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In recognition of years of tireless service to Kellenberg Memorial 
High School's students and faculty, we dedicate this collection to 
our chairperson, Mrs. Diane O'Neill.

This book will be used in a course Mrs. O'Neill developed and 
taught with great care and attention for many years.  As a final act 
of service to our school and department, Mrs. O'Neill oversaw the 
creation of these new materials, giving generously of her expertise 
as she always had.  Through this work and, more importantly, 
through the legacy of her students, she has, in the words of the 
ancient poet, "raised a monument more durable than bronze, one 
higher than the Pyramids' royal towers, that no devouring rain, or 
fierce northerly gale, has power to destroy."

One final time, we thank her for her guidance and support.
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The iBook you are currently viewing has been compiled to introduce you to the world of imaginative 
literature by providing a survey of the major forms of interest to the contemporary student: fiction, drama, 
nonfiction, and poetry.  Selections from each of these forms have been organized into chapters for your 
study.  At the beginning of each chapter, a brief introductory essay will discuss pertinent literary terms and 
ideas to enhance your understanding.  Before each selection of literature, a brief biographical sketch of its 
author will help contextualize the selection.  In presentation, every effort has been made to streamline the 
reading experience and allow the text itself to emerge without needless distraction.  However, many 
multimedia features are available to help guide you through the text and create a richer experience of these 
works.  This introduction is meant to guide you in the best use of these features and create the optimal 
learning experience with the materials at hand.

The Glossary, Dictionary, and Note-taking Functions

Each introductory essay contains bold-faced literary terms.  These terms may be tapped to show a glossary 
definition.  For your convenience and study needs, these glossary definitions may be viewed in an 
alphabetical list or as study cards from the top menu bar within iBooks.

(You may practice by tapping setting here.  You may access the glossary index or see the dictionary 
definition via the buttons in the pop-up window.)

NOTES TO THE READER
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You may use Apple’s built-in dictionary to define any unknown words that appear in the reading by double-
tapping the word and selecting “Define” from the menu that appears above the word.  If you wish to go 
beyond the dictionary definition (or if the word cannot be defined), you will see the option to search the 
web for more information.

If you wish to make a note in your reading, you may highlight a word, phrase, or larger passage by double-
tapping and dragging to expand your selection.  You may then tap “Note” from the pop-up menu.  Your 
keyboard will then appear to allow you to make your note.  This note will be added to your book’s study 
cards from the glossary terms.

Interactive Content

The book also contains a variety of widgets that allow you to view videos, answer questions, complete 
exercises, or view other content to help you understand your reading.  Most of these functions are self-
explanatory, but a few things should be remembered as you work:

1.) In all audio and video widgets, content has been streamed to reduce the overall storage demands of 
this book.  Therefore, you may only watch the videos embedded in this book when connected to the 
internet.  Your viewing experience will depend upon the quality of your network connection.

2.)  Some widgets will ask you to work on a file in the Notability app on your iPad.  Once you have 
located the file, choose “Open in Notability.”  From there, you should follow your teacher’s direction 
for completing the work and storing it in the proper location.

In all cases, these widgets and written content may be accessed by tapping on the appropriate text on the 
page and may be closed by tapping the “X” in the upper left corner.

The Appendix

At the end of these readings may be found an appendix that contains useful resources for class discussion, 
note-taking, and writing prompts.  The best use of these materials is left to your and your teacher’s 
discretion.
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“You think your pain and your heartbreak are 
unprecedented in the history of the world, but then 
you read. It was books that taught me that the 
things that tormented me most were the very 
things that connected me with all the people who 
were alive, or who had ever been alive.” 

— James Baldwin

1

READING FICTION



Though the dominant forms of fiction that we see today (namely the 
short story and the novel) are relatively new, narratives and 
storytelling are as old as human history.  Each culture and language 
group can trace its beginnings to an establishing myth, folktale, epic, 
or romance narrative.  These early stories were first passed from 
generation to generation through oral tradition before the 
widespread use and technology for writing became practical.  Now, 
these earliest narratives have been recorded much as contemporary 
writers commit their works to history.

Like many of our other cultural roots, our Western literary heritage 
may be traced back to the Greeks.  The great ancestor to our 
modern novel and short story may be seen in the two great epics of 
that civilization, The Iliad and The Odyssey.  Both of these works, 
which are attributed to a poet named Homer, have been enjoyed for 
three millennia, and the basic elements that make up their story are 
still being used by writers today.

These elements were first analyzed by another Greek, the 
philosopher Aristotle, whose book Poetics was the first text of literary 

THE ELEMENTS 
OF FICTION
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analysis and criticism.  Aristotle outlined the most basic elements that comprise any narrative, and any 
study of literature must begin with his list.

Plot

The arrangement of events in a narrative is called its plot.  The significance of the plot in a piece of fiction, 
like the significance of all other elements, will vary.  For instance, in a piece of detective fiction involving a 
complicated crime scenario, plot details will be of the utmost importance.  However, in many modern short 
stories, writers are far more concerned with other elements (character, tone, symbols, etc.), and the plot 
may not play a significant role in understanding the piece.

