapely peasant’s hand grasp the loaf
or the wine-bottle sent a flash of hate or of anger through the elder man’s blood. It was not that the
youth was clumsy: it was rather the blind, instinctive sureness of movement of an unhampered
young animal that irritated the officer to such a degree.

Once, when a bottle of wine had gone over, and the red gushed out on to the tablecloth, the officer
had started up with an oath, and his eyes, bluey like fire, had held those of the confused youth for a
moment. It was a shock for the young soldier. He felt something sink deeper, deeper into his soul,
where nothing had ever gone before. It left him rather blank and wondering. Some of his natural
completeness in himself was gone, a little uneasiness took its place. And from that time an
undiscovered feeling had held between the two men.

Henceforward the orderly was afraid of really meeting his master. His subconsciousness
remembered those steely blue eyes and the harsh brows, and did not intend to meet them again. So
he always stared past his master, and avoided him. Also, in a little anxiety, he waited for the three
months to have gone, when his time would be up. He began to feel a constraint in the Captain’s
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presence, and the soldier even more than the officer wanted to be left alone, in his neutrality as
servant.

He had served the Captain for more than a year, and knew his duty. This he performed easily, as if it
were natural to him. The officer and his commands he took for granted, as he took the sun and the
rain, and he served as a matter of course. It did not implicate him personally.

But now if he were going to be forced into a personal interchange with his master he would be like a
wild thing caught, he felt he must get away.

But the influence of the young soldier’s being had penetrated through the officer’s stiffened
discipline, and perturbed the man in him. He, however, was a gentleman, with long, fine hands and
cultivated movements, and was not going to allow such a thing as the stirring of his innate self. He
was a man of passionate temper, who had always kept himself suppressed. Occasionally there had
been a duel, an outburst before the soldiers. He knew himself to be always on the point of breaking
out. But he kept himself hard to the idea of the Service. Whereas the young soldier seemed to live
out his warm, full nature, to give it off in his very movements, which had a certain zest, such as wild
animals have in free movement. And this irritated the officer more and more.

In spite of himself, the Captain could not regain his neutrality of feeling towards his orderly. Nor
could he leave the man alone. In spite of himself, he watched him, gave him sharp orders, tried to
take up as much of his time as possible. Sometimes he flew into a rage with the young soldier, and
bullied him. Then the orderly shut himself off, as it were out of earshot, and waited, with sullen,
flushed face, for the end of the noise. The words never pierced to his intelligence, he made himself,
protectively, impervious to the feelings of his master.

He had a scar on his left thumb, a deep seam going across the knuckle. The officer had long suffered
from it, and wanted to do something to it. Still it was there, ugly and brutal on the young, brown
hand. At last the Captain’s reserve gave way. One day, as the orderly was smoothing out the
tablecloth, the officer pinned down his thumb with a pencil, asking,

“How did you come by that?”
The young man winced and drew back at attention.
“A wood axe, Herr Hauptmann,” he answered.

The officer waited for further explanation. None came. The orderly went about his duties. The elder
man was sullenly angry. His servant avoided him. And the next day he had to use all his willpower to
avoid seeing the scarred thumb. He wanted to get hold of it and—— A hot flame ran in his blood.

He knew his servant would soon be free, and would be glad. As yet, the soldier had held himself off
from the elder man. The Captain grew madly irritable. He could not rest when the soldier was away,
and when he was present, he glared at him with tormented eyes. He hated those fine, black brows
over the unmeaning, dark eyes, he was infuriated by the free movement of the handsome limbs,
which no military discipline could make stiff. And he became harsh and cruelly bullying, using
contempt and satire. The young soldier only grew more mute and expressionless.

What cattle were you bred by, that you can’t keep straight eyes? Look me in the eyes when | speak
to you.
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And the soldier turned his dark eyes to the other’s face, but there was no sight in them: he stared
with the slightest possible cast, holding back his sight, perceiving the blue of his master’s eyes, but
receiving no look from them. And the elder man went pale, and his reddish eyebrows twitched. He
gave his order, barrenly.

Once he flung a heavy military glove into the young soldier’s face. Then he had the satisfaction of
seeing the black eyes flare up into his own, like a blaze when straw is thrown on a fire. And he had
laughed with a little tremor and a sneer.

But there were only two months more. The youth instinctively tried to keep himself intact: he tried
to serve the officer as if the latter were an abstract authority and not a man. All his instinct was to
avoid personal contact, even definite hate. But in spite of himself the hate grew, responsive to the
officer’s passion. However, he put it in the background. When he had left the Army he could dare
acknowledge it. By nature he was active, and had many friends. He thought what amazing good
fellows they were. But, without knowing it, he was alone. Now this solitariness was intensified. It
would carry him through his term. But the officer seemed to be going irritably insane, and the youth
was deeply frightened.

The soldier had a sweetheart, a girl from the mountains, independent and primitive. The two walked
together, rather silently. He went with her, not to talk, but to have his arm round her, and for the
physical contact. This eased him, made it easier for him to ignore the Captain; for he could rest with
her held fast against his chest. And she, in some unspoken fashion, was there for him. They loved
each other.

The Captain perceived it, and was mad with irritation. He kept the young man engaged all the
evenings long, and took pleasure in the dark look that came on his face. Occasionally, the eyes of the
two men met, those of the younger sullen and dark, doggedly unalterable, those of the elder
sneering with restless contempt.

The officer tried hard not to admit the passion that had got hold of him. He would not know that his
feeling for his orderly was anything but that of a man incensed by his stupid, perverse servant. So,
keeping quite justified and conventional in his consciousness, he let the other thing run on. His
nerves, however, were suffering. At last he slung the end of a belt in his servant’s face. When he saw
the youth start back, the pain-tears in his eyes and the blood on his mouth, he had felt at once a
thrill of deep pleasure and of shame.

But this, he acknowledged to himself, was a thing he had never done before. The fellow was too
exasperating. His own nerves must be going to pieces. He went away for some days with a woman.

It was a mockery of pleasure. He simply did not want the woman. But he stayed on for his time. At
the end of it, he came back in an agony of irritation, torment, and misery. He rode all the evening,
then came straight in to supper. His orderly was out. The officer sat with his long, fine hands lying on
the table, perfectly still, and all his blood seemed to be corroding.

At last his servant entered. He watched the strong, easy young figure, the fine eyebrows, the thick
black hair. In a week’s time the youth had got back his old well-being. The hands of the officer
twitched and seemed to be full of mad flame. The young man stood at attention, unmoving, shut on.

The meal went in silence. But the orderly seemed eager. He made a clatter with the dishes.
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“Are you in a hurry?” asked the officer, watching the intent, warm face of his servant. The other did
not reply.

“Will you answer my question?” said the Captain.

“Yes, sir,” replied the orderly, standing with his pile of deep Army plates. The Captain waited, looked
at him, then asked again:

“Are you in a hurry?

“Yes, sir,” came the answer, that sent a flash through the listener.

“For what?”

“I was going out, sir.”

“I want you this evening.”

There was a moment’s hesitation. The officer had a curious stiffness of countenance.
“Yes, sir,” replied the servant, in his throat.

“l want you tomorrow evening also—in fact, you may consider your evenings occupied, unless | give
you leave.”

The mouth with the young moustache set close.

“Yes, sir,” answered the orderly, loosening his lips for a moment.
He again turned to the door.

“And why have you a piece of pencil in your ear?”

The orderly hesitated, then continued on his way without answering. He set the plates in a pile
outside the door, took the stump of pencil from his ear, and put it in his pocket. He had been
copying a verse for his sweetheart’s birthday card. He returned to finish clearing the table. The
officer’s eyes were dancing, he had a little, eager smile.

“Why have you a piece of pencil in your ear?” he asked.

The orderly took his hands full of dishes. His master was standing near the great green stove, a little
smile on his face, his chin thrust forward. When the young soldier saw him his heart suddenly ran
hot. He felt blind. Instead of answering, he turned dazedly to the door. As he was crouching to set
down the dishes, he was pitched forward by a kick from behind. The pots went in a stream down the
stairs, he clung to the pillar of the banisters. And as he was rising he was kicked heavily again, and
again, so that he clung sickly to the post for some moments. His master had gone swiftly into the
room and closed the door. The maid-servant downstairs looked up the staircase and made a
mocking face at the crockery disaster.

The officer’s heart was plunging. He poured himself a glass of wine, part of which he spilled on the
floor, and gulped the remainder, leaning against the cool, green stove. He heard his man collecting
the dishes from the stairs. Pale, as if intoxicated, he waited. The servant entered again. The Captain’s
heart gave a pang, as of pleasure, seeing the young fellow bewildered and uncertain on his feet, with
pain.
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“Schoner!” he said.
The soldier was a little slower in coming to attention.
“Yes, sirl”

The youth stood before him, with pathetic young moustache, and fine eyebrows very distinct on his
forehead of dark marble.

“| asked you a question.”

“Yes, sir.”

The officer’s tone bit like acid.
“Why had you a pencil in your ear?”

Again the servant’s heart ran hot, and he could not breathe. With dark, strained eyes, he looked at
the officer, as if fascinated. And he stood there sturdily planted, unconscious. The withering smile
came into the Captain’s eyes, and he lifted his foot.

“I—I forgot it—sir,” panted the soldier, his dark eyes fixed on the other man’s dancing blue ones.
“What was it doing there?”

He saw the young man’s breast heaving as he made an effort for words.

“I had been writing.”

“Writing what?”

Again the soldier looked him up and down. The officer could hear him panting. The smile came into
the blue eyes. The soldier worked his dry throat, but could not speak. Suddenly the smile lit like a
name on the officer’s face, and a kick came heavily against the orderly’s thigh. The youth moved a
pace sideways. His face went dead, with two black, staring eyes.

“Well?” said the officer.

The orderly’s mouth had gone dry, and his tongue rubbed in it as on dry brown-paper. He worked his
throat. The officer raised his foot. The servant went stiff.

“Some poetry, sir,” came the crackling, unrecognizable sound of his voice.
“Poetry, what poetry?” asked the Captain, with a sickly smile.

Again there was the working in the throat. The Captain’s heart had suddenly gone down heavily, and
he stood sick and tired.

“For my girl, sir,” he heard the dry, inhuman sound.

“Oh!” he said, turning away. “Clear the table.”

“Click!” went the soldier’s throat; then again, “click!” and then the half-articulate:
“Yes, sir.”

The young soldier was gone, looking old, and walking heavily.

The officer, left alone, held himself rigid, to prevent himself from thinking. His instinct warned him
that he must not think. Deep inside him was the intense gratification of his passion, still working
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powerfully. Then there was a counter-action, a horrible breaking down of something inside him, a
whole agony of reaction. He stood there for an hour motionless, a chaos of sensations, but rigid with
a will to keep blank his consciousness, to prevent his mind grasping. And he held himself so until the
worst of the stress had passed, when he began to drink, drank himself to an intoxication, till he slept
obliterated. When he woke in the morning he was shaken to the base of his nature. But he had
fought off the realization of what he had done. He had prevented his mind from taking it in, had
suppressed it along with his instincts, and the conscious man had nothing to do with it. He felt only
as after a bout of intoxication, weak, but the affair itself all dim and not to be recovered. Of the
drunkenness of his passion he successfully refused remembrance. And when his orderly appeared
with coffee, the officer assumed the same self he had had the morning before. He refused the event
of the past night—denied it had ever been—and was successful in his denial. He had not done any
such thing—not he himself. Whatever there might be lay at the door of a stupid, insubordinate
servant.

The orderly had gone about in a stupor all the evening. He drank some beer because he was
parched, but not much, the alcohol made his feeling come back, and he could not bear it. He was
dulled, as if nine-tenths of the ordinary man in him were inert. He crawled about disfigured. Still,
when he thought of the kicks, he went sick, and when he thought of the threat of more kicking, in
the room afterwards, his heart went hot and faint, and he panted, remembering the one that had
come. He had been forced to say, “For my girl.” He was much too done even to want to cry. His
mouth hung slightly open, like an idiot’s. He felt vacant, and wasted. So, he wandered at his work,
painfully, and very slowly and clumsily, fumbling blindly with the brushes, and finding it difficult,
when he sat down, to summon the energy to move again. His limbs, his jaw, were slack and
nerveless. But he was very tired. He got to bed at last, and slept inert, relaxed, in a sleep that was
rather stupor than slumber, a dead night of stupefaction shot through with gleams of anguish.

In the morning were the manceuvres. But he woke even before the bugle sounded. The painful ache
in his chest, the dryness of his throat, the awful steady feeling of misery made his eyes come awake
and dreary at once. He knew, without thinking, what had happened. And he knew that the day had
come again, when he must go on with his round. The last bit of darkness was being pushed out of
the room. He would have to move his inert body and go on. He was so young, and had known so
little trouble, that he was bewildered. He only wished it would stay night, so that he could lie still,
covered up by the darkness. And yet nothing would prevent the day from coming, nothing would
save him from having to get up and saddle the Captain’s horse, and make the Captain’s coffee. It was
there, inevitable. And then, he thought, it was impossible. Yet they would not leave him free. He
must go and take the coffee to the Captain. He was too stunned to understand it. He only knew it
was inevitable—inevitable however long he lay inert.

At last, after heaving at himself, for he seemed to be a mass of inertia, he got up. But he had to force
every one of his movements from behind, with his will. He felt lost, and dazed, and helpless. Then he
clutched hold of the bed, the pain was so keen. And looking at his thighs, he saw the darker bruises
on his swarthy flesh and he knew that, if he pressed one of his fingers on one of the bruises, he
should faint. But he did not want to faint—he did not want anybody to know. No one should ever
know. It was between him and the Captain. There were only the two people in the world now—
himself and the Captain.

Slowly, economically, he got dressed and forced himself to walk. Everything was obscure, except just
what he had his hands on. But he managed to get through his work. The very pain revived his dull
senses. The worst remained yet. He took the tray and went up to the Captain’s room. The officer,
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pale and heavy, sat at the table. The orderly, as he saluted, felt himself put out of existence. He
stood still for a moment submitting to his own nullification, then he gathered himself, seemed to
regain himself, and then the Captain began to grow vague, unreal, and the younger soldier’s heart
beat up. He clung to this situation—that the Captain did not exist—so that he himself might live. But
when he saw his officer’s hand tremble as he took the coffee, he felt everything falling shattered.
And he went away, feeling as if he himself were coming to pieces, disintegrated. And when the
Captain was there on horseback, giving orders, while he himself stood, with rifle and knapsack, sick
with pain, he felt as if he must shut his eyes—as if he must shut his eyes on everything. It was only
the long agony of marching with a parched throat that filled him with one single, sleep-heavy
intention: to save himself.

He was getting used even to his parched throat. That the snowy peaks were radiant among the sky,
that the whity-green glacier-river twisted through its pale shoals, in the valley below, seemed almost
supernatural. But he was going mad with fever and thirst. He plodded on uncomplaining. He did not
want to speak, not to anybody. There were two gulls, like flakes of water and snow, over the river.
The scent of green rye soaked in sunshine came like a sickness. And the march continued,
monotonously, almost like a bad sleep.

At the next farm-house, which stood low and broad near the high road, tubs of water had been put
out. The soldiers clustered round to drink. They took off their helmets, and the steam mounted from
their wet hair. The Captain sat on horseback, watching. He needed to see his orderly. His helmet
threw a dark shadow over his light, fierce eyes, but his moustache and mouth and chin were distinct
in the sunshine. The orderly must move under the presence of the figure of the horseman. It was not
that he was afraid, or cowed. It was as if he was disembowelled, made empty, like an empty shell.
He felt himself as nothing, a shadow creeping under the sunshine. And, thirsty as he was, he could
scarcely drink, feeling the Captain near him. He would not take off his helmet to wipe his wet hair.
He wanted to stay in shadow, not to be forced into consciousness. Starting, he saw the light heel of
the officer prick the belly of the horse; the Captain cantered away, and he himself could relapse into
vacancy.

Nothing, however, could give him back his living place in the hot, bright morning. He felt like a gap
among it all. Whereas the Captain was prouder, overriding. A hot flash went through the young
servant’s body. The Captain was firmer and prouder with life, he himself was empty as a shadow.
Again the flash went through him, dazing him out. But his heart ran a little firmer.

The company turned up the hill, to make a loop for the return. Below, from among the trees, the
farm-bell clanged. He saw the labourers, mowing barefoot at the thick grass, leave off their work and
go downhill, their scythes hanging over their shoulders, like long, bright claws curving down behind
them. They seemed like dream-people, as if they had no relation to himself. He felt as in a blackish
dream: as if all the other things were there and had form, but he himself was only a consciousness, a
gap that could think and perceive.

The soldiers were tramping silently up the glaring hillside. Gradually his head began to revolve,
slowly, rhythmically. Sometimes it was dark before his eyes, as if he saw this world through a
smoked glass, frail shadows and unreal. It gave him a pain in his head to walk.
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The air was too scented, it gave no breath. All the lush green-stuff seemed to be issuing its sap, till
the air was deathly, sickly with the smell of greenness. There was the perfume of clover, like pure
honey and bees. Then there grew a faint acrid tang—they were near the beeches; and then a queer
clattering noise, and a suffocating, hideous smell; they were passing a flock of sheep, a shepherd in a
black smock, holding his crook. Why should the sheep huddle together under this fierce sun. He felt
that the shepherd would not see him, though he could see the shepherd.

At last there was the halt. They stacked rifles in a conical stack, put down their kit in a scattered
circle around it, and dispersed a little, sitting on a small knoll high on the hillside. The chatter began.
The soldiers were steaming with heat, but were lively. He sat still, seeing the blue mountains rising
upon the land, twenty kilometres away. There was a blue fold in the ranges, then out of that, at the
foot, the broad, pale bed of the river, stretches of whity-green water between pinkish-grey shoals
among the dark pine woods. There it was, spread out a long way off. And it seemed to come
downhill, the river. There was a raft being steered, a mile away. It was a strange country. Nearer, a
red-roofed, broad farm with white base and square dots of windows crouched beside the wall of
beech foliage on the wood’s edge. There were long strips of rye and clover and pale green corn. And
just at his feet, below the knoll, was a darkish bog, where globe flowers stood breathless still on
their slim stalks. And some of the pale gold bubbles were burst, and a broken fragment hung in the
air. He thought he was going to sleep.

Suddenly something moved into this coloured mirage before his eyes. The Captain, a small, light-
blue and scarlet figure, was trotting evenly between the strips of corn, along the level brow of the
hill. And the man making flag-signals was coming on. Proud and sure moved the horseman’s figure,
the quick, bright thing, in which was concentrated all the light of this morning, which for the rest lay
a fragile, shining shadow. Submissive, apathetic, the young soldier sat and stared. But as the horse
slowed to a walk, coming up the last steep path, the great flash flared over the body and soul of the
orderly. He sat waiting. The back of his head felt as if it were weighted with a heavy piece of fire. He
did not want to eat. His hands trembled slightly as he moved them. Meanwhile the officer on
horseback was approaching slowly and proudly. The tension grew in the orderly’s soul. Then again,
seeing the Captain ease himself on the saddle, the flash blazed through him.

The Captain looked at the patch of light blue and scarlet, and dark heads, scattered closely on the
hillside. It pleased him. The command pleased him. And he was feeling proud. His orderly was
among them in common subjection. The officer rose a little on his stirrups to look. The young soldier
sat with averted, dumb face. The Captain relaxed on his seat. His slim-legged, beautiful horse, brown
as a beech nut, walked proudly uphill. The Captain passed into the zone of the company’s
atmosphere: a hot smell of men, of sweat, of leather. He knew it very well. After a word with the
lieutenant, he went a few paces higher, and sat there, a dominant figure, his sweat-marked horse
swishing its tail, while he looked down on his men, on his orderly, a nonentity among the crowd.