A typical plot consists of a tripartite (three-part) action structure: rising action, climax, and falling action.  
The rising action of a work consists of the main character’s attempts to overcome whatever obstacles 
stand in his or her way.  This struggle usually results in the greatest dramatic moment of the story, the 
climax.  After this climax follows the story’s falling action, also called the denouement.  The engine 
that drives this entire plot structure is conflict.  Conflict may be internal or external.  Stories may contain 
several different conflicts of internal or external natures.  The main purpose of such conflict is to create a 
sense of suspense in the reader to foster continued interest in the narrative.  This structure may also be 
referred to as the obstacle-anxiety-relief cycle.

Many times, a writer will play with a reader’s expectation of plot.  In story’s such as these, the use of irony 
can turn even typical, mundane scenarios into interesting stories.

Setting

A story’s location and time is its setting.  The role that setting plays in a story and its overall significance 
in forming an understanding of the work varies greatly.  Some stories are particular to a time and place, 
while others could be set against almost any backdrop.

Character

According to Aristotle, the most significant element of any narrative work was its character.  In fact, 
Aristotle defined a story as “character in action,” meaning that our human nature cannot help but reveal 
itself through our activity.  Our interest in character in a fictional work is rooted in our own identification 
with other people, fictional or otherwise.  The way in which an author creates character is called 
characterization.

Point of View

The narrator’s relationship to the story is called point of view.  Since point of view affects every line of 
the story, it is one of the most important decisions that a writer makes in creating his or her story.  Each 
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type of storyteller has advantages and disadvantages.  While a first-person narrator creates a level of 
closeness to the text, it limits the reader’s access to only one way of seeing the world of the story.  
Conversely, an omniscient narrator may satisfy any curiosity a reader may have about character or setting, 
but such authorial power may seem like a barrier between the reader and the text.  The less-frequently used 
objective narrator may seem like a positive compromise, but it can also appear cold and unfeeling since it 
lacks any emotional or psychological input from the storyteller.

The author’s tone is also related through selection of point of view, and these factors help create the story’s 
mood for the reader.

Symbol

Any object in a story whose meaning transcends its literal definition is a symbol.  While not every object 
needs to be treated with weightiness and significance, symbols can be an important facet in understanding 
a story.  Objects that reappear frequently in a text, that are described in peculiar ways, or are given special 
attention or focus are often symbolic.

Theme

The main idea expressed in a work of fiction may be called its theme.  Correctly understood, all other 
elements of narrative contribute to the making of a theme.  Every choice that a writer makes -- the events 
of the plot, the descriptions of the characters, the selection of the setting -- is geared toward conveying 
with greatest precision his or her intended message to the reader.

Unlike life in the real world, nothing is accidental in a fictional universe.  Even seemingly random events 
were imagined and written by an intelligent being (the writer) with the intention of provoking a reaction in 
the reader.  In this respect, properly understanding the theme of a work involves accounting for all the 
choices that an author has made.

Literary Term Review
As you read the following selections, keep these literary elements in mind.  How have these writers used 
the raw materials at their disposal to create meaning?  Remember, too, that reading is not a purely 
intellectual exercise.  Fiction is as much an emotional experience as it is a cognitive one.  Allow the careful 
painting of a character, the ingenious twist of a plot, or the powerful resonance of a theme to touch your 
humanity.  These are the pleasures and the rewards of reading.
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William Wymark Jacobs (1863-1943) was a 
British short-story writer, novelist, and playwright.  
His father managed a wharf, and the young 
Jacobs turned this experience into many tales of 
sailors and marine life.  Ironically, most of his 
work was humorous in tone, but he is best 
remembered for the following piece of macabre 
fiction, “The Monkey’s Paw.”

Toward the end of his writing career, Jacobs 
spent most of his time adapting his own works 
for the London stage.  His wife, Agnes Eleanor 
Williams, was noted as an early, vocal supporter 
of women’s voting rights in England.

“THE MONKEY’S PAW”
BY W. W. JACOBS
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“THE MONKEY'S PAW”

by W.W. Jacobs

I.
WITHOUT, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlour of Laburnam Villa the blinds were drawn 
and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game 
involving radical changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked 
comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire.
  "Hark at the wind," said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably 
desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.
  "I'm listening," said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. "Check."
  "I should hardly think that he'd come to-night," said his father, with his hand poised over the board.
  "Mate," replied the son.
  "That's the worst of living so far out," bawled Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence; "of all 
the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places to live in, this is the worst. Pathway's a bog, and the road's a 
torrent. I don't know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses on the road are 
let, they think it doesn't matter."
  "Never mind, dear," said his wife soothingly; "perhaps you'll win the next one."
  Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother and son. The 
words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard.
  "There he is," said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the 
door.
  The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard condoling with the new 
arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, "Tut, tut!" and coughed gently 
as her husband entered the room, followed by a tall burly man, beady of eye and rubicund of visage.
  "Sergeant-Major Morris," he said, introducing him.
  The sergeant-major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly while 
his host got out whisky and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire.
  At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager 
interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of strange 
scenes and doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange peoples.
  "Twenty-one years of it," said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. "When he went away he was a 
slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him."
  "He don't look to have taken much harm," said Mrs. White, politely.
  "I'd like to go to India myself," said the old man, "just to look round a bit, you know."
  "Better where you are," said the sergeant-major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass, and 
sighing softly, shook it again.
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  "I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers," said the old man. "What was that you 
started telling me the other day about a monkey's paw or something, Morris?"
  "Nothing," said the soldier hastily. "Leastways, nothing worth hearing."
  "Monkey's paw?" said Mrs. White curiously.
  "Well, it's just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps," said the sergeant-major off-handedly.
  His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absentmindedly put his empty glass to his lips 
and then set it down again. His host filled it for him.
  "To look at," said the sergeant-major, fumbling in his pocket, "it's just an ordinary little paw, dried to a 
mummy."
  He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her 
son, taking it, examined it curiously.
  "And what is there special about it?" inquired Mr. White, as he took it from his son and, having 
examined it, placed it upon the table.
  "It had a spell put on it by an old fakir," said the sergeant-major, "a very holy man. He wanted to show 
that fate ruled people's lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on 
it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it."
  His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their light laughter jarred somewhat.
  "Well, why don't you have three, sir?" said Herbert White cleverly.
  The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. "I have," 
he said quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.
  "And did you really have the three wishes granted?" asked Mrs. White.
  "I did," said the sergeant-major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.
  "And has anybody else wished?" inquired the old lady.
  "The first man had his three wishes, yes," was the reply. "I don't know what the first two were, but the 
third was for death. That's how I got the paw."
  His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.
  "If you've had your three wishes, it's no good to you now, then, Morris," said the old man at last. "What 
do you keep it for?"
  The soldier shook his head. "Fancy, I suppose," he said slowly.
  "If you could have another three wishes," said the old man, eyeing him keenly, "would you have them?"
  "I don't know," said the other. "I don't know."
  He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. 
White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.
  "Better let it burn," said the soldier solemnly.
  "If you don't want it, Morris," said the old man, "give it to me."
  "I won't," said his friend doggedly. "I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don't blame me for what 
happens. Pitch it on the fire again, like a sensible man."
  The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. "How do you do it?" he inquired.
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  "Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,' said the sergeant-major, "but I warn you of the 
consequences."
  "Sounds like the Arabian Nights," said Mrs White, as she rose and began to set the supper. "Don't you 
think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?"
  Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket and then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant-
major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.
  "If you must wish," he said gruffly, "wish for something sensible."
  Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the 
business of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled 
fashion to a second instalment of the soldier's adventures in India.
  "If the tale about the monkey paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us," said Herbert, 
as the door closed behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last train, "we shan't make much out 
of it."
  "Did you give him anything for it, father?" inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely.
  "A trifle," said he, colouring slightly. "He didn't want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me 
again to throw it away."
  "Likely," said Herbert, with pretended horror. "Why, we're going to be rich, and famous, and happy. 
Wish to be an emperor, father, to begin with; then you can't be henpecked."
  He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar.
  Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. "I don't know what to wish for, and 
that's a fact," he said slowly. "It seems to me I've got all I want."
  "If you only cleared the house, you'd be quite happy, wouldn't you?" said Herbert, with his hand on his 
shoulder. "Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that'll just do it."
  His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn 
face somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive chords.
  "I wish for two hundred pounds," said the old man distinctly.
  A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His 
wife and son ran toward him.
  "It moved, he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor. "As I wished it twisted 
in my hands like a snake."
  "Well, I don't see the money," said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table, "and I bet I 
never shall."
  "It must have been your fancy, father," said his wife, regarding him anxiously.
  He shook his head. "Never mind, though; there's no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same."
  They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher 
than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and 
depressing settled upon all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night.
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  "I expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed," said Herbert, as he bade 
them good-night, "and something horrible squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket 
your ill-gotten gains."
  He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and seeing faces in it. The last face was so horrible 
and so simian that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid that, with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on the 
table for a glass containing a little water to throw over it. His hand grasped the monkey's paw, and with a 
little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat and went up to bed.
 

II.
IN the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table Herbert laughed 
at his fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the previous 
night, and the dirty, shrivelled little paw was pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness which betokened 
no great belief in its virtues.
  "I suppose all old soldiers are the same," said Mrs White. "The idea of our listening to such nonsense! 
How could wishes be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, 
father?"
  "Might drop on his head from the sky," said the frivolous Herbert.
  "Morris said the things happened so naturally," said his father, "that you might if you so wished 
attribute it to coincidence."
  "Well, don't break into the money before I come back," said Herbert, as he rose from the table. "I'm 
afraid it'll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you."
  His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the road, and returning to the 
breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her husband's credulity. All of which did not prevent her 
from scurrying to the door at the postman's knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to 
retired sergeant-majors of bibulous habits when she found that the post brought a tailor's bill.
  "Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home," she said, as they 
sat at dinner.
  "I dare say," said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; "but for all that, the thing moved in my 
hand; that I'll swear to."
  "You thought it did," said the old lady soothingly.
  "I say it did," replied the other. "There was no thought about it; I had just----What's the matter?"
  His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering in 
an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental 
connection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed and wore a silk 
hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth time he 
stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. 
White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the strings of her 
apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her chair.
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  She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed at her furtively, and listened 
in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband's coat, 
a garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex would permit, 
for him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely silent.
  "I--was asked to call," he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. "I 
come from Maw and Meggins."
  The old lady started. "Is anything the matter?" she asked breathlessly. "Has anything happened to 
Herbert? What is it? What is it?"
  Her husband interposed. "There, there, mother," he said hastily. "Sit down, and don't jump to 
conclusions. You've not brought bad news, I'm sure, sir" and he eyed the other wistfully.
  "I'm sorry----" began the visitor.
  "Is he hurt?" demanded the mother.
  The visitor bowed in assent. "Badly hurt," he said quietly, "but he is not in any pain."
  "Oh, thank God!" said the old woman, clasping her hands. "Thank God for that! Thank----"
  She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned upon her and she saw the awful 
confirmation of her fears in the other's averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to her slower-
witted husband, laid her trembling old hand upon his. There was a long silence.
  "He was caught in the machinery," said the visitor at length, in a low voice.
  "Caught in the machinery," repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, "yes."
  He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his wife's hand between his own, pressed it as he 
had been wont to do in their old courting days nearly forty years before.
  "He was the only one left to us," he said, turning gently to the visitor. "It is hard."
  The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. "The firm wished me to convey their 
sincere sympathy with you in your great loss," he said, without looking round. "I beg that you will 
understand I am only their servant and merely obeying orders."
  There was no reply; the old woman's face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the 
husband's face was a look such as his friend the sergeant might have carried into his first action.
  "I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility," continued the other. "They admit no 
liability at all, but in consideration of your son's services they wish to present you with a certain sum as 
compensation."
  Mr. White dropped his wife's hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. His 
dry lips shaped the words, "How much?"
  "Two hundred pounds," was the answer.
  Unconscious of his wife's shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and 
dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.
 