The young soldier’s heart was like fire in his chest, and he breathed with difficulty. The officer,
looking downhill, saw three of the young soldiers, two pails of water between them, staggering
across a sunny green field. A table had been set up under a tree, and there the slim lieutenant stood,
importantly busy. Then the Captain summoned himself to an act of courage. He called his orderly.

The name leapt into the young soldier’s throat as he heard the command, and he rose blindly stifled.
He saluted, standing below the officer. He did not look up. But there was the flicker in the Captain’s
voice.

“Go to the inn and fetch me....” the officer gave his commands. “Quick!” he added.
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At the last word, the heart of the servant leapt with a flash, and he felt the strength come over his
body. But he turned in mechanical obedience, and set on at a heavy run downhill, looking almost like
a bear, his trousers bagging over his military boots. And the officer watched this blind, plunging run
all the way.

But it was only the outside of the orderly’s body that was obeying so humbly and mechanically.
Inside had gradually accumulated a core into which all the energy of that young life was compact
and concentrated. He executed his commission, and plodded quickly back uphill. There was a pain in
his head, as he walked, that made him twist his features unknowingly. But hard there in the centre
of his chest was himself, himself, firm, and not to be plucked to pieces.

The captain had gone up into the wood. The orderly plodded through the hot, powerfully smelling
zone of the company’s atmosphere. He had a curious mass of energy inside him now. The Captain
was less real than himself. He approached the green entrance to the wood. There, in the half-shade,
he saw the horse standing, the sunshine and the tuckering shadow of leaves dancing over his brown
body. There was a clearing where timber had lately been felled. Here, in the gold-green shade beside
the brilliant cup of sunshine, stood two figures, blue and pink, the bits of pink showing out plainly.
The Captain was talking to his lieutenant.

The orderly stood on the edge of the bright clearing, where great trunks of trees, stripped and
glistening, lay stretched like naked, brown-skinned bodies. Chips of wood littered the trampled floor,
like splashed light, and the bases of the felled trees stood here and there, with their raw, level tops.
Beyond was the brilliant, sunlit green of a beech.

“Then | will ride forward,” the orderly heard his Captain say. The lieutenant saluted and strode away.
He himself went forward. A hot flash passed through his belly, as he tramped towards his officer.

The Captain watched the rather heavy figure of the young soldier stumble forward, and his veins,
too, ran hot. This was to be man to man between them. He yielded before the solid, stumbling figure
with bent head. The orderly stooped and put the food on a level-sawn tree-base. The Captain
watched the glistening, sun-inflamed, naked hands. He wanted to speak to the young soldier, but
could not. The servant propped a bottle against his thigh, pressed open the cork, and poured out the
beer into the mug. He kept his head bent. The Captain accepted the mug.

“Hot!” he said, as if amiably.
The flame sprang out of the orderly’s heart, nearly suffocating him.
“Yes, sir,” he replied, between shut teeth.

And he heard the sound of the Captain’s drinking, and he clenched his fists, such a strong torment
came into his wrists. Then came the faint clang of the closing of the pot-lid. He looked up. The
Captain was watching him. He glanced swiftly away. Then he saw the officer stoop and take a piece
of bread from the tree-base. Again the flash of flame went through the young soldier, seeing the stiff
body stoop beneath him, and his hands jerked. He looked away. He could feel the officer was
nervous. The bread fell as it was being broken The officer ate the other piece. The two men stood
tense and still, the master laboriously chewing his bread, the servant staring with averted face, his
fist clenched.

Then the young soldier started. The officer had pressed open the lid of the mug again. The orderly
watched the lid of the mug, and the white hand that clenched the handle, as if he were fascinated. It
was raised. The youth followed it with his eyes. And then he saw the thin, strong throat of the elder
man moving up and down as he drank, the strong jaw working. And the instinct which had been
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jerking at the young man’s wrists suddenly jerked free. He jumped, feeling as if it were rent in two by
a strong flame.

The spur of the officer caught in a tree-root, he went down backwards with a crash, the middle of his
back thudding sickeningly against a sharp-edged tree-base, the pot flying away. And in a second the
orderly, with serious, earnest young face, and under-lip between his teeth, had got his knee in the
officer’s chest and was pressing the chin backward over the farther edge of the tree-stump, pressing,
with all his heart behind in a passion of relief, the tension of his wrists exquisite with relief. And with
the base of his palms he shoved at the chin, with all his might. And it was pleasant, too, to have that
chin, that hard jaw already slightly rough with beard, in his hands. He did not relax one hair’s
breadth, but, all the force of all his blood exulting in his thrust, he shoved back the head of the other
man, till there was a little cluck and a crunching sensation. Then he felt as if his head went to vapour.
Heavy convulsions shook the body of the officer, frightening and horrifying the young soldier. Yet it
pleased him, too, to repress them. It pleased him to keep his hands pressing back the chin, to feel
the chest of the other man yield in expiration to the weight of his strong, young knees, to feel the
hard twitchings of the prostrate body jerking his own whole frame, which was pressed down on it.

But it went still. He could look into the nostrils of the other man, the eyes he could scarcely see. How
curiously the mouth was pushed out, exaggerating the full lips, and the moustache bristling up from
them. Then, with a start, he noticed the nostrils gradually filled with blood. The red brimmed,
hesitated, ran over, and went in a thin trickle down the face to the eyes.

It shocked and distressed him. Slowly, he got up. The body twitched and sprawled there, inert. He
stood and looked at it in silence. It was a pity it was broken. It represented more than the thing
which had kicked and bullied him. He was afraid to look at the eyes. They were hideous now, only
the whites showing, and the blood running to them. The face of the orderly was drawn with horror
at the sight. Well, it was so. In his heart he was satisfied. He had hated the face of the Captain. It was
extinguished now. There was a heavy relief in the orderly’s soul. That was as it should be. But he
could not bear to see the long, military body lying broken over the tree-base, the fine fingers
crisped. He wanted to hide it away.

Quickly, busily, he gathered it up and pushed it under the felled tree-trunks, which rested their
beautiful, smooth length either end on logs. The face was horrible with blood. He covered it with the
helmet. Then he pushed the limbs straight and decent, and brushed the dead leaves off the fine
cloth of the uniform. So, it lay quite still in the shadow under there. A little strip of sunshine ran
along the breast, from a chink between the logs. The orderly sat by it for a few moments. Here his
own life also ended.

Then, through his daze, he heard the lieutenant, in a loud voice, explaining to the men outside the
wood, that they were to suppose the bridge on the river below was held by the enemy. Now they
were to march to the attack in such and such a manner. The lieutenant had no gift of expression. The
orderly, listening from habit, got muddled. And when the lieutenant began it all again he ceased to
hear. He knew he must go. He stood up. It surprised him that the leaves were glittering in the sun,
and the chips of wood reflecting white from the ground. For him a change had come over the world.
But for the rest it had not—all seemed the same. Only he had left it. And he could not go back. It was
his duty to return with the beer-pot and the bottle. He could not. He had left all that. The lieutenant
was still hoarsely explaining. He must go, or they would, overtake him. And he could not bear
contact with anyone now.

He drew his fingers over his eyes, trying to find out where he was. Then he turned away. He saw the
horse standing in the path. He went up to it and mounted. It hurt him to sit in the saddle. The pain of
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keeping his seat occupied him as they cantered through the wood. He would not have minded
anything, but he could not get away from the sense of being divided from the others. The path led
out of the trees. On the edge of the wood he pulled up and stood watching. There in the spacious
sunshine of the valley soldiers were moving in a little swarm. Every now and then, a man harrowing
on a strip of fallow shouted to his oxen, at the turn. The village and the white-towered church was
small in the sunshine. And he no longer belonged to it—he sat there, beyond, like a man outside in
the dark. He had gone out from everyday life into the unknown, and he could not, he even did not
want to go back.

Turning from the sun-blazing valley, he rode deep into the wood. Tree-trunks, like people standing
grey and still, took no notice as he went. A doe, herself a moving bit of sunshine and shadow, went
running through the flecked shade. There were bright green rents in the foliage. Then it was all pine
wood, dark and cool. And he was sick with pain, he had an intolerable great pulse in his head, and he
was sick. He had never been ill in his life, he felt lost, quite dazed with all this.

Trying to get down from the horse, he fell, astonished at the pain and his lack of balance. The horse
shifted uneasily. He jerked its bridle and sent it cantering jerkily away. It was his last connection with
the rest of things.

But he only wanted to lie down and not be disturbed. Stumbling through the trees, he came on a
quiet place where beeches and pine trees grew on a slope. Immediately he had lain down and closed
his eyes, his consciousness went racing on without him. A big pulse of sickness beat in him as if it
throbbed through the whole earth. He was burning with dry heat. But he was too busy, too tearingly
active in the incoherent race of delirium to observe.

He came to with a start. His mouth was dry and hard, his heart beat heavily, but he had not the
energy to get up. His heart beat heavily. Where was he?—the barracks—at home? There was
something knocking. And, making an effort, he looked round—trees, and litter of greenery, and
reddish, night, still pieces of sunshine on the floor. He did not believe he was himself, he did not
believe what he saw. Something was knocking. He made a struggle towards consciousness, but
relapsed. Then he struggled again. And gradually his surroundings fell into relationship with himself.
He knew, and a great pang of fear went through his heart. Somebody was knocking. He could see the
heavy, black rags of a fir tree overhead. Then everything went black. Yet he did not believe he had
closed his eyes. He had not. Out of the blackness sight slowly emerged again. And someone was
knocking. Quickly, he saw the blood-disgfigured face of his Captain, which he hated. And he held
himself still with horror. Yet, deep inside him, he knew that it was so, the Captain should be dead.
But the physical delirium got hold of him. Someone was knocking. He lay perfectly still, as if dead,
with fear. And he went unconscious.

When he opened his eyes again, he started, seeing something creeping swiftly up a tree-trunk. It was
a little bird. And the bird was whistling overhead. Tap-tap-tap—it was the small, quick bird rapping
the tree-trunk with its beak, as if its head were a little round hammer. He watched it curiously. It
shifted sharply, in its creeping fashion. Then, like a mouse, it slid down the bare trunk. Its swift
creeping sent a flash of revulsion through him. He raised his head. It felt a great weight. Then, the
little bird ran out of the shadow across a still patch of sunshine, its little head bobbing swiftly, its
white legs twinkling brightly for a moment. How neat it was in its build, so compact, with pieces of
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white on its wings. There were several of them. They were so pretty—but they crept like swift,
erratic mice, running here and there among the beech-mast.

He lay down again exhausted, and his consciousness lapsed. He had a horror of the little creeping
birds. All his blood seemed to be darting and creeping in his head. And yet he could not move.

He came to with a further ache of exhaustion. There was the pain in his head, and the horrible
sickness, and his inability to move. He had never been ill in his life. He did not know where he was or
what he was. Probably he had got sunstroke. Or what else? —he had silenced the Captain for ever—
some time ago—oh, a long time ago. There had been blood on his face, and his eyes had turned
upwards. It was all right, somehow. It was peace. But now he had got beyond himself. He had never
been here before. Was it life, or not life? He was by himself. They were in a big, bright place, those
others, and he was outside. The town, all the country, a big bright place of light: and he was outside,
here, in the darkened open beyond, where each thing existed alone. But they would all have to
come out there sometime, those others. Little, and left behind him, they all were. There had been
father and mother and sweetheart. What did they all matter? This was the open land.

He sat up. Something scuffled. It was a little, brown squirrel running in lovely, undulating bounds
over the floor, its red tail completing the undulation of its body—and then, as it sat up, furling and
unfurling. He watched it, pleased. It ran on friskily, enjoying itself. It flew wildly at another squirrel,
and they were chasing each other, and making little scolding, chattering noises. The soldier wanted
to speak to them. But only a hoarse sound came out of his throat. The squirrels burst away—they
flew up the trees. And then he saw the one peeping round at him, half-way up a tree-trunk. A start
of fear went through him, though, in so far as he was conscious, he was amused. It still stayed, its
little, keen face staring at him halfway up the tree-trunk, its little ears pricked up, its clawey little
hands clinging to the bark, its white breast reared. He started from it in panic.

Struggling to his feet, he lurched away. He went on walking, walking, looking for something for a
drink. His brain felt hot and inflamed for want of water. He stumbled on. Then he did not know
anything. He went unconscious as he walked. Yet he stumbled on, his mouth open.

When, to his dumb wonder, he opened his eyes on the world again, he no longer tried to remember
what it was. There was thick, golden light behind golden-green glitterings, and tall, grey-purple
shafts, and darknesses further off, surrounding him, growing deeper. He was conscious of a sense of
arrival. He was amid the reality, on the real, dark bottom. But there was the thirst burning in his
brain. He felt lighter, not so heavy. He supposed it was newness.

The air was muttering with thunder. He thought he was walking wonderfully swiftly and was coming
straight to relief—or was it to water?

Suddenly he stood still with fear. There was a tremendous flare of gold, immense—just a few dark
trunks like bars between him and it. All the young level wheat was burnished gold glaring on its silky
green. A woman, full-skirted, a black cloth on her head for head-dress, was passing like a block of
shadow through the glistening, green corn, into the full glare. There was a farm, too, pale blue in
shadow, and the timber black. And there was a church spire, nearly fused away in the gold. The
woman moved on, away from him. He had no language with which to speak to her. She was the
bright, solid unreality. She would make a noise of words that would confuse him, and her eyes would
look at him without seeing him. She was crossing there to the other side. He stood against a tree.

When at last he turned, looking down the long, bare grove whose flat bed was already filling dark, he
saw the mountains in a wonder-light, not far away, and radiant. Behind the soft, grey ridge of the
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nearest range the further mountains stood golden and pale grey, the snow all radiant like pure, soft
gold. So still, gleaming in the sky, fashioned pure out of the ore of the sky, they shone in their
silence. He stood and looked at them, his face illuminated. And like the golden, lustrous gleaming of
the snow he felt his own thirst bright in him. He stood and gazed, leaning against a tree. And then
everything slid away into space.

During the night the lightning fluttered perpetually, making the whole sky white. He must have
walked again. The world hung livid round him for moments, fields a level sheen of grey-green light,
trees in dark bulk, and the range of clouds black across a white sky. Then the darkness fell like a
shutter, and the night was whole. A faint mutter of a half-revealed world, that could not quite leap
out of the darkness!—Then there again stood a sweep of pallor for the land, dark shapes looming, a
range of clouds hanging overhead. The world was a ghostly shadow, thrown for a moment upon the
pure darkness, which returned ever whole and complete.

And the mere delirium of sickness and fever went on inside him—his brain opening and shutting like
the night—then sometimes convulsions of terror from something with great eyes that stared round
a tree—then the long agony of the march, and the sun decomposing his blood—then the pang of
hate for the Captain, followed, by a pang of tenderness and ease. But everything was distorted, born
of an ache and resolving into an ache.

In the morning he came definitely awake. Then his brain flamed with the sole horror of thirstiness!
The sun was on his face, the dew was steaming from his wet clothes. Like one possessed, he got up.
There, straight in front of him, blue and cool and tender, the mountains ranged across the pale edge
of the morning sky. He wanted them—he wanted them alone—he wanted to leave himself and be
identified with them. They did not move, they were still and soft, with white, gentle markings of
snow. He stood still, mad with suffering, his hands crisping and clutching. Then he was twisting in a
paroxysm on the grass.

He lay still, in a kind of dream of anguish. His thirst seemed to have separated itself from him, and to
stand apart, a single demand. Then the pain he felt was another single self. Then there was the clog
of his body, another separate thing. He was divided among all kinds of separate beings. There was
some strange, agonized connection between them, but they were drawing further apart. Then they
would all split. The sun, drilling down on him, was drilling through the bond. Then they would all fall,
fall through the everlasting lapse of space. Then again, his consciousness reasserted itself. He roused
on to his elbow and stared at the gleaming mountains. There they ranked, all still and wonderful
between earth and heaven. He stared till his eyes went black, and the mountains, as they stood in
their beauty, so clean and cool, seemed to have it, that which was lost in him.

v

When the soldiers found him, three hours later, he was lying with his face over his arm, his black hair
giving off heat under the sun. But he was still alive. Seeing the open, black mouth the young soldiers
dropped him in horror.

He died in the hospital at night, without having seen again.

The doctors saw the bruises on his legs, behind, and were silent.
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The bodies of the two men lay together, side by side, in the mortuary, the one white and slender,

but laid rigidly at rest, the other looking as if every moment it must rouse into life again, so young
and unused, from a slumber.

DRAMA and NOVELS (suggestions)
- ‘Journey’s End’ R C Sheriff; ‘My Boy Jack’ David Haig

- ‘Birdsong’ Sebastian Faulks; ‘Catch 22’ Joseph Heller; Ernest Hemingway, ‘A Farewell to
Arms’; ‘Slaughterhouse 5’ Kurt Vonnegut; ‘The Kite Runner’ Khaled Hosseini; ‘Captain
Corelli’s Mandolin’ Louis De Bernieres
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3. America

POETRY:

America

BY ALLEN GINSBERG

America I've given you all and now I’'m nothing.

America two dollars and twentyseven cents January 17, 1956.

| can’t stand my own mind.

America when will we end the human war?

Go fuck yourself with your atom bomb.

| don’t feel good don’t bother me.

| won’t write my poem till I’'m in my right mind.

America when will you be angelic?

When will you take off your clothes?

When will you look at yourself through the grave?

When will you be worthy of your million Trotskyites?

America why are your libraries full of tears?

America when will you send your eggs to India?

I’m sick of your insane demands.

When can | go into the supermarket and buy what | need with my good looks?
America after all it is you and | who are perfect not the next world.
Your machinery is too much for me.

You made me want to be a saint.

There must be some other way to settle this argument.
Burroughs is in Tangiers | don’t think he’ll come back it’s sinister.
Are you being sinister or is this some form of practical joke?

I’'m trying to come to the point.

| refuse to give up my obsession.
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America stop pushing | know what I’'m doing.

America the plum blossoms are falling.

| haven’t read the newspapers for months, everyday somebody goes on trial for murder.
America | feel sentimental about the Wobblies.

America | used to be a communist when | was a kid I’'m not sorry.

| smoke marijuana every chance | get.

| sit in my house for days on end and stare at the roses in the closet.

When | go to Chinatown | get drunk and never get laid.

My mind is made up there’s going to be trouble.

You should have seen me reading Marx.

My psychoanalyst thinks I’'m perfectly right.

| won’t say the Lord’s Prayer.

| have mystical visions and cosmic vibrations.

America | still haven’t told you what you did to Uncle Max after he came over from Russia.
I’'m addressing you.

Are you going to let your emotional life be run by Time Magazine?

I’'m obsessed by Time Magazine.

| read it every week.

Its cover stares at me every time | slink past the corner candystore.

| read it in the basement of the Berkeley Public Library.

It’s always telling me about responsibility. Businessmen are serious. Movie producers are serious.
Everybody’s serious but me.

It occurs to me that | am America.

| am talking to myself again.

Asia is rising against me.
| haven’t got a chinaman’s chance.
I'd better consider my national resources.

My national resources consist of two joints of marijuana millions of genitals an unpublishable private
literature that jetplanes 1400 miles an hour and twentyfive-thousand mental institutions.

| say nothing about my prisons nor the millions of underprivileged who live in my flowerpots under
the light of five hundred suns.
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| have abolished the whorehouses of France, Tangiers is the next to go.

My ambition is to be President despite the fact that I’'m a Catholic.

America how can | write a holy litany in your silly mood?

| will continue like Henry Ford my strophes are as individual as his automobiles more so they’re all
different sexes.

America | will sell you strophes $2500 apiece $500 down on your old strophe
America free Tom Mooney

America save the Spanish Loyalists

America Sacco & Vanzetti must not die

America | am the Scottsboro boys.