III.
  IN the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, and came back 
to a house steeped in shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, 
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and remained in a state of expectation as though of something else to happen--something else which was to 
lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear.
  But the days passed, and expectation gave place to resignation--the hopeless resignation of the old, 
sometimes miscalled, apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for now they had nothing to talk 
about, and their days were long to weariness.
  It was about a week after that that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand 
and found himself alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound of subdued weeping came from the 
window. He raised himself in bed and listened.
  "Come back," he said tenderly. "You will be cold."
  "It is colder for my son," said the old woman, and wept afresh.
  The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He 
dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with a start.
  "The paw!" she cried wildly. "The monkey's paw!"
  He started up in alarm. "Where? Where is it? What's the matter?"
  She came stumbling across the room toward him. "I want it," she said quietly. "You've not destroyed 
it?"
  "It's in the parlour, on the bracket," he replied, marvelling. "Why?"
  She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.
  "I only just thought of it," she said hysterically. "Why didn't I think of it before? Why 
didn't you think of it?"
  "Think of what?" he questioned.
  "The other two wishes," she replied rapidly. "We've only had one."
  "Was not that enough?" he demanded fiercely.
  "No," she cried, triumphantly; "we'll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive 
again."
  The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. "Good God, you are mad!" he 
cried aghast.
  "Get it," she panted; "get it quickly, and wish---- Oh, my boy, my boy!"
  Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. "Get back to bed," he said, unsteadily. "You don't know 
what you are saying."
  "We had the first wish granted," said the old woman, feverishly; "why not the second."
  "A coincidence," stammered the old man.
  "Go and get it and wish," cried the old woman, quivering with excitement.
  The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook. "He has been dead ten days, and besides 
he--I would not tell you else, but--I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he was too terrible for you 
to see then, how now?"
  "Bring him back," cried the old woman, and dragged him toward the door. "Do you think I fear the 
child I have nursed?"
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  He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlour, and then to the mantelpiece. The 
talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might bring his mutilated son before 
him ere he could escape from the room seized upon him, and he caught his breath as he found that he had 
lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped along 
the wall until he found himself in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand.
  Even his wife's face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, and to his 
fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her.
  "Wish!" she cried, in a strong voice.
  "It is foolish and wicked," he faltered.
  "Wish!" repeated his wife.
  He raised his hand. "I wish my son alive again."
  The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the 
old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind.
  He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering 
through the window. The candle end, which had burnt below the rim of the china candlestick, was 
throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The 
old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a 
minute or two afterward the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him.
  Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky 
mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time 
screwing up his courage, the husband took the box of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a 
candle.
  At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike another, and at the same moment 
a knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front door.
  The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, his breath suspended until the knock was 
repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind him. A third knock 
sounded through the house.
  "What's that?" cried the old woman, starting up.
  "A rat," said the old man, in shaking tones--"a rat. It passed me on the stairs."
  His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.
  "It's Herbert!" she screamed. "It's Herbert!"
  She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, held her tightly.
  "What are you going to do?" he whispered hoarsely.
  "It's my boy; it's Herbert!" she cried, struggling mechanically. "I forgot it was two miles away. What are 
you holding me for? Let go. I must open the door."
  "For God's sake, don't let it in," cried the old man trembling.
  "You're afraid of your own son," she cried, struggling. "Let me go. I'm coming, Herbert; I'm coming."
  There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from 
the room. Her husband followed to the landing, and called after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs. 
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He heard the chain rattle back and the bottom bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the old 
woman's voice, strained and panting.
  "The bolt," she cried loudly. "Come down. I can't reach it."
  But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If he 
could only find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the 
house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He heard 
the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, and at the same moment he found the monkey's paw, and 
frantically breathed his third and last wish.
  The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard the chair 
drawn back and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase, and a long loud wail of 
disappointment and misery from his wife gave him courage to run down to her side, and then to the gate 
beyond. The street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.