America when | was seven momma took me to Communist Cell meetings they sold us garbanzos a
handful per ticket a ticket costs a nickel and the speeches were free everybody was angelic and
sentimental about the workers it was all so sincere you have no idea what a good thing the party
was in 1835 Scott Nearing was a grand old man a real mensch Mother Bloor the Silk-strikers’ Ewig-
Weibliche made me cry | once saw the Yiddish orator Israel Amter plain. Everybody must have been

a spy.
America you don’t really want to go to war.

America its them bad Russians.

Them Russians them Russians and them Chinamen. And them Russians.

The Russia wants to eat us alive. The Russia’s power mad. She wants to take our cars from out our
garages.

Her wants to grab Chicago. Her needs a Red Reader’s Digest. Her wants our auto plants in Siberia.
Him big bureaucracy running our fillingstations.

That no good. Ugh. Him make Indians learn read. Him need big black niggers. Hah. Her make us all
work sixteen hours a day. Help.

America this is quite serious.

America this is the impression | get from looking in the television set.
America is this correct?

I’d better get right down to the job.

It's true | don’t want to join the Army or turn lathes in precision parts factories, I’'m nearsighted and
psychopathic anyway.

America I’'m putting my queer shoulder to the wheel.
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SHORT STORY:

"King of the Bingo Game," by Ralph Ellison

The woman in front or him was eating roasted peanuts that smelled so good that he could barely
contain his hunger. He could not even sleep and wished they'd hurry and begin the bingo game.
There, on his right, two fellows were drinking wine out of a bottle wrapped in a paper bag, and he
could hear soft gurgling in the dark. His stomach gave a low gnawing growl. "If this was down South,"
he thought, "all I'd have to do is lean over and say, 'Lady, gimme a few of those peanuts, please
ma'm,"' and she'd pass me the bag and never think nothing or it." Or he could ask the fellows for a
drink in the same way. Folks down South stuck together that way; they didn't even have to know
you. But up here it was different. Ask somebody for something, and they'd think you were crazy.
Well, I ain't crazy. | m just broke, 'cause | got no birth certificate to get a job, and Laura 'bout to die
'cause we got no money for a doctor. But | ain't crazy. And yet a pinpoint of doubt was focused in his
mind as he glanced toward the screen and saw the hero stealthily entering a dark room and sending
the beam of a flashlight along a wall of bookcases. This is where he finds the trapdoor, he
remembered. The man would pass abruptly through the wall and find the girl tied to a bed, her legs
and arms spread wide, and her clothing torn to rags. He laughed softly to himself. He had seen the
picture three times and this was one of the best scenes.

On his right the fellow whispered wide-eyed to his companion, "man, look a-yonder!"
"Damn!"

"Wouldn't | like to have her tied up like that..."

"Hey! That fool's letting her loose!"

"Aw, man, he loves her."

"Love or no love!"

The man moved impatiently beside him, and he tried to involve himself in the scene. But Laura was
on his mind. Tiring quickly of watching the picture he looked back to where the while beam filtered
from the projection room above the balcony. It started small and grew large, specks or dust dancing
in its whiteness as it reached the screen. It was strange how the beam always landed right on the
screen and didn't mess up and fall somewhere else. But they had it all fixed. Everything was fixed.
Now suppose when they showed that girl with her dress torn the girl started taking off the rest of
her clothes, and when the guy came in he didn't untie her but kept her there and went to talking off
his own clothes? That would be something to see. If a picture got out off hand like that those guys
up there would go nuts Yeah, and there'd be so many folks in here you couldn't find a seat for nine
months! A strange sensation played over his skin. He shuddered. Yesterday he'd seen a bedbug on a
woman's neck as they walked out into the bright street. But exploring his thigh through a hole in his
pocket he found only goose pimples and old scars.

The bottle gurgled again. He closed his eyes. Now a dreamy music was accompanying the film and
train whistles were sounding in the distance, and he was a boy again walking along a railroad trestle
down South, and seeing the train coming, and running back as fast as he could go, and hearing the
whistle blowing, and getting off the trestle to solid ground just in time, with the earth trembling
beneath his feet, and feeling relieved as he ran down the cinder-strewn embankment onto the
highways and looking back and seeing with terror that the train had left the track and was following
him right down the middle of the street, and all the while people laughing as he ran screaming. . .
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"Wake up there, buddy! What the bell do you mean hollering like that! Can't you see we trying to
enjoy this here picture?"

He stared at the man with gratitude.
"I'm sorry, old man," he said. "l musta been dreaming."
"Well, here, have a drink. And don't be making no noise like that, damn!"

His hands trembled as he tilted his head. It was not wine, but whiskey. Cold rye whiskey. He took a
deep swollen, decided it was better not to take another, and handed the bottle back to its owner.

"Thanks, old man," he said.

Now he felt the cold whiskey breaking a warm path straight trough the middle of him, growing
hotter and sharper as it moved. He had not eaten all day, and it made him light-headed. The smell of
the peanuts stabbed him like a knife, and he got up and found a seat in the middle aisle. But no
sooner did he sit than he saw a row of intense-faced young girls, and got up again, thinking, "You
chicks musta been Lindy-hopping somewhere " He found a seat several rows ahead as the lights
came on, and he saw the screen disappear behind a heavy red and gold curtain; then the curtain
rising, and the man with the microphone and a uniformed attendant coming on the stage.

He felt for his bingo cards, smiling. The guy at the door wouldn't like it if he knew about his having
five cards. Well, not everyone played the bingo game; and even with five cards he didn't have much
of a chance. For Laura, though, he had to have faith. He studied the cards, each with its different
numerals, punching the free center hole in each and spreading them neatly across his la p; and when
the lights faded he sat slouched in his seat so that he could look from his cards to the bingo wheel
with but a quick shifting of his eyes.

Ahead, at the end or the darkness, the man with the microphone was pressing a button attached to
a long cord and spinning the bingo wheel and raking out the number each time the wheel came to
rest. And each time the voice rang out his finger raced over the cards for the number. With five cards
he had to move fast. He became nervous, there were too many cards, and the man went too fast
with his grating voice. Perhaps he should just select one and throw the others away. But he was
afraid. He became warm. Wonder how much Laura's doctor would cost? Damn that, watch the
cards! And with despair he heard the man call three in a row which he missed on all five cards. This
way he'd never win . ..

When he saw the row of holes punched across the third card, he sat paralyzed and heard the man
call three more numbers before he stumbled forward screaming

"Bingo! Bingo!"
"Let that fool up there," someone called.
"Get up there man!"

He stumbled down the aisle and up the steps to the stage into a light so strong and bright that for a
moment it blinded him, and he felt that he had moved into the spell of some strange mysterious
power. Yet it was as familiar as the sun, and he knew it was the perfectly familiar bingo.

The man with the microphone was saying something to the audience as he held out his card. A cold
light flashed from the man's finger as the card left his hand. His knees trembled. The man stepped
closer, checking the card against the numbers chalked on the board. Suppose he had made a
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mistake? The pomade on the man's hair made him feel faint and he backed away. But the man was
checking the card over the microphone now, and he had to slay. He stood, tense, listening.

"Under the O, forty-four," the man chanted. Under the |, seven. Under the G, three. Under the B,
ninety-six. Under the N, thirteen!"

His breath came easier as the man smiled at the audience.

"Yessir, ladies and gentlemen, he's one of the chosen people!"

The audience rippled with laughter and applause.

"Step right up to the front of the stage."

He moved slowly forward, wishing that the light was not so bright.

"To win tonight's jackpot of $36.90, the wheel must stop between the double zero, understand?"

He nodded knowing the ritual from the many days and nights he had watched the winners march
across the stage to press the button that controlled the spinning wheel and receive the prizes. And
now he followed the instructions as though he'd crossed the slippery stage a million prize-winning
times.

The man was making some kind of a joke, and nodded vacantly. So tense had he become that he felt
a sudden desire to cry and shook it away. He felt vaguely that his whole life was determined by the
bingo wheel; not only that which would happen now that he was at last before it, but all that had
gone before since his birth and his mother's birth and the birth of his father. It had always been
there even though he had not been aware of it, handing out the unlucky cards and numbers of his
days. The feeling persisted, and he started quickly away. | better get down from here before | make a
fool of myself he thought.

"Here boy," the man called. "You haven't started yet."
Someone laughed as he went hesitantly back. "
"Are you all reet?"

He grinned at the man's jive talk, but no words would come, and he knew it was not a convincing
grin. For suddenly he knew that he stood on the slippery brink of some terrible embarrassment.

"Where are you from, boy?" the man asked.
"Down South."

"He's from down South, ladies and gentlemen," the man said. "Where from? Speak right into the
mike."

"Rocky Mont," he said. "Rock' Mont, North Car'lina."

"So you decided to come down off that mountain to the U.S.," the man laughed. He felt that the
man was making a fool of him, but then something cold was placed in his hand, and the lights were
no longer behind him.

Standing before the wheel he felt alone, but that was somehow right, and he remembered his plan.
He would give the wheel a short quick twirl. Just a touch of the button. He had watched it many
times, and always it came close to double zero when it was short and quick. He steeled himself; the
fear had left, and he felt a profound sense of promise, as though he were about to be repaid for all
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the things he'd suffered all his life. Trembling, he pressed the button. There was a whirl of lights, and
in a second he realized with finality that though he wanted to, he could not stop. It was as though he
held a high-powered line in his naked hand. His nerves tightened. As the wheel increased its speed it
seemed to draw him more and more into its power, as though it held his fate; and with it came a
deep need to submit, to whirl, to lose himself in its swirl of color. He could not stop it now, he knew.
So let it be.

The button rested snugly in his palm where the man had placed it. And now he became aware of the
man beside him, advising him through the microphone, while behind the shadowy audience
hummed with noisy voices. He shifted his feet. There was still that feeling of helplessness within
him, making part of him desire to turn back, even now that the jackpot was right in his hand. He
squeezed the button until his fist ached. Then, like the sudden shriek of a subway whistle, a doubt
tore through his head. Suppose he did not spin the wheel long enough? What could he do, and how
could he tell? And then he knew even as he wondered, that as long as he pressed the button, he
could control the jackpot. He and only he could determine whether or not it was to be his. Not even
the man with the microphone could do anything about it now. He felt drunk. Then, as though he had
come down from a high hill into a valley of people, he heard the audience yelling.

"Come down from there, you jerk!"
"Let somebody else have a chance. . ."
"Old Jack thinks he done found the end of the rainbow .. ."

The last voice was not unfriendly, and he turned and smiled dreamily into the yelling mouths. Then
he turned his back squarely on the on them.

"Don’t take too long, boy," a voice said.

He nodded. They were yelling behind him. They had been playing the bingo game day in and night
out for years, trying to win rent money or hamburger change. But not one of those wise guys
discovered this wonderful thing. He watched the wheel whirling past the numbers and experienced
a burst of exultation: This is God! This is the really truly God! He said it aloud." This is God!"

He said it with such absolute conviction that he feared he would fall fainting into the footlights. But
the crowd yelled so loud that they could not hear. Those fools, he thought. I'm here trying to tell
them the most wonderful secret in the world, and they're yelling like they gone crazy. A hand fell
upon his shoulder.

"You'll have to make a choice now, boy. You've taken too long."
He brushed the hand violently away.
"Leave me alone, man. | know what I'm doing!"

"The man looked surprised and held on to the microphone for support. And because he did not wish
to hurt the man's feelings, he smiled, realizing with a sudden pang that there was no way of
explaining to the man just why he had to stand there pressing the button forever.

"Come here," he called tiredly.

The man approached, rolling the heavy microphone across the stage.

"Anybody can play this bingo game, right?" he said.
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"Sure, but .. ."

He smiled, feeling inclined to be patient with this slick looking white man with his blue sport shirt
and his sharp gabardine suit.

"That's what | thought," he said. "Anybody can win the jackpot as long as they get the lucky number,
right?"

"That's the rule, but afterall .. ."
"That's what | thought," he said. "And the big prize goes to the man who knows how to win it?"
The man nodded speechlessly.

"Well then, go on over there and watch me win like | want to. | ain't going to hurt nobody," he said,
"and I'll show you how to win. | mean to show the whole world how it's got to be done."

And because he understood, he smiled again to let the man know that he held nothing against him
for being white and impatient. Then he refused to sec the man any longer and stood pressing the
button, the voices of the crowd reaching him like sounds in distant streets. Let them yell. All the
Negroes down there were just ashamed because he was black like them. He smiled inwardly,
knowing how it was. Most of the time he was ashamed of what Negroes did himself. Well, let them
be ashamed for something this time. Like him. He was like a long thin black wire that was being
stretched and wound upon the bingo wheel; wound until he wanted to scream; wound, but this time
himself controlling the winding and the sadness and the shame, and because he did, Laura would be
all right. Suddenly the lights flickered. He staggered backwards. Had something gone wrong? All this
noise. Didn't they know that although he controlled the wheel, it also controlled him, and unless he
pressed the button forever and forever and ever it would stop, leaving him high and dry, dry and
high on this hard high slippery hill and Laura dead? There was only one chance; he had to do
whatever the wheel demanded. And gripping the button in despair, he discovered with surprise that
it imparted a nervous energy. His spine tingled. He felt a certain power.

Now he faced the raging crowd with defiance, its screams penetrating his eardrums like trumpets
shrieking from a jukebox. The vague faces glowing in the bingo lights gave him a sense of himself
that he had never known before. He was running the show, by God! They had to react to him, for he
was their luck. This is me, he thought. Let the bastards yell. Then someone was laughing inside him,
and he realized that somehow he had forgotten his own name. It was a sad, lost feeling to lose your
name, and a crazy thing to do. That name had been given him by the white man who had owned his
grandfather a long lost time ago down South. But maybe those wise guys knew his name.

"Who am I?" he screamed.
"Hurry up and bingo, you jerk!"

They didn't know either, he thought own names, they were all poor nameless bastards. Well, he
didn't need that old name; he was reborn. For as long as he pressed the button he was The-man-
who-pressed - the-button-who-held-the-prize-who-was-the-King-of-Bingo. That was the way it was,
and he'd have to press the button even if nobody understood, even though Laura did not
understand.

"Live!" he shouted.

The audience quieted like the dying of a huge fan.

37



"Live, Laura, baby. | got holt of it now, sugar. Live!"
He screamed it tears streaming down his face. "l got nobody but YOU!"

The screams tore from his very guts. He felt as though the rush of blood to his head would burst out
in baseball seams of small red droplets, like a head beaten by police clubs. Bending over he saw a
trickle of blood splashing the toe of his shoe. With his free hand he searched his head. It was his
nose. God, suppose something has gone wrong? He felt that the whole audience had somehow
entered him and was stamping its feet in his stomach, and he was unable to throw them out. They
wanted the prize, that was it. They wanted the secret for themselves. But they'd never get it; he
would keep the bingo wheel whirling forever, and Laura would be safe in the wheel. But would she?
It had to be, because if she were not safe the wheel would cease to turn; it could not go on. He had
to get away, vomit all, and his mind formed an image of himself running with Laura in his arms down
the tracks of the subway just ahead of an A train, running desperately vomit with people screaming
for him to come out but knowing no way of leaving the tracks because to stop would bring the train
crushing down upon him and to attempt to leave across the other tracks would mean to runinto a
hot third rail as high as his waist which threw blue sparks that blinded his eyes until he could hardly
see.

He heard singing and the audience was clapping its hands.
Shoot the liquor to him, Jim, boy!

Clap-clap-clap

Well a-calla the cop

He's blowing his top!

Shoot the liquor to him, Jim boy!

Bitter anger grew within him at the singing. They think I'm crazy. Well let 'em laugh. I'll do what | got
to do.

He was standing in an attitude of intense listening when he saw that they were watching something
on the stage behind him. He felt weak. But when he turned he saw no one. If only his thumb did not
ache so. Now they were applauding. And for a moment he thought that the wheel had stopped. But
that was impossible, his thumb still pressed the button. Then he saw them. Two men in uniform
beckoned from the end of the stage. They were coming toward him, walking in step, slowly, like a
tap-dance team returning for a third encore. But their shoulders shot forward, and he backed away,
looking wildly about. There was nothing to fight them with. He had only the long black cord which
led to a plug somewhere back stage, and he couldn't use that because it operated the bingo wheel.
He backed slowly, fixing the men with his eyes as his lips stretched over his teeth in a tight, fixed
grin; moved toward the end of the stage and realizing that he couldn't go much further, for suddenly
the cord became taut and he couldn't afford to break the cord. But he had to do something. The
audience was howling. Suddenly he stopped dead, seeing the men halt, their legs lifted as in an
interrupted step of a slow-motion dance. There was nothing to do but run in the other direction and
he dashed forward, slipping and sliding. The men fell back, surprised. He struck out violently going
past.

"Grab him!"

He ran, but all too quickly the cord tightened, resistingly, and he turned and ran back again. This
time he slipped them, and discovered by running in a circle before the wheel he could keep the cord
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from tightening. But this way he had to flail his arms to keep the men away. Why couldn't they leave
a man alone? He ran, circling.

"Ring down the curtain," someone yelled. But they couldn't do that. if they did the wheel flashing
from the projection room would be cut off. But they had him before he could tell them so, trying to
pry open his fist, and he was wrestling and trying to bring his knees into the fight and holding on to
the button, for it was his life. And now he was down, seeing a foot coming down, crushing his wrist
cruelly, down, as he saw the wheel whirling serenely above.

"I can't give it up," he screamed. Then quietly, in a confidential tone, "Boys, | really can't give it up."

It landed hard against his head. And in the blank moment they had it away from him, completely
now. He fought them trying to pull him up from the stage as he watched the wheel spin slowly to a
stop. Without surprise he saw it rest at double zero.

"You see," he pointed bitterly.
"Sure, boy, sure, it's 0.K.," one of the men said smiling.

And seeing the man bow his head to someone he could not see, he felt very, very happy; he would
receive what all the winners received.

But as he warmed in the justice of the man's tight smile he did not see the man's slow wink, nor see
the bow-legged man behind him step clear of the swiftly descending curtain and set himself for a
blow. He only felt the dull pain exploding in his skull, and he knew even as it slipped out of him that
his luck had run out on the stage.

DRAMA and NOVELS (suggestions)
- ‘Death of a Salesman’ Arthur Miller; “‘Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf?’ Edward Albee

- ‘American Psycho’ Bret Easton Ellis; ‘The Colour Purple’ Alice Walker; ‘Beloved’ Toni
Morrison; ‘The Great Gatsby’ F Scott Fitzgerald; ‘The Invisible Man’ Ralph Ellison; ‘The
Catcher in the Rye’ J D Salinger; ‘Gone with the Wind’ Margaret Mitchell
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4. Childhood

POETRY:
Goblin Market
BY CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

Morning and evening

Maids heard the goblins cry:
“Come buy our orchard fruits,
Come buy, come buy:

Apples and quinces,

Lemons and oranges,

Plump unpeck’d cherries,
Melons and raspberries,
Bloom-down-cheek’d peaches,
Swart-headed mulberries,
Wild free-born cranberries,
Crab-apples, dewberries,
Pine-apples, blackberries,
Apricots, strawberries; —

All ripe together

In summer weather,—

Morns that pass by,

Fair eves that fly;

Come buy, come buy:

Our grapes fresh from the vine,
Pomegranates full and fine,
Dates and sharp bullaces,
Rare pears and greengages,
Damsons and bilberries,
Taste them and try:

Currants and gooseberries,
Bright-fire-like barberries,
Figs to fill your mouth,
Citrons from the South,

Sweet to tongue and sound to eye;

Come buy, come buy.”

Evening by evening

Among the brookside rushes,
Laura bow’d her head to hear,
Lizzie veil’d her blushes:
Crouching close together

In the cooling weather,

Pricking up her golden head:

“We must not look at goblin men,
We must not buy their fruits:

Who knows upon what soil they fed
Their hungry thirsty roots?”

“Come buy,” call the goblins
Hobbling down the glen.

“Oh,” cried Lizzie, “Laura, Laura,

You should not peep at goblin men.”
Lizzie cover’d up her eyes,

Cover’d close lest they should look;
Laura rear’d her glossy head,

And whisper’d like the restless brook:
“Look, Lizzie, look, Lizzie,

Down the glen tramp little men.

One hauls a basket,

One bears a plate,

One lugs a golden dish

Of many pounds weight.

How fair the vine must grow

Whose grapes are so luscious;

How warm the wind must blow
Through those fruit bushes.”

“No,” said Lizzie, “No, no, no;

Their offers should not charm us,
Their evil gifts would harm us.”

She thrust a dimpled finger

In each ear, shut eyes and ran:
Curious Laura chose to linger
Wondering at each merchant man.
One had a cat’s face,

One whisk’d a tail,

One tramp’d at a rat’s pace,

One crawl’d like a snail,

One like a wombat prowl’d obtuse and furry,
One like a ratel tumbled hurry skurry.
She heard a voice like voice of doves

With clasping arms and cautioning lips, Cooing all together:
With tingling cheeks and finger tips. They sounded kind and full of loves
“Lie close,” Laura said, In the pleasant weather.
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Laura stretch’d her gleaming neck
Like a rush-imbedded swan,

Like a lily from the beck,

Like a moonlit poplar branch,

Like a vessel at the launch

When its last restraint is gone.

Backwards up the mossy glen

Turn’d and troop’d the goblin men,

With their shrill repeated cry,

“Come buy, come buy.”

When they reach’d where Laura was
They stood stock still upon the moss,
Leering at each other,

Brother with queer brother;

Signalling each other,

Brother with sly brother.

One set his basket down,

One rear’d his plate;

One began to weave a crown

Of tendrils, leaves, and rough nuts brown
(Men sell not such in any town);

One heav'd the golden weight

Of dish and fruit to offer her:

“Come buy, come buy,” was still their cry.
Laura stared but did not stir,

Long’d but had no money:

The whisk-tail’d merchant bade her taste
In tones as smooth as honey,

The cat-faced purr'd,

The rat-faced spoke a word

Of welcome, and the snail-paced even was heard;
One parrot-voiced and jolly

Cried “Pretty Goblin” still for “Pretty Polly;”—
One whistled like a bird.

But sweet-tooth Laura spoke in haste:
“Good folk, | have no coin;

To take were to purloin:

| have no copper in my purse,

I have no silver either,

And all my gold is on the furze

That shakes in windy weather

Above the rusty heather.”

“You have much gold upon your head,”
They answer’d all together:

“Buy from us with a golden curl.”

She clipp’d a precious golden lock,

She dropp’d a tear more rare than pearl,
Then suck’d their fruit globes fair or red:
Sweeter than honey from the rock,
Stronger than man-rejoicing wine,
Clearer than water flow’d that juice;

She never tasted such before,

How should it cloy with length of use?
She suck’d and suck’d and suck’d the more
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Fruits which that unknown orchard bore;
She suck’d until her lips were sore;

Then flung the emptied rinds away

But gather’d up one kernel stone,

And knew not was it night or day

As she turn’d home alone.

Lizzie met her at the gate

Full of wise upbraidings:

“Dear, you should not stay so late,
Twilight is not good for maidens;
Should not loiter in the glen

In the haunts of goblin men.

Do you not remember Jeanie,

How she met them in the moonlight,
Took their gifts both choice and many,
Ate their fruits and wore their flowers
Pluck’d from bowers

Where summer ripens at all hours?
But ever in the noonlight

She pined and pined away;

Sought them by night and day,
Found them no more, but dwindled and grew grey;
Then fell with the first snow,

While to this day no grass will grow
Where she lies low:

| planted daisies there a year ago
That never blow.

You should not loiter so.”

“Nay, hush,” said Laura:

“Nay, hush, my sister:

| ate and ate my fill,

Yet my mouth waters still;
To-morrow night | will

Buy more;” and kiss’d her:

“Have done with sorrow;

I'll bring you plums to-morrow

Fresh on their mother twigs,
Cherries worth getting;

You cannot think what figs

My teeth have met in,

What melons icy-cold

Piled on a dish of gold

Too huge for me to hold,

What peaches with a velvet nap,
Pellucid grapes without one seed:
Odorous indeed must be the mead
Whereon they grow, and pure the wave they drink
With lilies at the brink,

And sugar-sweet their sap.”

Golden head by golden head,

Like two pigeons in one nest

Folded in each other’s wings,

They lay down in their curtain’d bed:
Like two blossoms on one stem,

Like two flakes of new-fall’'n snow,



Like two wands of ivory

Tipp’d with gold for awful kings.
Moon and stars gaz’d in at them,
Wind sang to them lullaby,
Lumbering owls forbore to fly,

Not a bat flapp’d to and fro

Round their rest:

Cheek to cheek and breast to breast
Lock’d together in one nest.

Early in the morning

When the first cock crow’d his warning,
Neat like bees, as sweet and busy,
Laura rose with Lizzie:

Fetch’d in honey, milk’d the cows,

Air'd and set to rights the house,
Kneaded cakes of whitest wheat,

Cakes for dainty mouths to eat,

Next churn’d butter, whipp’d up cream,
Fed their poultry, sat and sew’d;

Talk’d as modest maidens should:

Lizzie with an open heart,

Laura in an absent dream,

One content, one sick in part;

One warbling for the mere bright day’s delight,
One longing for the night.

At length slow evening came:

They went with pitchers to the reedy brook;
Lizzie most placid in her look,

Laura most like a leaping flame.

They drew the gurgling water from its deep;
Lizzie pluck’d purple and rich golden flags,
Then turning homeward said: “The sunset flushes
Those furthest loftiest crags;

Come, Laura, not another maiden lags.

No wilful squirrel wags,

The beasts and birds are fast asleep.”

But Laura loiter’d still among the rushes
And said the bank was steep.

And said the hour was early still

The dew not fall’'n, the wind not chill;
Listening ever, but not catching

The customary cry,

“Come buy, come buy,”

With its iterated jingle

Of sugar-baited words:

Not for all her watching

Once discerning even one goblin
Racing, whisking, tumbling, hobbling;
Let alone the herds

That used to tramp along the glen,

In groups or single,

Of brisk fruit-merchant men.

Till Lizzie urged, “O Laura, come;
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| hear the fruit-call but | dare not look:

You should not loiter longer at this brook:
Come with me home.

The stars rise, the moon bends her arc,

Each glowworm winks her spark,

Let us get home before the night grows dark:
For clouds may gather

Though this is summer weather,

Put out the lights and drench us through;
Then if we lost our way what should we do?”

Laura turn’d cold as stone

To find her sister heard that cry alone,

That goblin cry,

“Come buy our fruits, come buy.”

Must she then buy no more such dainty fruit?
Must she no more such succous pasture find,
Gone deaf and blind?

Her tree of life droop’d from the root:

She said not one word in her heart’s sore ache;
But peering thro’ the dimness, nought discerning,
Trudg’d home, her pitcher dripping all the way;
So crept to bed, and lay

Silent till Lizzie slept;

Then sat up in a passionate yearning,

And gnash’d her teeth for baulk’d desire, and wept
As if her heart would break.

Day after day, night after night,

Laura kept watch in vain

In sullen silence of exceeding pain.
She never caught again the goblin cry:
“Come buy, come buy;”—

She never spied the goblin men
Hawking their fruits along the glen:
But when the noon wax’d bright

Her hair grew thin and grey;

She dwindled, as the fair full moon doth turn
To swift decay and burn

Her fire away.

One day remembering her kernel-stone
She set it by a wall that faced the south;
Dew’d it with tears, hoped for a root,
Watch'’d for a waxing shoot,

But there came none;

It never saw the sun,

It never felt the trickling moisture run:
While with sunk eyes and faded mouth
She dream’d of melons, as a traveller sees
False waves in desert drouth

With shade of leaf-crown’d trees,

And burns the thirstier in the sandful breeze.

She no more swept the house,
Tended the fowls or cows,
Fetch’d honey, kneaded cakes of wheat,



Brought water from the brook:
But sat down listless in the chimney-nook
And would not eat.

Tender Lizzie could not bear

To watch her sister’s cankerous care
Yet not to share.

She night and morning

Caught the goblins’ cry:

“Come buy our orchard fruits,

Come buy, come buy;”—

Beside the brook, along the glen,
She heard the tramp of goblin men,
The yoke and stir

Poor Laura could not hear;

Long’d to buy fruit to comfort her,
But fear’d to pay too dear.

She thought of Jeanie in her grave,
Who should have been a bride;

But who for joys brides hope to have
Fell sick and died

In her gay prime,

In earliest winter time

With the first glazing rime,

With the first snow-fall of crisp winter time.

Till Laura dwindling

Seem’d knocking at Death’s door:

Then Lizzie weigh’d no more

Better and worse;

But put a silver penny in her purse,

Kiss'd Laura, cross’d the heath with clumps of furze
At twilight, halted by the brook:

And for the first time in her life

Began to listen and look.

Laugh’d every goblin

When they spied her peeping:
Came towards her hobbling,
Flying, running, leaping,
Puffing and blowing,
Chuckling, clapping, crowing,
Clucking and gobbling,
Mopping and mowing,

Full of airs and graces,
Pulling wry faces,

Demure grimaces,

Cat-like and rat-like,

Ratel- and wombat-like,
Snail-paced in a hurry,
Parrot-voiced and whistler,
Helter skelter, hurry skurry,
Chattering like magpies,
Fluttering like pigeons,
Gliding like fishes,—

Hugg’'d her and kiss’d her:
Squeez’d and caress’d her:
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Stretch’d up their dishes,
Panniers, and plates:
“Look at our apples
Russet and dun,

Bob at our cherries,

Bite at our peaches,
Citrons and dates,
Grapes for the asking,
Pears red with basking
Out in the sun,

Plums on their twigs;
Pluck them and suck them,
Pomegranates, figs.” —

“Good folk,” said Lizzie,

Mindful of Jeanie:

“Give me much and many: —
Held out her apron,

Toss’d them her penny.

“Nay, take a seat with us,

Honour and eat with us,”

They answer’d grinning:

“Our feast is but beginning.

Night yet is early,

Warm and dew-pearly,

Wakeful and starry:

Such fruits as these

No man can carry:

Half their bloom would fly,

Half their dew would dry,

Half their flavour would pass by.
Sit down and feast with us,

Be welcome guest with us,

Cheer you and rest with us.” —
“Thank you,” said Lizzie: “But one waits
At home alone for me:

So without further parleying,

If you will not sell me any

Of your fruits though much and many,
Give me back my silver penny

| toss’d you for a fee.” —

They began to scratch their pates,
No longer wagging, purring,

But visibly demurring,

Grunting and snarling.

One call’d her proud,
Cross-grain’d, uncivil;

Their tones wax’d loud,

Their looks were evil.

Lashing their tails

They trod and hustled her,
Elbow’d and jostled her,

Claw’d with their nails,

Barking, mewing, hissing, mocking,
Tore her gown and soil’d her stocking,
Twitch’d her hair out by the roots,
Stamp’d upon her tender feet,



Held her hands and squeez’d their fruits
Against her mouth to make her eat.

White and golden Lizzie stood,
Like a lily in a flood,—

Like a rock of blue-vein’d stone
Lash’d by tides obstreperously,—
Like a beacon left alone

In a hoary roaring sea,

Sending up a golden fire,—

Like a fruit-crown’d orange-tree
White with blossoms honey-sweet
Sore beset by wasp and bee,—
Like a royal virgin town

Topp’d with gilded dome and spire
Close beleaguer’d by a fleet

Mad to tug her standard down.

One may lead a horse to water,
Twenty cannot make him drink.
Though the goblins cuff’'d and caught her,
Coax’d and fought her,

Bullied and besought her,

Scratch’d her, pinch’d her black as ink,
Kick’d and knock’d her,

Maul’d and mock’d her,

Lizzie utter’d not a word;

Would not open lip from lip

Lest they should cram a mouthful in:
But laugh’d in heart to feel the drip

Of juice that syrupp’d all her face,
And lodg’d in dimples of her chin,

And streak’d her neck which quaked like curd.

At last the evil people,

Worn out by her resistance,

Flung back her penny, kick’d their fruit
Along whichever road they took,

Not leaving root or stone or shoot;

Some writh’d into the ground,

Some div’'d into the brook

With ring and ripple,

Some scudded on the gale without a sound,
Some vanish’d in the distance.

In a smart, ache, tingle,

Lizzie went her way;

Knew not was it night or day;
Sprang up the bank, tore thro’ the furze,
Threaded copse and dingle,

And heard her penny jingle
Bouncing in her purse,—

Its bounce was music to her ear.
She ran and ran

As if she fear’d some goblin man
Dogg’d her with gibe or curse

Or something worse:

But not one goblin scurried after,
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Nor was she prick’d by fear;

The kind heart made her windy-paced

That urged her home quite out of breath with
haste

And inward laughter.

She cried, “Laura,” up the garden,
“Did you miss me?

Come and kiss me.

Never mind my bruises,

Hug me, kiss me, suck my juices
Squeez’d from goblin fruits for you,
Goblin pulp and goblin dew.

Eat me, drink me, love me;

Laura, make much of me;

For your sake | have braved the glen
And had to do with goblin merchant men.”

Laura started from her chair,

Flung her arms up in the air,
Clutch’d her hair:

“Lizzie, Lizzie, have you tasted

For my sake the fruit forbidden?
Must your light like mine be hidden,
Your young life like mine be wasted,
Undone in mine undoing,

And ruin’d in my ruin,

Thirsty, canker’d, goblin-ridden?” —
She clung about her sister,

Kiss'd and kiss’d and kiss’d her:
Tears once again

Refresh’d her shrunken eyes,
Dropping like rain

After long sultry drouth;

Shaking with aguish fear, and pain,
She kiss’d and kiss’d her with a hungry mouth.

Her lips began to scorch,

That juice was wormwood to her tongue,
She loath’d the feast:

Writhing as one possess’d she leap’d and sung,
Rent all her robe, and wrung

Her hands in lamentable haste,

And beat her breast.

Her locks stream’d like the torch

Borne by a racer at full speed,

Or like the mane of horses in their flight,
Or like an eagle when she stems the light
Straight toward the sun,

Or like a caged thing freed,

Or like a flying flag when armies run.

Swift fire spread through her veins, knock’d at her

heart,

Met the fire smouldering there

And overbore its lesser flame;

She gorged on bitterness without a name:



Ah! fool, to choose such part
Of soul-consuming care!

Sense fail’d in the mortal strife:
Like the watch-tower of a town
Which an earthquake shatters down,
Like a lightning-stricken mast,
Like a wind-uprooted tree
Spun about,

Like a foam-topp’d waterspout
Cast down headlong in the sea,
She fell at last;

Pleasure past and anguish past,
Is it death or is it life?

Life out of death.

That night long Lizzie watch’d by her,
Counted her pulse’s flagging stir,

Felt for her breath,

Held water to her lips, and cool’d her face
With tears and fanning leaves:

But when the first birds chirp’d about their eaves,
And early reapers plodded to the place

Of golden sheaves,

And dew-wet grass

Bow’d in the morning winds so brisk to pass,
And new buds with new day

Open’d of cup-like lilies on the stream,
Laura awoke as from a dream,

Laugh’d in the innocent old way,

Hugg’d Lizzie but not twice or thrice;

SHORT STORY:
The Story Of The Bad Little Boy
by Mark Twain

[Written about 1865]

Her gleaming locks show’d not one thread of grey,
Her breath was sweet as May
And light danced in her eyes.

Days, weeks, months, years
Afterwards, when both were wives
With children of their own;

Their mother-hearts beset with fears,
Their lives bound up in tender lives;
Laura would call the little ones

And tell them of her early prime,
Those pleasant days long gone

Of not-returning time:

Would talk about the haunted glen,
The wicked, quaint fruit-merchant men,
Their fruits like honey to the throat
But poison in the blood;

(Men sell not such in any town):
Would tell them how her sister stood
In deadly peril to do her good,

And win the fiery antidote:

Then joining hands to little hands
Would bid them cling together,

“For there is no friend like a sister

In calm or stormy weather;

To cheer one on the tedious way,

To fetch one if one goes astray,

To lift one if one totters down,

To strengthen whilst one stands.”

Once there was a bad little boy whose name was Jim--though, if you will notice, you will find that
bad little boys are nearly always called James in your Sunday-school books. It was strange, but still it
was true, that this one was called Jim.

He didn't have any sick mother, either--a sick mother who was pious and had the consumption, and
would be glad to lie down in the grave and be at rest but for the strong love she bore her boy, and
the anxiety she felt that the world might be harsh and cold toward him when she was gone. Most
bad boys in the Sunday books are named James, and have sick mothers, who teach them to say,
"Now, | lay me down," etc., and sing them to sleep with sweet, plaintive voices, and then kiss them
good night, and kneel down by the bedside and weep. But it was different with this fellow. He was
named Jim, and there wasn't anything the matter with his mother --no consumption, nor anything of
that kind. She was rather stout than otherwise, and she was not pious; moreover, she was not
anxious on Jim's account. She said if he were to break his neck it wouldn't be much loss. She always
spanked Jim to sleep, and she never kissed him good night; on the contrary, she boxed his ears when
she was ready to leave him.
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Once this little bad boy stole the key of the pantry, and slipped in there and helped himself to some
jam, and filled up the vessel with tar, so that his mother would never know the difference; but all at
once a terrible feeling didn't come over him, and something didn't seem to whisper to him, "Is it
right to disobey my mother? Isn't it sinful to do this? Where do bad little boys go who gobble up
their good kind mother's jam?" and then he didn't kneel down all alone and promise never to be
wicked any more, and rise up with a light, happy heart, and go and tell his mother all about it, and
beg her forgiveness, and be blessed by her with tears of pride and thankfulness in her eyes. No; that
is the way with all other bad boys in the books; but it happened otherwise with this Jim, strangely
enough. He ate that jam, and said it was bully, in his sinful, vulgar way; and he put in the tar, and
said that was bully also, and laughed, and observed "that the old woman would get up and snort"
when she found it out; and when she did find it out, he denied knowing anything about it, and she
whipped him severely, and he did the crying himself. Everything about this boy was curious--
everything turned out differently with him from the way it does to the bad Jameses in the books.

Once he climbed up in Farmer Acorn's apple tree to steal apples, and the limb didn't break, and he
didn't fall and break his arm, and get torn by the farmer's great dog, and then languish on a sickbed
for weeks, and repent and become good. Oh, no; he stole as many apples as he wanted and came
down all right; and he was all ready for the dog, too, and knocked him endways with a brick when he
came to tear him. It was very strange --nothing like it ever happened in those mild little books with
marbled backs, and with pictures in them of men with swallow-tailed coats and bell-crowned hats,
and pantaloons that are short in the legs, and women with the waists of their dresses under their
arms, and no hoops on. Nothing like it in any of the Sunday-school books.