Review Questions
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The life of the French short-story master Guy de 
Maupassant (b. 1850 - d. 1893) was filled with 
interesting brushes with celebrity and fame.  
Through his mother’s influence, he came to be a 
protégé of the important novelist Gustave 
Flaubert.  At this same young age, he also saved 
the famed English poet Algernon Swinburne from 
drowning off the shores of France.  His 
reputation, however, has never needed to rely on 
his famous connections.  His best work 
coincided with a period of great productivity in 
the short story as a literary entertainment, 
particularly in circulating periodicals.  It is 
through works such as “The False Gems” that de 
Maupassant became known as one of the 
“Fathers of the Modern Short Story.” 

“THE FALSE GEMS”
BY GUY DE MAUPASSANT
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“THE FALSE GEMS”

by Guy de Maupassant

Monsieur Lantin had met the young girl at a reception at the house of the second head of his 
department, and had fallen head over heels in love with her.

She was the daughter of a provincial tax collector, who had been dead several years. She and her 
mother came to live in Paris, where the latter, who made the acquaintance of some of the families in her 
neighborhood, hoped to find a husband for her daughter.

They had very moderate means, and were honorable, gentle, and quiet.
The young girl was a perfect type of the virtuous woman in whose hands every sensible young man 

dreams of one day intrusting his happiness. Her simple beauty had the charm of angelic modesty, and the 
imperceptible smile which constantly hovered about the lips seemed to be the reflection of a pure and 
lovely soul. Her praises resounded on every side. People never tired of repeating: "Happy the man who wins 
her love! He could not find a better wife."

Monsieur Lantin, then chief clerk in the Department of the Interior, enjoyed a snug little salary of 
three thousand five hundred francs, and he proposed to this model young girl, and was accepted.

He was unspeakably happy with her. She governed his household with such clever economy that they 
seemed to live in luxury. She lavished the most delicate attentions on her husband, coaxed and fondled him; 
and so great was her charm that six years after their marriage, Monsieur Lantin discovered that he loved his 
wife even more than during the first days of their honeymoon.

He found fault with only two of her tastes: Her love for the theatre, and her taste for imitation 
jewelry. Her friends (the wives of some petty officials) frequently procured for her a box at the theatre, 
often for the first representations of the new plays; and her husband was obliged to accompany her, 
whether he wished it or not, to these entertainments which bored him excessively after his day's work at 
the office.

After a time, Monsieur Lantin begged his wife to request some lady of her acquaintance to 
accompany her, and to bring her home after the theatre. She opposed this arrangement, at first; but, after 
much persuasion, finally consented, to the infinite delight of her husband.

Now, with her love for the theatre, came also the desire for ornaments. Her costumes remained as 
before, simple, in good taste, and always modest; but she soon began to adorn her ears with huge 
rhinestones, which glittered and sparkled like real diamonds. Around her neck she wore strings of false 
pearls, on her arms bracelets of imitation gold, and combs set with glass jewels.

Her husband frequently remonstrated with her, saying:
"My dear, as you cannot afford to buy real jewelry, you ought to appear adorned with your beauty and 

modesty alone, which are the rarest ornaments of your sex."
But she would smile sweetly, and say:
"What can I do? I am so fond of jewelry. It is my only weakness. We cannot change our nature."
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Then she would wind the pearl necklace round her fingers, make the facets of the crystal gems 
sparkle, and say:

"Look! are they not lovely? One would swear they were real."
Monsieur Lantin would then answer, smilingly:
"You have bohemian tastes, my dear."
Sometimes, of an evening, when they were enjoying a tete-a-tote by the fireside, she would place on 

the tea table the morocco leather box containing the "trash," as Monsieur Lantin called it. She would 
examine the false gems with a passionate attention, as though they imparted some deep and secret joy; and 
she often persisted in passing a necklace around her husband's neck, and, laughing heartily, would exclaim: 
"How droll you look!" Then she would throw herself into his arms, and kiss him affectionately.

One evening, in winter, she had been to the opera, and returned home chilled through and through. 
The next morning she coughed, and eight days later she died of inflammation of the lungs.

Monsieur Lantin's despair was so great that his hair became white in one month. He wept 
unceasingly; his heart was broken as he remembered her smile, her voice, every charm of his dead wife.

Time did not assuage his grief. Often, during office hours, while his colleagues were discussing the 
topics of the day, his eyes would suddenly fill with tears, and he would give vent to his grief in heartrending 
sobs. Everything in his wife's room remained as it was during her lifetime; all her furniture, even her 
clothing, being left as it was on the day of her death. Here he was wont to seclude himself daily and think 
of her who had been his treasure-the joy of his existence.

But life soon became a struggle. His income, which, in the hands of his wife, covered all household 
expenses, was now no longer sufficient for his own immediate wants; and he wondered how she could have 
managed to buy such excellent wine and the rare delicacies which he could no longer procure with his 
modest resources.

He incurred some debts, and was soon reduced to absolute poverty. One morning, finding himself 
without a cent in his pocket, he resolved to sell something, and immediately the thought occurred to him 
of disposing of his wife's paste jewels, for he cherished in his heart a sort of rancor against these 
"deceptions," which had always irritated him in the past. The very sight of them spoiled, somewhat, the 
memory of his lost darling.