Once he stole the teacher's penknife, and, when he was afraid it would be found out and he would
get whipped, he slipped it into George Wilson's cap poor Widow Wilson's son, the moral boy, the
good little boy of the village, who always obeyed his mother, and never told an untruth, and was
fond of his lessons, and infatuated with Sunday-school. And when the knife dropped from the cap,
and poor George hung his head and blushed, as if in conscious guilt, and the grieved teacher charged
the theft upon him, and was just in the very act of bringing the switch down upon his trembling
shoulders, a white-haired, improbable justice of the peace did not suddenly appear in their midst,
and strike an attitude and say, "Spare this noble boy--there stands the cowering culprit! | was
passing the school door at recess, and, unseen myself, | saw the theft committed!" And then Jim
didn't get whaled, and the venerable justice didn't read the tearful school a homily, and take George
by the hand and say such boy deserved to be exalted, and then tell him come and make his home
with him, and sweep out the office, and make fires, and run errands, and chop wood, and study law,
and help his wife do household labors, and have all the balance of the time to play and get forty
cents a month, and be happy. No it would have happened that way in the books, but didn't happen
that way to Jim. No meddling old clam of a justice dropped in to make trouble, and so the model boy
George got thrashed, and Jim was glad of it because, you know, Jim hated moral boys. Jim said he
was "down on them milksops." Such was the coarse language of this bad, neglected boy.

But the strangest thing that ever happened to Jim was the time he went boating on Sunday, and
didn't get drowned, and that other time that he got caught out in the storm when he was fishing on
Sunday and didn't get struck by lightning. Why, you might look, and look, all through the Sunday-
school books from now till next Christmas, and you would never come across anything like this. Oh,
no; you would find that all the bad boys who go boating on Sunday invariably get drowned; and all
the bad boys who get caught out in storms when they are fishing on Sunday infallibly get struck by
lightning. Boats with bad boys in them always upset on Sunday, and it always storms when bad boys
go fishing on the Sabbath. How this Jim ever escaped is a mystery to me.
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This Jim bore a charmed life--that must have been the way of it. Nothing could hurt him. He even
gave the elephant in the menagerie a plug of tobacco, and the elephant didn't knock the top of his
head off with his trunk. He browsed around the cupboard after essence-of peppermint, and didn't
make a mistake and drink aqua fortis. He stole his father's gun and went hunting on the Sabbath,
and didn't shoot three or four of his fingers off. He struck his little sister on the temple with his fist
when he was angry, and she didn't linger in pain through long summer days, and die with sweet
words of forgiveness upon her lips that redoubled the anguish of his breaking heart. No; she got over
it. He ran off and went to sea at last, and didn't come back and find himself sad and alone in the
world, his loved ones sleeping in the quiet churchyard, and the vine-embowered home of his
boyhood tumbled down and gone to decay. Ah, no; he came home as drunk as a piper, and got into
the station-house the first thing.

And he grew up and married, and raised a large family, and brained them all with an ax one night,
and got wealthy by all manner of cheating and rascality; and now he is the infernalest wickedest
scoundrel in his native village, and is universally respected, and belongs to the legislature.

So you see there never was a bad James in the Sunday-school books that had such a streak of luck as
this sinful Jim with the charmed life.

DRAMA and NOVELS (suggestions)

- ‘Alice in Wonderland’ Lewis Carroll; ‘“To Kill a Mockingbird” Harper Lee; ‘What Maisie Knew’
Henry James; ‘Great Expectations’ Charles Dickens; ‘Anne of Green Gables’ Lucy Maud
Montgomery; ‘Lolita’ Vladimir Nabokov
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5. Prisons

POETRY:
The Ballad of Reading Gaol

Oscar Wilde - 1854-1900

He did not wear his scarlet coat,
For blood and wine are red,

And blood and wine were on his hands
When they found him with the dead,
The poor dead woman whom he loved,

And murdered in her bed.

He walked amongst the Trial Men
In a suit of shabby grey;

A cricket cap was on his head,
And his step seemed light and gay;

But | never saw a man who looked
So wistfully at the day.

I never saw a man who looked
With such a wistful eye

Upon that little tent of blue
Which prisoners call the sky,

And at every drifting cloud that went
With sails of silver by.

| walked, with other souls in pain,
Within another ring,

And was wondering if the man had done
A great or little thing,

When a voice behind me whispered low,
"That fellow's got to swing."

Dear Christ! the very prison walls
Suddenly seemed to reel,

And the sky above my head became
Like a casque of scorching steel;

And, though | was a soul in pain,
My pain | could not feel.

| only knew what hunted thought
Quickened his step, and why

He looked upon the garish day
With such a wistful eye;

The man had killed the thing he loved
And so he had to die.

Yet each man kills the thing he loves
By each let this be heard,

Some do it with a bitter look,
Some with a flattering word,

The coward does it with a kiss,
The brave man with a sword!

Some kill their love when they are young,
And some when they are old;

Some strangle with the hands of Lust,
Some with the hands of Gold:

The kindest use a knife, because
The dead so soon grow cold.

Some love too little, some too long,
Some sell, and others buy;

Some do the deed with many tears,
And some without a sigh:

For each man kills the thing he loves,

nbsp; Yet each man does not die.

He does not die a death of shame
On a day of dark disgrace,

Nor have a noose about his neck,
Nor a cloth upon his face,

Nor drop feet foremost through the floor
Into an empty place

He does not sit with silent men
Who watch him night and day;

Who watch him when he tries to weep,
And when he tries to pray;

Who watch him lest himself should rob
The prison of its prey.



He does not wake at dawn to see
Dread figures throng his room,

The shivering Chaplain robed in white,
The Sheriff stern with gloom,

And the Governor all in shiny black,
With the yellow face of Doom.

He does not rise in piteous haste
To put on convict-clothes,

While some coarse-mouthed Doctor gloats, and

notes
Each new and nerve-twitched pose,
Fingering a watch whose little ticks
Are like horrible hammer-blows.

He does not know that sickening thirst
That sands one's throat, before

The hangman with his gardener's gloves
Slips through the padded door,

And binds one with three leathern thongs,
That the throat may thirst no more.

He does not bend his head to hear
The Burial Office read,

Nor, while the terror of his soul
Tells him he is not dead,

Cross his own coffin, as he moves
Into the hideous shed.

He does not stare upon the air
Through a little roof of glass;

He does not pray with lips of clay
For his agony to pass;

Nor feel upon his shuddering cheek
The kiss of Caiaphas.

Six weeks our guardsman walked the yard,
In a suit of shabby grey:

His cricket cap was on his head,
And his step seemed light and gay,

But | never saw a man who looked
So wistfully at the day.

| never saw a man who looked
With such a wistful eye

Upon that little tent of blue
Which prisoners call the sky,

And at every wandering cloud that trailed
Its raveled fleeces by.

He did not wring his hands, as do
Those witless men who dare

To try to rear the changeling Hope
In the cave of black Despair:
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He only looked upon the sun,
And drank the morning air.

He did not wring his hands nor weep,
Nor did he peek or pine,

But he drank the air as though it held
Some healthful anodyne;

With open mouth he drank the sun
As though it had been wine!

And | and all the souls in pain,
Who tramped the other ring,

Forgot if we ourselves had done
A great or little thing,

And watched with gaze of dull amaze
The man who had to swing.

And strange it was to see him pass
With a step so light and gay,

And strange it was to see him look
So wistfully at the day,

And strange it was to think that he
Had such a debt to pay.

For oak and elm have pleasant leaves
That in the spring-time shoot:

But grim to see is the gallows-tree,
With its adder-bitten root,

And, green or dry, a man must die
Before it bears its fruit!

The loftiest place is that seat of grace
For which all worldlings try:

But who would stand in hempen band
Upon a scaffold high,

And through a murderer's collar take
His last look at the sky?

It is sweet to dance to violins
When Love and Life are fair:

To dance to flutes, to dance to lutes
Is delicate and rare:

But it is not sweet with nimble feet
To dance upon the air!

So with curious eyes and sick surmise
We watched him day by day,

And wondered if each one of us
Would end the self-same way,

For none can tell to what red Hell
His sightless soul may stray.

At last the dead man walked no more
Amongst the Trial Men,

And | knew that he was standing up
In the black dock's dreadful pen,

And that never would | see his face



In God's sweet world again.

Like two doomed ships that pass in storm
We had crossed each other's way:

But we made no sign, we said no word,
We had no word to say;

For we did not meet in the holy night,
But in the shameful day.

A prison wall was round us both,
Two outcast men were we:

The world had thrust us from its heart,
And God from out His care:

And the iron gin that waits for Sin
Had caught us in its snare.

In Debtors' Yard the stones are hard,
And the dripping wall is high,

So it was there he took the air
Beneath the leaden sky,

And by each side a Warder walked,
For fear the man might die.

Or else he sat with those who watched
His anguish night and day;

Who watched him when he rose to weep,
And when he crouched to pray;

Who watched him lest himself should rob
Their scaffold of its prey.

The Governor was strong upon
The Regulations Act:

The Doctor said that Death was but
A scientific fact:

And twice a day the Chaplain called
And left a little tract.

And twice a day he smoked his pipe,
And drank his quart of beer:

His soul was resolute, and held
No hiding-place for fear;

He often said that he was glad
The hangman's hands were near.

But why he said so strange a thing
No Warder dared to ask:

For he to whom a watcher's doom
Is given as his task,

Must set a lock upon his lips,
And make his face a mask.

Or else he might be moved, and try
To comfort or console:

And what should Human Pity do
Pent up in Murderers' Hole?
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What word of grace in such a place
Could help a brother's soul?

With slouch and swing around the ring
We trod the Fool's Parade!

We did not care: we knew we were
The Devil's Own Brigade:

And shaven head and feet of lead
Make a merry masquerade.

We tore the tarry rope to shreds
With blunt and bleeding nails;

We rubbed the doors, and scrubbed the floors,
And cleaned the shining rails:

And, rank by rank, we soaped the plank,
And clattered with the pails.

We sewed the sacks, we broke the stones,
We turned the dusty drill:

We banged the tins, and bawled the hymns,
And sweated on the mill:

But in the heart of every man
Terror was lying still.

So still it lay that every day
Crawled like a weed-clogged wave:
And we forgot the bitter lot
That waits for fool and knave
, Till once, as we tramped in from work,
We passed an open grave.

With yawning mouth the yellow hole
Gaped for a living thing;

The very mud cried out for blood
To the thirsty asphalte ring:

And we knew that ere one dawn grew fair
Some prisoner had to swing.

Right in we went, with soul intent
On Death and Dread and Doom:

The hangman, with his little bag,
Went shuffling through the gloom

And each man trembled as he crept
Into his numbered tomb.

That night the empty corridors
Were full of forms of Fear,

And up and down the iron town
Stole feet we could not hear,

And through the bars that hide the stars
White faces seemed to peer.

He lay as one who lies and dreams
In a pleasant meadow-land,

The watcher watched him as he slept,
And could not understand

How one could sleep so sweet a sleep



With a hangman close at hand?

But there is no sleep when men must weep
Who never yet have wept:

So we—the fool, the fraud, the knave—
That endless vigil kept,

And through each brain on hands of pain
Another's terror crept.

Alas! it is a fearful thing
To feel another's guilt!

For, right within, the sword of Sin
Pierced to its poisoned hilt,

And as molten lead were the tears we shed
For the blood we had not spilt.

The Warders with their shoes of felt
Crept by each padlocked door,

And peeped and saw, with eyes of awe,
Grey figures on the floor,

And wondered why men knelt to pray
Who never prayed before.

All through the night we knelt and prayed,
Mad mourners of a corpse!

The troubled plumes of midnight were
The plumes upon a hearse:

And bitter wine upon a sponge
Was the savior of Remorse.

The cock crew, the red cock crew,
But never came the day:

And crooked shape of Terror crouched,
In the corners where we lay:

And each evil sprite that walks by night
Before us seemed to play.

They glided past, they glided fast,
Like travelers through a mist:

They mocked the moon in a rigadoon
Of delicate turn and twist,

And with formal pace and loathsome grace
The phantoms kept their tryst.

With mop and mow, we saw them go,
Slim shadows hand in hand:

About, about, in ghostly rout
They trod a saraband:

And the damned grotesques made arabesques,

Like the wind upon the sand!

With the pirouettes of marionettes,
They tripped on pointed tread:

But with flutes of Fear they filled the ear,
As their grisly masque they led,

And loud they sang, and loud they sang,
For they sang to wake the dead.
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"Oho!" they cried, "The world is wide,
But fettered limbs go lame!

And once, or twice, to throw the dice
Is a gentlemanly game,

But he does not win who plays with Sin
In the secret House of Shame."

No things of air these antics were
That frolicked with such glee:

To men whose lives were held in gyves,
And whose feet might not go free,

Ah! wounds of Christ! they were living things,

Most terrible to see.

Around, around, they waltzed and wound;
Some wheeled in smirking pairs:

With the mincing step of demirep
Some sidled up the stairs:

And with subtle sneer, and fawning leer,
Each helped us at our prayers.

The morning wind began to moan,
But still the night went on:

Through its giant loom the web of gloom
Crept till each thread was spun:

And, as we prayed, we grew afraid
Of the Justice of the Sun.

The moaning wind went wandering round
The weeping prison-wall:

Till like a wheel of turning-steel
We felt the minutes crawl:

0O moaning wind! what had we done
To have such a seneschal?

At last | saw the shadowed bars
Like a lattice wrought in lead,

Move right across the whitewashed wall
That faced my three-plank bed,

And | knew that somewhere in the world
God's dreadful dawn was red.

At six o'clock we cleaned our cells,
At seven all was still,

But the sough and swing of a mighty wing
The prison seemed to fill,

For the Lord of Death with icy breath
Had entered in to kill.

He did not pass in purple pomp,
Nor ride a moon-white steed.

Three yards of cord and a sliding board
Are all the gallows' need:

So with rope of shame the Herald came
To do the secret deed.



We were as men who through a fen
Of filthy darkness grope:

We did not dare to breathe a prayer,
Or give our anguish scope:

Something was dead in each of us,
And what was dead was Hope.

For Man's grim Justice goes its way,
And will not swerve aside:

It slays the wealk, it slays the strong,
It has a deadly stride:

With iron heel it slays the strong,
The monstrous parricide!

We waited for the stroke of eight:
Each tongue was thick with thirst:

For the stroke of eight is the stroke of Fate
That makes a man accursed,

And Fate will use a running noose
For the best man and the worst.

We had no other thing to do,
Save to wait for the sign to com

e: So, like things of stone in a valley lone,
Quiet we sat and dumb:

But each man's heart beat thick and quick
Like a madman on a drum!

With sudden shock the prison-clock
Smote on the shivering air,

And from all the gaol rose up a wail
Of impotent despair,

Like the sound that frightened marshes hear
From a leper in his lair.

And as one sees most fearful things
In the crystal of a dream,

We saw the greasy hempen rope
Hooked to the blackened beam,

And heard the prayer the hangman's snare
Strangled into a scream.

And all the woe that moved him so
That he gave that bitter cry,

And the wild regrets, and the bloody sweats,
None knew so well as I:

For he who lives more lives than one
More deaths than one must die.
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There is no chapel on the day
On which they hang a man:

The Chaplain's heart is far too sick,
Or his face is far too wan,

Or there is that written in his eyes
Which none should look upon.
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So they kept us close till nigh on noon,
And then they rang the bell,

And the Warders with their jingling keys
Opened each listening cell,

And down the iron stair we tramped,
Each from his separate Hell.

Out into God's sweet air we went,
But not in wonted way,

For this man's face was white with fear,
And that man's face was grey,

And | never saw sad men who looked
So wistfully at the day.

I never saw sad men who looked
With such a wistful eye

Upon that little tent of blue
We prisoners called the sky,

And at every careless cloud that passed
In happy freedom by.

But there were those amongst us all
Who walked with downcast head,
And knew that, had each got his due,

They should have died instead:
He had but killed a thing that lived
Whilst they had killed the dead.

For he who sins a second time
Wakes a dead soul to pain,

And draws it from its spotted shroud,
And makes it bleed again,

And makes it bleed great gouts of blood
And makes it bleed in vain!

Like ape or clown, in monstrous garb
With crooked arrows starred,

Silently we went round and round
The slippery asphalte yard;

Silently we went round and round,
And no man spoke a word.

Silently we went round and round,
And through each hollow mind

The memory of dreadful things
Rushed like a dreadful wind,

And Horror stalked before each man,
And terror crept behind.

The Warders strutted up and down,
And kept their herd of brutes,

Their uniforms were spick and span,
And they wore their Sunday suits,

But we knew the work they had been at
By the quicklime on their boots.



For where a grave had opened wide,
There was no grave at all:

Only a stretch of mud and sand
By the hideous prison-wall,

And a little heap of burning lime,
That the man should have his pall.

For he has a pall, this wretched man,
Such as few men can claim:

Deep down below a prison-yard,
Naked for greater shame,

He lies, with fetters on each foot,
Wrapt in a sheet of flame!

And all the while the burning lime
Eats flesh and bone away,

It eats the brittle bone by night,
And the soft flesh by the day,

It eats the flesh and bones by turns,
But it eats the heart alway.

For three long years they will not sow
Or root or seedling there:

For three long years the unblessed spot
Will sterile be and bare,

And look upon the wondering sky
With unreproachful stare.

They think a murderer's heart would taint
Each simple seed they sow.

It is not true! God's kindly earth
Is kindlier than men know,

And the red rose would but blow more red,
The white rose whiter blow.

Out of his mouth a red, red rose!
Out of his heart a white!

For who can say by what strange way,
Christ brings his will to light,

Since the barren staff the pilgrim bore
Bloomed in the great Pope's sight?

But neither milk-white rose nor red
May bloom in prison air;

The shard, the pebble, and the flint,
Are what they give us there:

For flowers have been known to heal
A common man's despair.

So never will wine-red rose or white,
Petal by petal, fall

On that stretch of mud and sand that lies
By the hideous prison-wall,

To tell the men who tramp the yard

<7nbsp; That God's Son died for all.

Yet though the hideous prison-wall
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Still hems him round and round,
And a spirit man not walk by night
That is with fetters bound,
And a spirit may not weep that lies
In such unholy ground,

He is at peace—this wretched man—
At peace, or will be soon:

There is no thing to make him mad,
Nor does Terror walk at noon,

For the lampless Earth in which he lies
Has neither Sun nor Moon.

They hanged him as a beast is hanged:
They did not even toll

A reguiem that might have brought
Rest to his startled soul,

But hurriedly they took him out,
And hid him in a hole.

They stripped him of his canvas clothes,
And gave him to the flies;

They mocked the swollen purple throat
And the stark and staring eyes:

And with laughter loud they heaped the shroud

In which their convict lies.

The Chaplain would not kneel to pray
By his dishonored grave:

Nor mark it with that blessed Cross
That Christ for sinners gave,

Because the man was one of those
Whom Christ came down to save.

Yet all is well; he has but passed
To Life's appointed bourne:

And alien tears will fill for him
Pity's long-broken urn,

For his mourner will be outcast men,
And outcasts always mourn.
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| know not whether Laws be right,
Or whether Laws be wrong;

All that we know who lie in gaol
Is that the wall is strong;

And that each day is like a year,
A year whose days are long.

But this | know, that every Law
That men have made for Man,

Since first Man took his brother's life,
And the sad world began,

But straws the wheat and saves the chaff
With a most evil fan.



This too | know—and wise it were
If each could know the same—

That every prison that men build
Is built with bricks of shame,

And bound with bars lest Christ should see
How men their brothers maim.

With bars they blur the gracious moon,
And blind the goodly sun:

And they do well to hide their Hell,
For in it things are done

That Son of God nor son of Man
Ever should look upon!

The vilest deeds like poison weeds
Bloom well in prison-air:

It is only what is good in Man
That wastes and withers there:

Pale Anguish keeps the heavy gate,
And the Warder is Despair

For they starve the little frightened child
Till it weeps both night and day:

And they scourge the weak, and flog the fool,
And gibe the old and grey,

And some grow mad, and all grow bad,
And none a word may say.

Each narrow cell in which we dwell
Is foul and dark latrine,

And the fetid breath of living Death
Chokes up each grated screen,

And all, but Lust, is turned to dust
In Humanity's machine.

The brackish water that we drink
Creeps with a loathsome slime,

And the bitter bread they weigh in scales
Is full of chalk and lime,

And Sleep will not lie down, but walks
Wild-eyed and cries to Time.

But though lean Hunger and green Thirst
Like asp with adder fight,

We have little care of prison fare,
For what chills and kills outright

Is that every stone one lifts by day
Becomes one's heart by night.

With midnight always in one's heart,
And twilight in one's cell,

We turn the crank, or tear the rope,
Each in his separate Hell,

And the silence is more awful far
Than the sound of a brazen bell.

And never a human voice comes near
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To speak a gentle word:

And the eye that watches through the door
Is pitiless and hard:

And by all forgot, we rot and rot,
With soul and body marred.

And thus we rust Life's iron chain
Degraded and alone:

And some men curse, and some men weep,
And some men make no moan:

But God's eternal Laws are kind
And break the heart of stone.

And every human heart that breaks,
In prison-cell or yard,

Is as that broken box that gave
Its treasure to the Lord,

And filled the unclean leper's house
With the scent of costliest nard.

Ah! happy day they whose hearts can break
And peace of pardon win!

How else may man make straight his plan
And cleanse his soul from Sin?

How else but through a broken heart
May Lord Christ enter in?

And he of the swollen purple throat.
And the stark and staring eyes,

Waits for the holy hands that took
The Thief to Paradise;

And a broken and a contrite heart
The Lord will not despise.

The man in red who reads the Law
Gave him three weeks of life,

Three little weeks in which to heal
His soul of his soul's strife,

And cleanse from every blot of blood
The hand that held the knife.

And with tears of blood he cleansed the hand,
The hand that held the steel:

For only blood can wipe out blood,
And only tears can heal:

And the crimson stain that was of Cain
Became Christ's snow-white seal.

\

In Reading gaol by Reading town
There is a pit of shame,

And in it lies a wretched man
Eaten by teeth of flame,

In burning winding-sheet he lies,
And his grave has got no name.



And there, till Christ call forth the dead, And all men kill the thing they love,

In silence let him lie: By all let this be heard,

No need to waste the foolish tear, Some do it with a bitter look,
Or heave the windy sigh: Some with a flattering word,
The man had killed the thing he loved, The coward does it with a kiss,
And so he had to die. The brave man with a sword!

SHORT STORY:
THE YELLOW WALLPAPER

By Charlotte Perkins Gilman

It is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and myself secure ancestral halls for the
summer.

A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, | would say a haunted house, and reach the height of
romantic felicity—but that would be asking too much of fate!

Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about it.
Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so long untenanted?
John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage.

John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of superstition, and
he scoffs openly at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in figures.

John is a physician, and perhaps—(l would not say it to a living soul, of course, but this is dead paper
and a great relief to my mind)—perhaps that is one reason | do not get well faster.

You see, he does not believe | am sick!
And what can one do?

If a physician of high standing, and one’s own husband, assures friends and relatives that there is
really nothing the matter with one but temporary nervous depression—a slight hysterical
tendency—what is one to do?

My brother is also a physician, and also of high standing, and he says the same thing.

So | take phosphates or phosphites—whichever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and air, and exercise,
and am absolutely forbidden to “work” until | am well again.

Personally, | disagree with their ideas.
Personally, | believe that congenial work, with excitement and change, would do me good.
But what is one to do?

| did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust me a good deal—having to be so sly about
it, or else meet with heavy opposition.
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| sometimes fancy that in my condition if | had less opposition and more society and stimulus—but
John says the very worst thing | can do is to think about my condition, and | confess it always makes
me feel bad.

So | will let it alone and talk about the house.

The most beautiful place! It is quite alone, standing well back from the road, quite three miles from
the village. It makes me think of English places that you read about, for there are hedges and walls
and gates that lock, and lots of separate little houses for the gardeners and people.

There is a delicious garden! | never saw such a garden—large and shady, full of box-bordered paths,
and lined with long grape-covered arbors with seats under them.

There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now.

There was some legal trouble, | believe, something about the heirs and co-heirs; anyhow, the place
has been empty for years.

That spoils my ghostliness, | am afraid; but | don’t care—there is something strange about the
house—I can feel it.

| even said so to John one moonlight evening, but he said what | felt was a draught, and shut the
window.

| get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. I'm sure | never used to be so sensitive. | think it is
due to this nervous condition.

But John says if | feel so | shall neglect proper self-control; so | take pains to control myself,—before
him, at least,—and that makes me very tired.

| don’t like our room a bit. | wanted one downstairs that opened on the piazza and had roses all over
the window, and such pretty old-fashioned chintz hangings! but John would not hear of it.

He said there was only one window and not room for two beds, and no near room for him if he took
another.

He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir without special direction.

| have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day; he takes all care from me, and so | feel basely
ungrateful not to value it more.

He said we came here solely on my account, that | was to have perfect rest and all the air | could get.
“Your exercise depends on your strength, my dear,” said he, “and your food somewhat on your
appetite; but air you can absorb all the time.” So we took the nursery, at the top of the house.

It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all ways, and air and sunshine
galore. It was nursery first and then playground and gymnasium, | should judge; for the windows are
barred for little children, and there are rings and things in the walls.

The paint and paper look as if a boys’ school had used it. It is stripped off —the paper—in great
patches all around the head of my bed, about as far as | can reach, and in a great place on the other
side of the room low down. | never saw a worse paper in my life.

One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns committing every artistic sin.
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It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced enough to constantly irritate, and
provoke study, and when you follow the lame, uncertain curves for a little distance they suddenly
commit suicide—plunge off at outrageous angles, destroy themselves in unheard-of contradictions.

The color is repellant, almost revolting; a smouldering, unclean yellow, strangely faded by the slow-
turning sunlight.

It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur tint in others.

No wonder the children hated it! | should hate it myself if | had to live in this room long.
There comes John, and | must put this away,—he hates to have me write a word.

*

We have been here two weeks, and | haven’t felt like writing before, since that first day.

| am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nursery, and there is nothing to hinder my
writing as much as | please, save lack of strength.

John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious.
| am glad my case is not serious!
But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing.

John does not know how much | really suffer. He knows there is no reason to suffer, and that
satisfies him.

Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me so not to do my duty in any way!

I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and comfort, and here | am a comparative burden
already!

Nobody would believe what an effort it is to do what little | am able—to dress and entertain, and
order things.

It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby!
And yet | cannot be with him, it makes me so nervous.
| suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at me so about this wallpaper!

At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said that | was letting it get the better of
me, and that nothing was worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such fancies.

He said that after the wallpaper was changed it would be the heavy bedstead, and then the barred
windows, and then that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on.

“You know the place is doing you good,” he said, “and really, dear, | don’t care to renovate the
house just for a three months’ rental.”

“Then do let us go downstairs,” | said, “there are such pretty rooms there.”

Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little goose, and said he would go down cellar if
| wished, and have it whitewashed into the bargain.

But he is right enough about the beds and windows and things.
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It is as airy and comfortable a room as any one need wish, and, of course, | would not be so silly as to
make him uncomfortable just for a whim.

I’'m really getting quite fond of the big room, all but that horrid paper.

Out of one window | can see the garden, those mysterious deep-shaded arbors, the riotous old-
fashioned flowers, and bushes and gnarly trees.

Out of another | get a lovely view of the bay and a little private wharf belonging to the estate. There
is a beautiful shaded lane that runs down there from the house. | always fancy | see people walking
in these numerous paths and arbors, but John has cautioned me not to give way to fancy in the least.
He says that with my imaginative power and habit of story-making a nervous weakness like mine is
sure to lead to all manner of excited fancies, and that | ought to use my will and good sense to check
the tendency. So | try.

| think sometimes that if | were only well enough to write a little it would relieve the press of ideas
and rest me.

But | find | get pretty tired when | try.

It is so discouraging not to have any advice and companionship about my work. When | get really
well John says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he says he would as soon
put fire-works in my pillow-case as to let me have those stimulating people about now.

| wish | could get well faster.
But | must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it knew what a vicious influence it had!

There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a broken neck and two bulbous eyes stare at
you upside-down.

| get positively angry with the impertinence of it and the everlastingness. Up and down and sideways
they crawl, and those absurd, unblinking eyes are everywhere. There is one place where two
breadths didn’t match, and the eyes go all up and down the line, one a little higher than the other.

| never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing before, and we all know how much expression
they have! | used to lie awake as a child and get more entertainment and terror out of blank walls
and plain furniture than most children could find in a toy-store.

| remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big old bureau used to have, and there was one
chair that always seemed like a strong friend.

| used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce | could always hop into that chair and
be safe.

The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious, however, for we had to bring it all from
downstairs. | suppose when this was used as a playroom they had to take the nursery things out, and
no wonder! | never saw such ravages as the children have made here.

The wallpaper, as | said before, is torn off in spots, and it sticketh closer than a brother—they must
have had perseverance as well as hatred.
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Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here and there,
and this great heavy bed, which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been through the wars.

But | don’t mind it a bit—only the paper.

There comes John’s sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so careful of me! | must not let her find me
writing.

She is a perfect, and enthusiastic housekeeper, and hopes for no better profession. | verily believe
she thinks it is the writing which made me sick!

But | can write when she is out, and see her a long way off from these windows.

There is one that commands the road, a lovely, shaded, winding road, and one that just looks off
over the country. A lovely country, too, full of great elms and velvet meadows.

This wallpaper has a kind of sub-pattern in a different shade, a particularly irritating one, for you can
only see it in certain lights, and not clearly then.

But in the places where it isn’t faded, and where the sun is just so, | can see a strange, provoking,
formless sort of figure, that seems to sulk about behind that silly and conspicuous front design.

There’s sister on the stairs!

*

Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people are gone and | am tired out. John thought it might do me
good to see a little company, so we just had mother and Nellie and the children down for a week.

Of course | didn’t do a thing. Jennie sees to everything now.
But it tired me all the same.
John says if | don’t pick up faster he shall send me to Weir Mitchell in the fall.

But | don’t want to go there at all. | had a friend who was in his hands once, and she says he is just
like John and my brother, only more so!

Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far.

| don't feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and I'm getting dreadfully
fretful and querulous.

| cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.
Of course | don’t when John is here, or anybody else, but when | am alone.

And | am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town very often by serious cases, and Jennie is
good and lets me alone when | want her to.

So | walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit on the porch under the roses, and lie
down up here a good deal.

I’'m getting really fond of the room in spite of the wallpaper. Perhaps because of the wallpaper.

It dwells in my mind so!
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| lie here on this great immovable bed—it is nailed down, | believe—and follow that pattern about
by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, | assure you. | start, we'll say, at the bottom, down in the
corner over there where it has not been touched, and | determine for the thousandth time that | will
follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion.

| know a little of the principle of design, and | know this thing was not arranged on any laws of
radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that | ever heard of.

It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise.

Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes—a kind of
“debased Romanesque” with delirium tremens—go waddling up and down in isolated columns of
fatuity.

But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the sprawling outlines run off in great slanting
waves of optic horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase.

The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so, and | exhaust myself in trying to
distinguish the order of its going in that direction.

They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and that adds wonderfully to the confusion.

There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and there, when the cross-lights fade and the
low sun shines directly upon it, | can almost fancy radiation after all, —the interminable grotesques
seem to form around a common centre and rush off in headlong plunges of equal distraction.

It makes me tired to follow it. | will take a nap, | guess.
*

| don’t know why | should write this.

| don’t want to.

| don’t feel able.

And | know John would think it absurd. But | must say what | feel and think in some way—it is such a
relief!

But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief.
Half the time now | am awfully lazy, and lie down ever so much.

John says | musn’t lose my strength, and has me take cod-liver oil and lots of tonics and things, to say
nothing of ale and wine and rare meat.

Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me sick. | tried to have a real earnest
reasonable talk with him the other day, and tell him how | wish he would let me go and make a visit
to Cousin Henry and Julia.

But he said | wasn’t able to go, nor able to stand it after | got there; and | did not make out a very
good case for myself, for | was crying before | had finished.

It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight. Just this nervous weakness, | suppose.
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And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried me upstairs and laid me on the bed, and
sat by me and read to me till it tired my head.

He said | was his darling and his comfort and all he had, and that | must take care of myself for his
sake, and keep well.

He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that | must use my will and self-control and not let
any silly fancies run away with me.

There’s one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does not have to occupy this nursery with the
horrid wallpaper.

If we had not used it that blessed child would have! What a fortunate escape! Why, | wouldn’t have
a child of mine, an impressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds.

| never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me here after all. | can stand it so much
easier than a baby, you see.

Of course | never mention it to them any more,—I am too wise,—but | keep watch of it all the same.
There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will.

Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day.

It is always the same shape, only very numerous.

And it is like a woman stooping down and creeping about behind that pattern. | don’t like it a bit. |
wonder—I begin to think—I wish John would take me away from here!

*

It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because he loves me so.
But | tried it last night.

It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around, just as the sun does.

| hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always comes in by one window or another.

John was asleep and | hated to waken him, so | kept still and watched the moonlight on that
undulating wallpaper till | felt creepy.

The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out.

| got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move, and when | came back John was
awake.

“What is it, little girl?” he said. “Don’t go walking about like that—you’ll get cold.”

| thought it was a good time to talk, so | told him that | really was not gaining here, and that | wished
he would take me away.

“Why darling!” said he, “our lease will be up in three weeks, and | can’t see how to leave before.

“The repairs are not done at home, and | cannot possibly leave town just now. Of course if you were
in any danger | could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you can see it or not. lam a
doctor, dear, and | know. You are gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better. | feel really much
easier about you.”
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“I don’t weigh a bit more,” said I, “nor as much; and my appetite may be better in the evening, when
you are here, but it is worse in the morning when you are away.”

“Bless her little heart!” said he with a big hug; “she shall be as sick as she pleases! But now let’s
improve the shining hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning!”

“And you won’t go away?” | asked gloomily.

“Why, how can |, dear? It is only three weeks more and then we will take a nice little trip of a few
days while Jennie is getting the house ready. Really, dear, you are better!”

“Better in body perhaps”—I began, and stopped short, for he sat up straight and looked at me with
such a stern, reproachful look that | could not say another word.

“My darling,” said he, “I beg of you, for my sake and for our child’s sake, as well as for your own, that
you will never for one instant let that idea enter your mind! There is nothing so dangerous, so
fascinating, to a temperament like yours. It is a false and foolish fancy. Can you not trust me as a
physician when | tell you so?”

So of course | said no more on that score, and we went to sleep before long. He thought | was asleep
first, but | wasn’t,—I lay there for hours trying to decide whether that front pattern and the back
pattern really did move together or separately.

On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence, a defiance of law, that is a constant
irritant to a normal mind.

The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and infuriating enough, but the pattern is
torturing.

You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well under way in following, it turns a back
somersault and there you are. It slaps you in the face, knocks you down, and tramples upon you. It is
like a bad dream.

The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a fungus. If you can imagine a toadstool
in joints, an interminable string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless convolutions,—why,
that is something like it.

That is, sometimes!

There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but myself, and
that is that it changes as the light changes.

When the sun shoots in through the east window—I always watch for that first long, straight ray—it
changes so quickly that | never can quite believe it.

That is why | watch it always.

By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a moon—I wouldn’t know it was the same
paper.

At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by moonlight, it
becomes bars! The outside pattern | mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as can be.
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| didn’t realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, —that dim sub-pattern,—but
now | am quite sure it is a woman.

By daylight she is subdued, quiet. | fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still. It is so puzzling. It
keeps me quiet by the hour.

| lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all | can.
Indeed, he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal.

It is a very bad habit, | am convinced, for, you see, | don't sleep.

And that cultivates deceit, for | don’t tell them I’'m awake,—oh, no!

The fact is, | am getting a little afraid of John.

He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an inexplicable look.

It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis, that perhaps it is the paper!

| have watched John when he did not know | was looking, and come into the room suddenly on the
most innocent excuses, and I've caught him several times looking at the paper! And Jennie too. |
caught Jennie with her hand on it once.

She didn’t know | was in the room, and when | asked her in a quiet, a very quiet voice, with the most
restrained manner possible, what she was doing with the paper she turned around as if she had
been caught stealing, and looked quite angry—asked me why | should frighten her so!

Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched, that she had found yellow smooches on
all my clothes and John's, and she wished we would be more careful!

Did not that sound innocent? But | know she was studying that pattern, and | am determined that
nobody shall find it out but myself!

£

Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see | have something more to expect, to
look forward to, to watch. | really do eat better, and am more quiet than | was.

John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the other day, and said | seemed to be
flourishing in spite of my wallpaper.

| turned it off with a laugh. | had no intention of telling him it was because of the wallpaper—he
would make fun of me. He might even want to take me away.

| don’t want to leave now until | have found it out. There is a week more, and | think that will be
enough.

*

I’'m feeling ever so much better! | don’t sleep much at night, for it is so interesting to watch
developments; but | sleep a good deal in the daytime.

In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing.

There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow all over it. | cannot keep
count of them, though | have tried conscientiously.
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It is the strangest yellow, that wallpaper! It makes me think of all the yellow things | ever saw—not
beautiful ones like buttercups, but old foul, bad yellow things.

But there is something else about that paper—the smell! | noticed it the moment we came into the
room, but with so much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog and rain, and
whether the windows are open or not, the smell is here.

It creeps all over the house.

| find it hovering in the dining-room, skulking in the parlor, hiding in the hall, lying in wait for me on
the stairs.

It gets into my hair.

Even when | go to ride, if | turn my head suddenly and surprise it—there is that smell!

Such a peculiar odor, too! | have spent hours in trying to analyze it, to find what it smelled like.
It is not bad—at first, and very gentle, but quite the subtlest, most enduring odor | ever met.
In this damp weather it is awful. | wake up in the night and find it hanging over me.

It used to disturb me at first. | thought seriously of burning the house—to reach the smell.

But now | am used to it. The only thing | can think of that it is like is the color of the paper! A yellow
smell.

There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the mopboard. A streak that runs round the
room. It goes behind every piece of furniture, except the bed, a long, straight, even smooch, as if it
had been rubbed over and over.

| wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they did it for. Round and round and round—
round and round and round—it makes me dizzy!

*
| really have discovered something at last.

Through watching so much at night, when it changes so, | have finally found out.
The front pattern does move—and no wonder! The woman behind shakes it!

Sometimes | think there are a great many women behind, and sometimes only one, and she crawls
around fast, and her crawling shakes it all over.

Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and in the very shady spots she just takes hold of the
bars and shakes them hard.

And she is all the time trying to climb through. But nobody could climb through that pattern—it
strangles so; | think that is why it has so many heads.

They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off and turns them upside-down, and makes
their eyes white!

If those heads were covered or taken off it would not be half so bad.
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| think that woman gets out in the daytime!

And I'll tell you why—privately—I've seen her!

| can see her out of every one of my windows!

It is the same woman, | know, for she is always creeping, and most women do not creep by daylight.

| see her on that long shaded lane, creeping up and down. | see her in those dark grape arbors,
creeping all around the garden.

| see her on that long road under the trees, creeping along, and when a carriage comes she hides
under the blackberry vines.

| don’t blame her a bit. It must be very humiliating to be caught creeping by daylight!

| always lock the door when | creep by daylight. | can’t do it at night, for | know John would suspect
something at once.

And John is so queer now, that | don’t want to irritate him. | wish he would take another room!
Besides, | don’t want anybody to get that woman out at night but myself.

| often wonder if | could see her out of all the windows at once.
But, turn as fast as | can, | can only see out of one at one time.
And though | always see her she may be able to creep faster than | can turn!

| have watched her sometimes away off in the open country, creeping as fast as a cloud shadow in a
high wind.