To the last days of her life she had continued to make purchases, bringing home new gems almost 
every evening, and he turned them over some time before finally deciding to sell the heavy necklace, which 
she seemed to prefer, and which, he thought, ought to be worth about six or seven francs; for it was of very 
fine workmanship, though only imitation.

He put it in his pocket, and started out in search of what seemed a reliable jeweler's shop. At length 
he found one, and went in, feeling a little ashamed to expose his misery, and also to offer such a worthless 
article for sale.

"Sir," said he to the merchant, "I would like to know what this is worth."
The man took the necklace, examined it, called his clerk, and made some remarks in an undertone; 

he then put the ornament back on the counter, and looked at it from a distance to judge of the effect.
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Monsieur Lantin, annoyed at all these ceremonies, was on the point of saying: "Oh! I know well 
'enough it is not worth anything," when the jeweler said: "Sir, that necklace is worth from twelve to fifteen 
thousand francs; but I could not buy it, unless you can tell me exactly where it came from."

The widower opened his eyes wide and remained gaping, not comprehending the merchant's 
meaning. Finally he stammered: "You say--are you sure?' The other replied, drily: "You can try elsewhere 
and see if any one will offer you more. I consider it worth fifteen thousand at the most. Come back; here, if 
you cannot do better."

Monsieur Lantin, beside himself with astonishment, took up the necklace and left the store. He 
wished time for reflection.

Once outside, he felt inclined to laugh, and said to himself: "The fool! Oh, the fool! Had I only taken 
him at his word! That jeweler cannot distinguish real diamonds from the imitation article."

A few minutes after, he entered another store, in the Rue de la Paix. As soon as the proprietor glanced 
at the necklace, he cried out:

"Ah, parbleu! I know it well; it was bought here."
Monsieur Lantin, greatly disturbed, asked:
"How much is it worth?"
"Well, I sold it for twenty thousand francs. I am willing to take it back for eighteen thousand, when 

you inform me, according to our legal formality, how it came to be in your possession."
This time, Monsieur Lantin was dumfounded. He replied:
"But--but--examine it well. Until this moment I was under the impression that it was imitation."
The jeweler asked:
"What is your name, sir?"
"Lantin--I am in the employ of the Minister of the Interior. I live at number sixteen Rue des 

Martyrs."
The merchant looked through his books, found the entry, and said: "That necklace was sent to 

Madame Lantin's address, sixteen Rue des Martyrs, July 20, 1876."
The two men looked into each other's eyes--the widower speechless with astonishment; the jeweler 

scenting a thief. The latter broke the silence.
"Will you leave this necklace here for twenty-four hours?" said he; "I will give you a receipt."
Monsieur Lantin answered hastily: "Yes, certainly." Then, putting the ticket in his pocket, he left the 

store.
He wandered aimlessly through the streets, his mind in a state of dreadful confusion. He tried to 

reason, to understand. His wife could not afford to purchase such a costly ornament. Certainly not.
But, then, it must have been a present!--a present!--a present, from whom? Why was it given her?
He stopped, and remained standing in the middle of the street. A horrible doubt entered his mind--

She? Then, all the other jewels must have been presents, too! The earth seemed to tremble beneath him--
the tree before him to be falling; he threw up his arms, and fell to the ground, unconscious. He recovered 
his senses in a pharmacy, into which the passers-by had borne him. He asked to be taken home, and, when 
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he reached the house, he shut himself up in his room, and wept until nightfall. Finally, overcome with 
fatigue, he went to bed and fell into a heavy sleep.

The sun awoke him next morning, and he began to dress slowly to go to the office. It was hard to 
work after such shocks. He sent a letter to his employer, requesting to be excused. Then he remembered 
that he had to return to the jeweler's. He did not like the idea; but he could not leave the necklace with 
that man. He dressed and went out.

It was a lovely day; a clear, blue sky smiled on the busy city below. Men of leisure were strolling about 
with their hands in their pockets.

Monsieur Lantin, observing them, said to himself: "The rich, indeed, are happy. With money it is 
possible to forget even the deepest sorrow. One can go where one pleases, and in travel find that distraction 
which is the surest cure for grief. Oh if I were only rich!"

He perceived that he was hungry, but his pocket was empty. He again remembered the necklace. 
Eighteen thousand francs! Eighteen thousand francs! What a sum!

He soon arrived in the Rue de la Paix, opposite the jeweler's. Eighteen thousand francs! Twenty times 
he resolved to go in, but shame kept him back. He was hungry, however--very hungry--and not a cent in his 
pocket. He decided quickly, ran across the street, in order not to have time for reflection, and rushed into 
the store.

The proprietor immediately came forward, and politely offered him a chair; the clerks glanced at him 
knowingly.

"I have made inquiries, Monsieur Lantin," said the jeweler, "and if you are still resolved to dispose of 
the gems, I am ready to pay you the price I offered."