*
If only that top pattern could be gotten off from the under one! | mean to try it, little by little.

| have found out another funny thing, but | shan’t tell it this time! It does not do to trust people too
much.

There are only two more days to get this paper off, and | believe John is beginning to notice. | don’t
like the look in his eyes.

And | heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions about me. She had a very good report to
give.

She said | slept a good deal in the daytime.

John knows | don’t sleep very well at night, for all I'm so quiet!

He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to be very loving and kind.
As if | couldn’t see through him!

Still, I don’t wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for three months.

It only interests me, but | feel sure John and Jennie are secretly affected by it.

*

Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John is to stay in town over night, and won’t be out until
this evening.
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Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly thing! but | told her | should undoubtedly rest better for a
night all alone.

That was clever, for really | wasn’t alone a bit! As soon as it was moonlight, and that poor thing
began to crawl and shake the pattern, | got up and ran to help her.

| pulled and she shook, | shook and she pulled, and before morning we had peeled off yards of that
paper.

A strip about as high as my head and half around the room.

And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to laugh at me | declared | would finish it
to-day!

We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my furniture down again to leave things as they
were before.

Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but | told her merrily that | did it out of pure spite at the
vicious thing.

She laughed and said she wouldn’t mind doing it herself, but | must not get tired.
How she betrayed herself that time!
But | am here, and no person touches this paper but me—not alive!

She tried to get me out of the room—it was too patent! But | said it was so quiet and empty and
clean now that | believed | would lie down again and sleep all | could; and not to wake me even for
dinner—I would call when | woke.

So now she is gone, and the servants are gone, and the things are gone, and there is nothing left but
that great bedstead nailed down, with the canvas mattress we found on it.

We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat home to-morrow.

| quite enjoy the room, now it is bare again.

How those children did tear about here!

This bedstead is fairly gnawed!

But | must get to work.

| have locked the door and thrown the key down into the front path.

| don’t want to go out, and | don’t want to have anybody come in, till John comes.
| want to astonish him.

I've got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If that woman does get out, and tries to get
away, | can tie her!

But | forgot | could not reach far without anything to stand on!

This bed will not move!
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| tried to lift and push it until | was lame, and then | got so angry | bit off a little piece at one corner—
but it hurt my teeth.

Then | peeled off all the paper | could reach standing on the floor. It sticks horribly and the pattern
just enjoys it! All those strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus growths just shriek
with derision!

| am getting angry enough to do something desperate. To jump out of the window would be
admirable exercise, but the bars are too strong even to try.

Besides | wouldn’t do it. Of course not. | know well enough that a step like that is improper and
might be misconstrued.

| don’t like to look out of the windows even—there are so many of those creeping women, and they
creep so fast.

| wonder if they all come out of that wallpaper as | did?

But | am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope—you don’t get me out in the road there!
| suppose | shall have to get back behind the pattern when it comes night, and that is hard!

It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep around as | please!

| don’t want to go outside. | won't, even if Jennie asks me to.

For outside you have to creep on the ground, and everything is green instead of yellow.

But here | can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder just fits in that long smooch around the
wall, so | cannot lose my way.

Why, there’s John at the door!

It is no use, young man, you can’t open it!
How he does call and pound!

Now he’s crying for an axe.

It would be a shame to break down that beautiful door!

1”7 17

“John dear!” said | in the gentlest voice, “the key is down by the front steps, under a plantain leaf

That silenced him for a few moments.
Then he said—very quietly indeed, “Open the door, my darling!”

“I can’t,” said I. “The key is down by the front door under a plantain leaf!”

And then | said it again, several times, very gently and slowly, and said it so often that he had to go
and see, and he got it, of course, and came in. He stopped short by the door.

“What is the matter?” he cried. “For God’s sake, what are you doing!”

| kept on creeping just the same, but | looked at him over my shoulder.

“I've got out at last,” said |, “in spite of you and Jane! And I've pulled off most of the paper, so you
can’t put me back!”
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Now why should that man have fainted? But he did, and right across my path by the wall, so that |
had to creep over him every time!

DRAMA and NOVELS (suggestions)
- ‘The Merchant of Venice’ Shakespeare

- ‘1984’ George Orwell; ‘Rebecca’ Daphne Du Maurier; ‘Little Dorrit’ Charles Dickens; ‘Crime
and Punishment’ Dostoyevsky; ‘The Trial’ Franz Kafka; ‘Robinson Crusoe’ Daniel Defoe; ‘Lord
of the Flies’ William Golding’
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6. Madness

POETRY:

Mad Girl's Love Song

By Sylvia Plath

"I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead;
| lift my lids and all is born again.

(I think I made you up inside my head.)
The stars go waltzing out in blue and red,
And arbitrary blackness gallops in:

I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead.

| dreamed that you bewitched me into bed

And sung me moon-struck, kissed me quite insane.

(I think I made you up inside my head.)

God topples from the sky, hell's fires fade:
Exit seraphim and Satan's men:

| shut my eyes and all the world drops dead.

| fancied you'd return the way you said,
But | grow old and | forget your name.

(I think I made you up inside my head.)

| should have loved a thunderbird instead;
At least when spring comes they roar back again.
| shut my eyes and all the world drops dead.

(I think I made you up inside my head.)"

Daddy
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BY SYLVIA PLATH

You do not do, you do not do
Any more, black shoe

In which | have lived like a foot
For thirty years, poor and white,

Barely daring to breathe or Achoo.

Daddy, | have had to kill you.
You died before | had time——
Marble-heavy, a bag full of God,
Ghastly statue with one gray toe

Big as a Frisco seal

And a head in the freakish Atlantic
Where it pours bean green over blue
In the waters off beautiful Nauset.

| used to pray to recover you.

Ach, du.

In the German tongue, in the Polish town
Scraped flat by the roller

Of wars, wars, wars.

But the name of the town is common.

My Polack friend

Says there are a dozen or two.
So | never could tell where you
Put your foot, your root,
I never could talk to you.

The tongue stuck in my jaw.

It stuck in a barb wire snare.

Ich, ich, ich, ich,
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| could hardly speak.
| thought every German was you.

And the language obscene

An engine, an engine

Chuffing me off like a Jew.

A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen.
| began to talk like a Jew.

| think I may well be a Jew.

The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna
Are not very pure or true.

With my gipsy ancestress and my weird luck
And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack

I may be a bit of a Jew.

| have always been scared of you,

With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo.
And your neat mustache

And your Aryan eye, bright blue.

Panzer-man, panzer-man, O You——

Not God but a swastika

So black no sky could squeak through.
Every woman adores a Fascist,

The boot in the face, the brute

Brute heart of a brute like you.

You stand at the blackboard, daddy,

In the picture | have of you,

A cleft in your chin instead of your foot
But no less a devil for that, no not

Any less the black man who
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Bit my pretty red heart in two.

| was ten when they buried you.
At twenty | tried to die

And get back, back, back to you.

| thought even the bones would do.

But they pulled me out of the sack,
And they stuck me together with glue.
And then | knew what to do.

I made a model of you,

A man in black with a Meinkampf look

And a love of the rack and the screw.
And | said | do, | do.

So daddy, I’'m finally through.

The black telephone’s off at the root,

The voices just can’t worm through.

If I've killed one man, I’'ve killed two——
The vampire who said he was you

And drank my blood for a year,

Seven years, if you want to know.

Daddy, you can lie back now.

There’s a stake in your fat black heart
And the villagers never liked you.
They are dancing and stamping on you.

They always knew it was you.

Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I'm through.

SHORT STORY:
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The Fall of the House of Usher
Edgar Allen Poe

During the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung
oppressively low in the heavens, | had been passing alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary
tract of country, and at length found myself, as the shades of the evening drew on, within view of
the melancholy House of Usher. | know not how it was—but, with the first glimpse of the building, a
sense of insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. | say insufferable; for the feeling was unrelieved by
any of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, sentiment, with which the mind usually receives even
the sternest natural images of the desolate or terrible. | looked upon the scene before me—upon
the mere house, and the simple landscape features of the domain—upon the bleak walls—upon the
vacant eye-like windows—upon a few rank sedges—and upon a few white trunks of decayed trees—
with an utter depression of soul which | can compare to no earthly sensation more properly than to
the after-dream of the reveller upon opium—the bitter lapse into every-day life—the hideous
dropping off of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart—an unredeemed
dreariness of thought which no goading of the imagination could torture into aught of the sublime.
What was it—I paused to think—what was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation of the House
of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble; nor could | grapple with the shadowy fancies that crowded
upon me as | pondered. | was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while,
beyond doubt, there are combinations of very simple natural objects which have the power of thus
affecting us, still the analysis of this power lies among considerations beyond our depth. It was
possible, | reflected, that a mere different arrangement of the particulars of the scene, of the details
of the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to annihilate its capacity for sorrowful
impression; and, acting upon this idea, | reined my horse to the precipitous brink of a black and lurid
tarn that lay in unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and gazed down—but with a shudder even more
thrilling than before—upon the remodelled and inverted images of the gray sedge, and the ghastly
tree-stems, and the vacant and eye-like windows.

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom | now proposed to myself a sojourn of some weeks. Its
proprietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of my boon companions in boyhood; but many years had
elapsed since our last meeting. A letter, however, had lately reached me in a distant part of the
country—a letter from him—which, in its wildly importunate nature, had admitted of no other than
a personal reply. The MS. gave evidence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily
illness—of a mental disorder which oppressed him—and of an earnest desire to see me, as his best
and indeed his only personal friend, with a view of attempting, by the cheerfulness of my society,
some alleviation of his malady. It was the manner in which all this, and much more, was said—it was
the apparent heart that went with his request—which allowed me no room for hesitation; and |
accordingly obeyed forthwith what I still considered a very singular summons.

Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates, yet | really knew little of my friend. His
reserve had been always excessive and habitual. | was aware, however, that his very ancient family
had been noted, time out of mind, for a peculiar sensibility of temperament, displaying itself,
through long ages, in many works of exalted art, and manifested, of late, in repeated deeds of
munificent yet unobtrusive charity, as well as in a passionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps
even more than to the orthodox and easily recognizable beauties, of musical science. | had learned,
too, the very remarkable fact, that the stem of the Usher race, all time-honored as it was, had put
forth, at no period, any enduring branch; in other words, that the entire family lay in the direct line
of descent, and had always, with very trifling and very temporary variation, so lain. It was this
deficiency, | considered, while running over in thought the perfect keeping of the character of the
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premises with the accredited character of the people, and while speculating upon the possible
influence which the one, in the long lapse of centuries, might have exercised upon the other—it was
this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral issue, and the consequent undeviating transmission, from sire
to son, of the patrimony with the name, which had, at length, so identified the two as to merge the
original title of the estate in the quaint and equivocal appellation of the “House of Usher” —an
appellation which seemed to include, in the minds of the peasantry who used it, both the family and
the family mansion.

| have said that the sole effect of my somewhat childish experiment—that of looking down within
the tarn—had been to deepen the first singular impression. There can be no doubt that the
consciousness of the rapid increase of my superstition—for why should I not so term it?—served
mainly to accelerate the increase itself. Such, | have long known, is the paradoxical law of all
sentiments having terror as a basis. And it might have been for this reason only, that, when | again
uplifted my eyes to the house itself, from its image in the pool, there grew in my mind a strange
fancy—a fancy so ridiculous, indeed, that | but mention it to show the vivid force of the sensations
which oppressed me. | had so worked upon my imagination as really to believe that about the whole
mansion and domain there hung an atmosphere peculiar to themselves and their immediate
vicinity—an atmosphere which had no affinity with the air of heaven, but which had reeked up from
the decayed trees, and the gray wall, and the silent tarn—a pestilent and mystic vapor, dull, sluggish,
faintly discernible, and leaden-hued.

Shaking off from my spirit what must have been a dream, | scanned more narrowly the real aspect of
the building. Its principal feature seemed to be that of an excessive antiquity. The discoloration of
ages had been great. Minute fungi overspread the whole exterior, hanging in a fine tangled web-
work from the eaves. Yet all this was apart from any extraordinary dilapidation. No portion of the
masonry had fallen; and there appeared to be a wild inconsistency between its still perfect
adaptation of parts, and the crumbling condition of the individual stones. In this there was much
that reminded me of the specious totality of old wood-work which has rotted for long years in some
neglected vault, with no disturbance from the breath of the external air. Beyond this indication of
extensive decay, however, the fabric gave little token of instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing
observer might have discovered a barely perceptible fissure, which, extending from the roof of the
building in front, made its way down the wall in a zigzag direction, until it became lost in the sullen
waters of the tarn.

Noticing these things, | rode over a short causeway to the house. A servant in waiting took my horse,
and | entered the Gothic archway of the hall. A valet, of stealthy step, thence conducted me, in
silence, through many dark and intricate passages in my progress to the studio of his master. Much
that | encountered on the way contributed, | know not how, to heighten the vague sentiments of
which | have already spoken. While the objects around me—while the carvings of the ceilings, the
sombre tapestries of the walls, the ebony blackness of the floors, and the phantasmagoric armorial
trophies which rattled as | strode, were but matters to which, or to such as which, | had been
accustomed from my infancy—while | hesitated not to acknowledge how familiar was all this—I still
wondered to find how unfamiliar were the fancies which ordinary images were stirring up. On one of
the staircases, | met the physician of the family. His countenance, | thought, wore a mingled
expression of low cunning and perplexity. He accosted me with trepidation and passed on. The valet
now threw open a door and ushered me into the presence of his master.

The room in which | found myself was very large and lofty. The windows were long, narrow, and
pointed, and at so vast a distance from the black oaken floor as to be altogether inaccessible from
within. Feeble gleams of encrimsoned light made their way through the trellised panes, and served
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to render sufficiently distinct the more prominent objects around; the eye, however, struggled in
vain to reach the remoter angles of the chamber, or the recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceiling.
Dark draperies hung upon the walls. The general furniture was profuse, comfortless, antique, and
tattered. Many books and musical instruments lay scattered about, but failed to give any vitality to
the scene. | felt that | breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An air of stern, deep, and irredeemable
gloom hung over and pervaded all.

Upon my entrance, Usher rose from a sofa on which he had been lying at full length, and greeted me
with a vivacious warmth which had much in it, | at first thought, of an overdone cordiality—of the
constrained effort of the ennuyé man of the world. A glance, however, at his countenance convinced
me of his perfect sincerity. We sat down; and for some moments, while he spoke not, | gazed upon
him with a feeling half of pity, half of awe. Surely, man had never before so terribly altered, in so
brief a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was with difficulty that | could bring myself to admit the
identity of the man being before me with the companion of my early boyhood. Yet the character of
his face had been at all times remarkable. A cadaverousness of complexion; an eye large, liquid, and
luminous beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin and very pallid, but of a surpassingly beautiful
curve; a nose of a delicate Hebrew model, but with a breadth of nostril unusual in similar
formations; a finely moulded chin, speaking, in its want of prominence, of a want of moral energy;
hair of a more than web-like softness and tenuity; these features, with an inordinate expansion
above the regions of the temple, made up altogether a countenance not easily to be forgotten. And
now in the mere exaggeration of the prevailing character of these features, and of the expression
they were wont to convey, lay so much of change that | doubted to whom | spoke. The now ghastly
pallor of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the eye, above all things startled and even awed
me. The silken hair, too, had been suffered to grow all unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer
texture, it floated rather than fell about the face, | could not, even with effort, connect its Arabesque
expression with any idea of simple humanity.

In the manner of my friend | was at once struck with an incoherence—an inconsistency; and | soon
found this to arise from a series of feeble and futile struggles to overcome an habitual trepidancy—
an excessive nervous agitation. For something of this nature | had indeed been prepared, no less by
his letter, than by reminiscences of certain boyish traits, and by conclusions deduced from his
peculiar physical conformation and temperament. His action was alternately vivacious and sullen.
His voice varied rapidly from a tremulous indecision (when the animal spirits seemed utterly in
abeyance) to that species of energetic concision—that abrupt, weighty, unhurried, and hollow-
sounding enunciation—that leaden, self-balanced and perfectly modulated guttural utterance,
which may be observed in the lost drunkard, or the irreclaimable eater of opium, during the periods
of his most intense excitement.

It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit, of his earnest desire to see me, and of the solace
he expected me to afford him. He entered, at some length, into what he conceived to be the nature
of his malady. It was, he said, a constitutional and a family evil, and one for which he despaired to
find a remedy—a mere nervous affection, he immediately added, which would undoubtedly soon
pass off. It displayed itself in a host of unnatural sensations. Some of these, as he detailed them,
interested and bewildered me; although, perhaps, the terms and the general manner of the
narration had their weight. He suffered much from a morbid acuteness of the senses; the most
insipid food was alone endurable; he could wear only garments of certain texture; the odors of all
flowers were oppressive; his eyes were tortured by even a faint light; and there were but peculiar
sounds, and these from stringed instruments, which did not inspire him with horror.
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To an anomalous species of terror | found him a bounden slave. “I shall perish,” said he, “I must
perish in this deplorable folly. Thus, thus, and not otherwise, shall | be lost. | dread the events of the
future, not in themselves, but in their results. | shudder at the thought of any, even the most trivial,
incident, which may operate upon this intolerable agitation of soul. | have, indeed, no abhorrence of
danger, except in its absolute effect—in terror. In this unnerved, in this pitiable, condition | feel that
the period will sooner or later arrive when | must abandon life and reason together, in some struggle
with the grim phantasm, FEAR.”

| learned, moreover, at intervals, and through broken and equivocal hints, another singular feature
of his mental condition. He was enchained by certain superstitious impressions in regard to the
dwelling which he tenanted, and whence, for many years, he had never ventured forth—in regard to
an influence whose supposititious force was conveyed in terms too shadowy here to be re-stated—
an influence which some peculiarities in the mere form and substance of his family mansion had, by
dint of long sufferance, he said, obtained over his spirit—an effect which the physique of the gray
walls and turrets, and of the dim tarn into which they all looked down, had, at length, brought about
upon the morale of his existence.

He admitted, however, although with hesitation, that much of the peculiar gloom which thus
afflicted him could be traced to a more natural and far more palpable origin—to the severe and
long-continued illness, indeed to the evidently approaching dissolution, of a tenderly beloved
sister—his sole companion for long years, his last and only relative on earth. “Her decease,” he said,
with a bitterness which | can never forget, “would leave him (him the hopeless and the frail) the last
of the ancient race of the Ushers.” While he spoke, the lady Madeline (for so was she called) passed
slowly through a remote portion of the apartment, and, without having noticed my presence,
disappeared. | regarded her with an utter astonishment not unmingled with dread; and yet | found it
impossible to account for such feelings. A sensation of stupor oppressed me as my eyes followed her
retreating steps. When a door, at length, closed upon her, my glance sought instinctively and eagerly
the countenance of the brother; but he had buried his face in his hands, and | could only perceive
that a far more than ordinary wanness had overspread the emaciated fingers through which trickled
many passionate tears.

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled the skill of her physicians. A settled apathy, a
gradual wasting away of the person, and frequent although transient affections of a partially
cataleptical character were the unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she had steadily borne up against the
pressure of her malady, and had not betaken herself finally to bed; but on the closing in of the
evening of my arrival at the house, she succumbed (as her brother told me at night with
inexpressible agitation) to the prostrating power of the destroyer; and | learned that the glimpse |
had obtained of her person would thus probably be the last | should obtain—that the lady, at least
while living, would be seen by me no more.

For several days ensuing, her name was unmentioned by either Usher or myself; and during this
period | was busied in earnest endeavors to alleviate the melancholy of my friend. We painted and
read together, or | listened, as if in a dream, to the wild improvisations of his speaking guitar. And
thus, as a closer and still closer intimacy admitted me more unreservedly into the recesses of his
spirit, the more bitterly did | perceive the futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from which
darkness, as if an inherent positive quality, poured forth upon all objects of the moral and physical
universe in one unceasing radiation of gloom.

| shall ever bear about me a memory of the many solemn hours | thus spent alone with the master of
the House of Usher. Yet | should fail in any attempt to convey an idea of the exact character of the
studies, or of the occupations, in which he involved me, or led me the way. An excited and highly
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distempered ideality threw a sulphureous lustre over all. His long improvised dirges will ring forever
in my ears. Among other things, | hold painfully in mind a certain singular perversion and
amplification of the wild air of the last waltz of Von Weber. From the paintings over which his
elaborate fancy brooded, and which grew, touch by touch, into vagueness at which | shuddered the
more thrillingly, because | shuddered knowing not why—from these paintings (vivid as their images
now are before me) | would in vain endeavor to educe more than a small portion which should lie
within the compass of merely written words. By the utter simplicity, by the nakedness of his designs,
he arrested and overawed attention. If ever mortal painted an idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher.
For me at least, in the circumstances then surrounding me, there arose out of the pure abstractions
which the hypochondriac contrived to throw upon his canvas, an intensity of intolerable awe, no
shadow of which felt | ever yet in the contemplation of the certainly glowing yet too concrete
reveries of Fuseli.

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my friend, partaking not so rigidly of the spirit of
abstraction, may be shadowed forth, although feebly, in words. A small picture presented the
interior of an immensely long and rectangular vault or tunnel, with low walls, smooth, white, and
without interruption or device. Certain accessory points of the design served well to convey the idea
that this excavation lay at an exceeding depth below the surface of the earth. No outlet was
observed in any portion of its vast extent, and no torch or other artificial source of light was
discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled throughout, and bathed the whole in a ghastly and
inappropriate splendor.

| have just spoken of that morbid condition of the auditory nerve which rendered all music
intolerable to the sufferer, with the exception of certain effects of stringed instruments. It was,
perhaps, the narrow limits to which he thus confined himself upon the guitar which gave birth, in
great measure, to the fantastic character of the performances. But the fervid facility of his
impromptus could not be so accounted for. They must have been, and were, in the notes, as well as
in the words of his wild fantasias (for he not unfrequently accompanied himself with rhymed verbal
improvisations), the result of that intense mental collectedness and concentration to which | have
previously alluded as observable only in particular moments of the highest artificial excitement. The
words of one of these rhapsodies | have easily remembered. | was, perhaps, the more forcibly
impressed with it as he gave it, because, in the under or mystic current of its meaning, | fancied that
| perceived, and for the first time, a full consciousness on the part of Usher of the tottering of his
lofty reason upon her throne. The verses, which were entitled “The Haunted Palace,” ran very
nearly, if not accurately, thus:

In the greenest of our valleys,

By good angels tenanted,

Once a fair and stately palace—
Radiant palace—reared its head.

In the monarch Thought’s dominion—
It stood there!

Never seraph spread a pinion

Over fabric half so fair.

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,
On its roof did float and flow;
(This—all this—was in the olden
Time long ago);

And every gentle air that dallied,
In that sweet day,
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Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,
A winged odor went away.

Wanderers in that happy valley
Through two luminous windows saw
Spirits moving musically

To a lute’s well-tunéd law;

Round about a throne, where, sitting
Porphyrogene!

In state his glory well befitting,

The ruler of the realm was seen.

And all with pearl and ruby glowing

Was the fair palace door,

Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing
And sparkling evermore,

A troop of Echoes whose sweet duty

Was but to sing,

In voices of surpassing beauty,

The wit and wisdom of their king.

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,
Assailed the monarch’s high estate;
(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!)
And, round about his home, the glory
That blushed and bloomed

Is but a dim-remembered story

Of the old time entombed.

And travellers now within that valley,
Through the red-litten windows see
Vast forms that move fantastically
To a discordant melody;

While, like a rapid ghastly river,
Through the pale door,

A hideous throng rush out forever,
And laugh—but smile no more.

| well remember that suggestions arising from this ballad, led us into a train of thought wherein
there became manifest an opinion of Usher’s which | mention not so much on account of its novelty
(for other men have thought thus), as on account of the pertinacity with which he maintained it. This
opinion, in its general form, was that of the sentience of all vegetable things. But, in his disordered
fancy, the idea had assumed a more daring character, and trespassed, under certain conditions,
upon the kingdom of inorganization. | lack words to express the full extent, or the earnest abandon
of his persuasion. The belief, however, was connected (as | have previously hinted) with the gray
stones of the home of his forefathers. The conditions of the sentience had been here, he imagined,
fulfilled in the method of collocation of these stones—in the order of their arrangement, as well as
in that of the many fungi which overspread them, and of the decayed trees which stood around—
above all, in the long undisturbed endurance of this arrangement, and in its reduplication in the still
waters of the tarn. Its evidence—the evidence of the sentience—was to be seen, he said, (and | here
started as he spoke), in the gradual yet certain condensation of an atmosphere of their own about
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the waters and the walls. The result was discoverable, he added, in that silent yet importunate and
terrible influence which for centuries had moulded the destinies of his family, and which made him
what | now saw him—what he was. Such opinions need no comment, and | will make none.

Our books—the books which, for years, had formed no small portion of the mental existence of the
invalid—were, as might be supposed, in strict keeping with this character of phantasm. We pored
together over such works as the Ververt et Chartreuse of Gresset; the Belphegor of Machiavelli; the
Heaven and Hell of Swedenborg; the Subterranean Voyage of Nicholas Klimm by Holberg; the
Chiromancy of Robert Flud, of Jean D’Indaginé, and of De la Chambre; the Journey into the Blue
Distance of Tieck; and the City of the Sun of Campanella. One favorite volume was a small octavo
edition of the Directorium Inquisitorium, by the Dominican Eymeric de Gironne; and there were
passages in Pomponius Mela, about the old African Satyrs and Aegipans, over which Usher would sit
dreaming for hours. His chief delight, however, was found in the perusal of an exceedingly rare and
curious book in quarto Gothic—the manual of a forgotten church—the Vigilize Mortuorum
Secundum Chorum Ecclesize Maguntinaen.

| could not help thinking of the wild ritual of this work, and of its probable influence upon the
hypochondriac, when, one evening, having informed me abruptly that the lady Madeline was no
more, he stated his intention of preserving her corpse for a fortnight (previously to its final
interment), in one of the numerous vaults within the main walls of the building. The worldly reason,
however, assigned for this singular proceeding, was one which | did not feel at liberty to dispute. The
brother had been led to his resolution (so he told me) by consideration of the unusual character of
the malady of the deceased, of certain obtrusive and eager inquiries on the part of her medical men,
and of the remote and exposed situation of the burial-ground of the family. | will not deny that when
| called to mind the sinister countenance of the person whom | met upon the staircase, on the day of
my arrival at the house, | had no desire to oppose what | regarded as at best but a harmless, and by
no means an unnatural, precaution.

At the request of Usher, | personally aided him in the arrangements for the temporary entombment.
The body having been encoffined, we two alone bore it to its rest. The vault in which we placed it
(and which had been so long unopened that our torches, half smothered in its oppressive
atmosphere, gave us little opportunity for investigation) was small, damp, and entirely without
means of admission for light; lying, at great depth, immediately beneath that portion of the building
in which was my own sleeping apartment. It had been used, apparently, in remote feudal times, for
the worst purposes of a donjon-keep, and, in later days, as a place of deposit for powder, or some
other highly combustible substance, as a portion of its floor, and the whole interior of a long
archway through which we reached it, were carefully sheathed with copper. The door, of massive
iron, had been, also, similarly protected. Its immense weight caused an unusually sharp, grating
sound, as it moved upon its hinges.

Having deposited our mournful burden upon tressels within this region of horror, we partially turned
aside the yet unscrewed lid of the coffin, and looked upon the face of the tenant. A striking
similitude between the brother and sister now first arrested my attention; and Usher, divining,
perhaps, my thoughts, murmured out some few words from which | learned that the deceased and
himself had been twins, and that sympathies of a scarcely intelligible nature had always existed
between them. Our glances, however, rested not long upon the dead—for we could not regard her
unawed. The disease which had thus entombed the lady in the maturity of youth, had left, as usual
in all maladies of a strictly cataleptical character, the mockery of a faint blush upon the bosom and
the face, and that suspiciously lingering smile upon the lip which is so terrible in death. We replaced
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and screwed down the lid, and, having secured the door of iron, made our way, with toil, into the
scarcely less gloomy apartments of the upper portion of the house.

And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed, an observable change came over the features of
the mental disorder of my friend. His ordinary manner had vanished. His ordinary occupations were
neglected or forgotten. He roamed from chamber to chamber with hurried, unequal, and objectless
step. The pallor of his countenance had assumed, if possible, a more ghastly hue—but the
luminousness of his eye had utterly gone out. The once occasional huskiness of his tone was heard
no more; and a tremulous quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitually characterized his utterance.
There were times, indeed, when | thought his unceasingly agitated mind was laboring with some
oppressive secret, to divulge which he struggled for the necessary courage. At times, again, | was
obliged to resolve all into the mere inexplicable vagaries of madness, for | beheld him gazing upon
vacancy for long hours, in an attitude of the profoundest attention, as if listening to some imaginary
sound. It was no wonder that his condition terrified—that it infected me. | felt creeping upon me, by
slow yet certain degrees, the wild influences of his own fantastic yet impressive superstitions.

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the night of the seventh or eighth day after the placing
of the lady Madeline within the donjon, that | experienced the full power of such feelings. Sleep
came not near my couch—while the hours waned and waned away. | struggled to reason off the
nervousness which had dominion over me. | endeavored to believe that much, if not all of what |
felt, was due to the bewildering influence of the gloomy furniture of the room—of the dark and
tattered draperies, which, tortured into motion by the breath of a rising tempest, swayed fitfully to
and fro upon the walls, and rustled uneasily about the decorations of the bed. But my efforts were
fruitless. An irrepressible tremor gradually pervaded my frame; and, at length, there sat upon my
very heart an incubus of utterly causeless alarm. Shaking this off with a gasp and a struggle, | uplifted
myself upon the pillows, and, peering earnestly within the intense darkness of the chamber,
hearkened—I know not why, except that an instinctive spirit prompted me—to certain low and
indefinite sounds which came, through the pauses of the storm, at long intervals, | knew not
whence. Overpowered by an intense sentiment of horror, unaccountable yet unendurable, | threw
on my clothes with haste (for | felt that | should sleep no more during the night), and endeavored to
arouse myself from the pitiable condition into which | had fallen, by pacing rapidly to and fro
through the apartment.

| had taken but few turns in this manner, when a light step on an adjoining staircase arrested my
attention. | presently recognized it as that of Usher. In an instant afterward he rapped, with a gentle
touch, at my door, and entered, bearing a lamp. His countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan—
but, moreover, there was a species of mad hilarity in his eyes—an evidently restrained hysteria in his
whole demeanor. His air appalled me—but anything was preferable to the solitude which | had so
long endured, and | even welcomed his presence as a relief.

“And you have not seen it?” he said abruptly, after having stared about him for some moments in
silence—“you have not then seen it?—but, stay! you shall.” Thus speaking, and having carefully
shaded his lamp, he hurried to one of the casements, and threw it freely open to the storm.

The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted us from our feet. It was, indeed, a tempestuous
yet sternly beautiful night, and one wildly singular in its terror and its beauty. A whirlwind had
apparently collected its force in our vicinity; for there were frequent and violent alterations in the
direction of the wind; and the exceeding density of the clouds (which hung so low as to press upon
the turrets of the house) did not prevent our perceiving the life-like velocity with which they flew
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careering from all points against each other, without passing away into the distance. | say that even
their exceeding density did not prevent our perceiving this—yet we had no glimpse of the moon or
stars, nor was there any flashing forth of the lightning. But the under surfaces of the huge masses of
agitated vapor, as well as all terrestrial objects immediately around us, were glowing in the
unnatural light of a faintly luminous and distinctly visible gaseous exhalation which hung about and
enshrouded the mansion.

“You must not—you shall not behold this!” said |, shuddering, to Usher, as | led him, with a gentle
violence, from the window to a seat. “These appearances, which bewilder you, are merely electrical
phenomena not uncommon—or it may be that they have their ghastly origin in the rank miasma of
the tarn. Let us close this casement;—the air is chilling and dangerous to your frame. Here is one of
your favorite romances. | will read, and you shall listen; and so we will pass away this terrible night
together.”

The antique volume which | had taken up was the Mad Trist of Sir Launcelot Canning; but | had
called it a favorite of Usher’s more in sad jest than in earnest; for, in truth, there is little in its
uncouth and unimaginative prolixity which could have had interest for the lofty and spiritual ideality
of my friend. It was, however, the only book immediately at hand; and | indulged a vague hope that
the excitement which now agitated the hypochondriac, might find relief (for the history of mental
disorder is full of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness of the folly which | should read. Could |
have judged, indeed, by the wild overstrained air of vivacity with which he hearkened, or apparently
hearkened, to the words of the tale, | might well have congratulated myself upon the success of my
design.

| had arrived at that well-known portion of the story where Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, having
sought in vain for peaceable admission into the dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to make good an
entrance by force. Here, it will be remembered, the words of the narrative run thus:

“And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, and who was now mighty withal, on account
of the powerfulness of the wine which he had drunken, waited no longer to hold parley with the
hermit, who, in sooth, was of an obstinate and maliceful turn, but, feeling the rain upon his
shoulders, and fearing the rising of the tempest, uplifted his mace outright, and, with blows, made
quickly room in the plankings of the door for his gauntleted hand; and now pulling therewith
sturdily, he so cracked, and ripped, and tore all asunder, that the noise of the dry and hollow-
sounding wood alarumed and reverberated throughout the forest.”

At the termination of this sentence | started and, for a moment, paused; for it appeared to me
(although | at once concluded that my excited fancy had deceived me)—it appeared to me that, from
some very remote portion of the mansion, there came, indistinctly to my ears, what might have
been, in its exact similarity of character, the echo (but a stifled and dull one certainly) of the very
cracking and ripping sound which Sir Launcelot had so particularly described. It was, beyond doubt,
the coincidence alone which had arrested my attention; for, amid the rattling of the sashes of the
casements, and the ordinary commingled noises of the still increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had
nothing, surely, which should have interested or disturbed me. | continued the story:

“But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the door, was sore enraged and amazed to
perceive no signal of the maliceful hermit; but, in the stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly and
prodigious demeanor, and of a fiery tongue, which sat in guard before a palace of gold, with a floor
of silver; and upon the wall there hung a shield of shining brass with this legend enwritten—

Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin,
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Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win.

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the head of the dragon, which fell before him, and
gave up his pesty breath, with a shriek so horrid and harsh, and withal so piercing, that Ethelred had
fain to close his ears with his hands against the dreadful noise of it, the like whereof was never
before heard.”

Here again | paused abruptly, and now with a feeling of wild amazement—for there could be no
doubt whatever that, in this instance, | did actually hear (although from what direction it proceeded
| found it impossible to say) a low and apparently distant, but harsh, protracted, and most unusual
screaming or grating sound—the exact counterpart of what my fancy had already conjured up for
the dragon’s unnatural shriek as described by the romancer.

Oppressed, as | certainly was, upon the occurrence of this second and most extraordinary
coincidence, by a thousand conflicting sensations, in which wonder and extreme terror were
predominant, | still retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting, by any observation, the
sensitive nervousness of my companion. | was by no means certain that he had noticed the sounds
in question; although, assuredly, a strange alteration had, during the last few minutes, taken place in
his demeanor. From a position fronting my own, he had gradually brought round his chair, so as to
sit with his face to the door of the chamber; and thus | could but partially perceive his features,
although | saw that his lips trembled as if he were murmuring inaudibly. His head had dropped upon
his breast—yet | knew that he was not asleep, from the wide and rigid opening of the eye as | caught
a glance of it in profile. The motion of his body, too, was at variance with this idea—for he rocked
from side to side with a gentle yet constant and uniform sway. Having rapidly taken notice of all this,
| resumed the narrative of Sir Launcelot, which thus proceeded:

“And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible fury of the dragon, bethinking himself of
the brazen shield, and of the breaking up of the enchantment which was upon it, removed the
carcass from out of the way before him, and approached valorously over the silver pavement of the
castle to where the shield was upon the wall; which in sooth tarried not for his full coming, but fell
down at his feet upon the silver floor, with a mighty great and terrible ringing sound.”

No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than—as if a shield of brass had indeed, at the
moment, fallen heavily upon a floor of silver—I became aware of a distinct, hollow, metallic, and
clangorous, yet apparently muffled, reverberation. Completely unnerved, | leaped to my feet; but
the measured rocking movement of Usher was undisturbed. | rushed to the chair in which he sat. His
eyes were bent fixedly before him, and throughout his whole countenance there reigned a stony
rigidity. But, as | placed my hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong shudder over his whole
person; a sickly smile quivered about his lips; and | saw that he spoke in a low, hurried, and gibbering
murmur, as if unconscious of my presence. Bending closely over him, | at length drank in the hideous
import of his words.

“Not hear it?—yes, | hear it, and have heard it. Long—long—long—many minutes, many hours,
many days, have | heard it—yet | dared not—oh, pity me, miserable wretch that | am!—I dared
not—I dared not speak! We have put her living in the tomb! Said | not that my senses were acute? |
now tell you that | heard her first feeble movements in the hollow coffin. | heard them—many, many
days ago—yet | dared not—I dared not speak!And now—to-night—Ethelred—ha! hal—the breaking
of the hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and the clangor of the shield!—say, rather,
the rending of her coffin, and the grating of the iron hinges of her prison, and her struggles within
the coppered archway of the vault! Oh! whither shall | fly? Will she not be here anon? Is she not
hurrying to upbraid me for my haste? Have | not heard her footstep on the stair? Do | not distinguish
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that heavy and horrible beating of her heart? MADMAN!”—here he sprang furiously to his feet, and
shrieked out his syllables, as if in the effort he were giving up his soul—“Madman! | tell you that she
now stands without the door!”

As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance there had been found the potency of a spell, the
huge antique panels to which the speaker pointed threw slowly back, upon the instant, their
ponderous and ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing gust—but then without those doors there
DID stand the lofty and enshrouded figure of the lady Madeline of Usher. There was blood upon her
white robes, and the evidence of some bitter struggle upon every portion of her emaciated frame.
For a moment she remained trembling and reeling to and fro upon the threshold—then, with a low
moaning cry, fell heavily inward upon the person of her brother, and in her violent and now final
death-agonies, bore him to the floor a corpse, and a victim to the terrors he had anticipated.

From that chamber, and from that mansion, | fled aghast. The storm was still abroad in all its wrath
as | found myself crossing the old causeway. Suddenly there shot along the path a wild light, and |
turned to see whence a gleam so unusual could have issued; for the vast house and its shadows
were alone behind me. The radiance was that of the full, setting, and blood-red moon which now
shone vividly through that once barely-discernible fissure of which | have before spoken as
extending from the roof of the building, in a zigzag direction, to the base. While | gazed, this fissure
rapidly widened—there came a fierce breath of the whirlwind—the entire orb of the satellite burst
at once upon my sight—my brain reeled as | saw the mighty walls rushing asunder—there was a long
tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a thousand waters—and the deep and dank tarn at my
feet closed sullenly and silently over the fragments of the HOUSE OF USHER.

DRAMA and NOVELS (suggestions)

- Samuel Beckett, ‘Waiting for Godot’

- ‘The Bell Jar’ Sylvia Plath; ‘One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest’ Ken Kesey; ‘Wide Sargasso Sea’
Jean Rhys; ‘Trainspotting’ Irvine Welsh; ‘Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas; ‘The Collector’ John
Fowles.
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