"Certainly, sir," stammered Monsieur Lantin.
Whereupon the proprietor took from a drawer eighteen large bills, counted, and handed them to 

Monsieur Lantin, who signed a receipt; and, with trembling hand, put the money into his pocket.
As he was about to leave the store, he turned toward the merchant, who still wore the same knowing 

smile, and lowering his eyes, said:
"I have--I have other gems, which came from the same source. Will you buy them, also?"
The merchant bowed: "Certainly, sir."
Monsieur Lantin said gravely: "I will bring them to you." An hour later, he returned with the gems.
The large diamond earrings were worth twenty thousand francs; the bracelets, thirty-five thousand; 

the rings, sixteen thousand; a set of emeralds and sapphires, fourteen thousand; a gold chain with solitaire 
pendant, forty thousand--making the sum of one hundred and forty-three thousand francs.

The jeweler remarked, jokingly:
"There was a person who invested all her savings in precious stones."
Monsieur Lantin replied, seriously:
"It is only another way of investing one's money."
That day he lunched at Voisin's, and drank wine worth twenty francs a bottle. Then he hired a 

carriage and made a tour of the Bois. He gazed at the various turnouts with a kind of disdain, and could 
hardly refrain from crying out to the occupants:
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"I, too, am rich!--I am worth two hundred thousand francs."
Suddenly he thought of his employer. He drove up to the bureau, and entered gaily, saying:
"Sir, I have come to resign my position. I have just inherited three hundred thousand francs."
He shook hands with his former colleagues, and confided to them some of his projects for the future; 

he then went off to dine at the Cafe Anglais.
He seated himself beside a gentleman of aristocratic bearing; and, during the meal, informed the 

latter confidentially that he had just inherited a fortune of four hundred thousand francs.
For the first time in his life, he was not bored at the theatre, and spent the remainder of the night in a 

gay frolic.
Six months afterward, he married again. His second wife was a very virtuous woman; but had a violent 

temper. She caused him much sorrow.

Review Questions
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by Guy de Maupassant

She was one of those pretty and charming girls, born by a blunder of destiny in a family of employees. She 
had no dowry, no expectations, no means of being known, understood, loved, married by a man rich and 
distinguished; and she let them make a match for her with a little clerk in the Department of Education.
  She was simple since she could not be adorned; but she was unhappy as though kept out of her own 
class; for women have no caste and no descent, their beauty, their grace, and their charm serving them 
instead of birth and fortune. Their native keenness, their instinctive elegance, their flexibility of mind, are 
their only hierarchy; and these make the daughters of the people the equals of the most lofty dames.
  She suffered intensely, feeling herself born for every delicacy and every luxury. She suffered from the 
poverty of her dwelling, from the worn walls, the abraded chairs, the ugliness of the stuffs. All these things, 
which another woman of her caste would not even have noticed, tortured her and made her indignant. The 
sight of the little girl from Brittany who did her humble housework awoke in her desolated regrets and 
distracted dreams. She let her mind dwell on the quiet vestibules, hung with Oriental tapestries, lighted by 
tall lamps of bronze, and on the two tall footmen in knee breeches who dozed in the large armchairs, made 
drowsy by the heat of the furnace. She let her mind dwell on the large parlors, decked with old silk, with 
their delicate furniture, supporting precious bric-a-brac, and on the coquettish little rooms, perfumed, 
prepared for the five o’clock chat with the most intimate friends, men well known and sought after, whose 
attentions all women envied and desired.
  When she sat down to dine, before a tablecloth three days old, in front of her husband, who lifted the 
cover of the tureen, declaring with an air of satisfaction, “Ah, the good pot-au-feu. I don’t know anything 
better than that,” she was thinking of delicate repasts, with glittering silver, with tapestries peopling the 
walls with ancient figures and with strange birds in a fairy-like forest; she was thinking of exquisite dishes, 
served in marvelous platters, of compliment whispered and heard with a sphinx-like smile, while she was 
eating the rosy flesh of a trout or the wings of a quail.
  She had no dresses, no jewelry, nothing. And she loved nothing else; she felt herself made for that only. 
She would so much have liked to please, to be envied, to be seductive and sought after.
  She had a rich friend, a comrade of her convent days, whom she did not want to go and see any more, 
so much did she suffer as she came away. And she wept all day long, from chagrin, from regret, from 
despair, and from distress.
  
But one evening her husband came in with a proud air, holding in his hand a large envelope.
  “There,” said he, “there’s something for you.”
  She quickly tore the paper and took out of it a printed card which bore these words:—

“THE NECKLACE”

(FOR BIOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION ON THE AUTHOR, SEE DE MAUPASSANT)
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  “The Minister of Education and Mme. Georges Rampouneau beg M. and Mme. Loisel to do them the 
honor to pass the evening with them at the palace of the Ministry, on Monday, January 18.”
  Instead of being delighted, as her husband hoped, she threw the invitation on the table with annoyance, 
murmuring—
  “What do you want me to do with that?”
  “But, my dear, I thought you would be pleased. You never go out, and here’s a chance, a fine one. I had 
the hardest work to get it. Everybody is after them; they are greatly sought for and not many are given to 
the clerks. You will see there all the official world.”
  She looked at him with an irritated eye and she declared with impatience:—
  “What do you want me to put on my back to go there?”
  He had not thought of that; he hesitated:—
  “But the dress in which you go to the theater. That looks very well to me—”
  He shut up, astonished and distracted at seeing that his wife was weeping. Two big tears were 
descending slowly from the corners of the eyes to the corners of the mouth. He stuttered:—
  “What’s the matter? What’s the matter?”
  But by a violent effort she had conquered her trouble, and she replied in a calm voice as she wiped her 
damp cheeks:—
  “Nothing. Only I have no clothes, and in consequence I cannot go to this party. Give your card to some 
colleague whose wife has a better outfit than I.”
  He was disconsolate. He began again:—
  “See here, Mathilde, how much would this cost, a proper dress, which would do on other occasions; 
something very simple?”
  She reflected a few seconds, going over her calculations, and thinking also of the sum which she might 
ask without meeting an immediate refusal and a frightened exclamation from the frugal clerk.
  At last, she answered hesitatingly:—
  “I don’t know exactly, but it seems to me that with four hundred francs I might do it.”
  He grew a little pale, for he was reserving just that sum to buy a gun and treat himself to a little 
shooting, the next summer, on the plain of Nanterre, with some friends who used to shoot larks there on 
Sundays.
  But he said:—
  “All right. I will give you four hundred francs. But take care to have a pretty dress.”
  
The day of the party drew near, and Mme. Loisel seemed sad, restless, anxious. Yet her dress was ready. One 
evening her husband said to her:—
  “What’s the matter? Come, now, you have been quite queer these last three days.”
  And she answered:—
  “It annoys me not to have a jewel, not a single stone, to put on. I shall look like distress. I would almost 
rather not go to this party.”
  He answered:—
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  “You will wear some natural flowers. They are very stylish this time of the year. For ten francs you will 
have two or three magnificent roses.”
  But she was not convinced.
  “No; there’s nothing more humiliating than to look poor among a lot of rich women.”
  But her husband cried:—
  “What a goose you are! Go find your friend, Mme. Forester, and ask her to lend you some jewelry. You 
know her well enough to do that.”
  She gave a cry of joy:—
  “That’s true. I had not thought of it.”
  The next day she went to her friend’s and told her about her distress.
  Mme. Forester went to her mirrored wardrobe, took out a large casket, brought it, opened it, and said 
to Mme. Loisel:—
  “Choose, my dear.”
  She saw at first bracelets, then a necklace of pearls, then a Venetian cross of gold set with precious 
stones of an admirable workmanship. She tried on the ornaments before the glass, hesitated, and could not 
decide to take them off and to give them up. She kept on asking:—
  “You haven’t anything else?”
  “Yes, yes. Look. I do not know what will happen to please you.”
  All at once she discovered, in a box of black satin, a superb necklace of diamonds, and her heart began 
to beat with boundless desire. Her hands trembled in taking it up. She fastened it round her throat, on her 
high dress, and remained in ecstasy before herself.
  Then, she asked, hesitating, full of anxiety:—
  “Can you lend me this, only this?”
  “Yes, yes, certainly.”
  She sprang to her friend’s neck, kissed her with ardor, and then escaped with her treasure.
  
The day of the party arrived. Mme. Loisel was a success. She was the prettiest of them all, elegant, gracious, 
smiling, and mad with joy. All the men were looking at her, inquiring her name, asking to be introduced. All 
the attaches of the Cabinet wanted to dance with her. The Minister took notice of her.
  She danced with delight, with passion, intoxicated with pleasure, thinking of nothing, in the triumph of 
her beauty, in the glory of her success, in a sort of cloud of happiness made up of all these tributes, of all 
the admirations, of all these awakened desires, of this victory so complete and so sweet to a woman’s heart.
  She went away about four in the morning. Since midnight—her husband has been dozing in a little 
anteroom with three other men whose wives were having a good time.
  He threw over her shoulders the wraps he had brought to go home in, modest garments of every-day 
life, the poverty of which was out of keeping with the elegance of the ball dress. She felt this, and wanted 
to fly so as not to be noticed by the other women, who were wrapping themselves up in rich furs.
  Loisel kept her back—
  “Wait a minute; you will catch cold outside; I’ll call a cab.”
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  But she did not listen to him, and went downstairs rapidly. When they were in the street, they could 
not find a carriage, and they set out in search of one, hailing the drivers whom they saw passing in the 
distance.
  They went down toward the Seine, disgusted, shivering. Finally, they found on the Quai one of those 
old night-hawk cabs which one sees in Paris only after night has fallen, as though they are ashamed of their 
misery in the daytime.
  It brought them to their door, rue des Martyrs; and they went up their own stairs sadly. For her it was 
finished. And he was thinking that he would have to be at the Ministry at ten o’clock.
  She took off the wraps with which she had covered her shoulders, before the mirror, so as to see herself 
once more in her glory. But suddenly she gave a cry. She no longer had the necklace around her throat!
  Her husband, half undressed already, asked—
  “What is the matter with you?”
  She turned to him, terror-stricken:—
  “I—I—I have not Mme. Forester’s diamond necklace!”
  He jumped up, frightened—
  “What? How? It is not possible!”
  And they searched in the folds of the dress, in the folds of the wrap, in the pockets, everywhere. They 
did not find it.
  He asked:—
  “Are you sure you still had it when you left the ball?”
  “Yes, I touched it in the vestibule of the Ministry.”
  “But if you had lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall. It must be in the cab.”
  “Yes. That is probable. Did you take the number?”
  “No. And you—you did not even look at it?”
  “No.”
  They gazed at each other, crushed. At last Loisel dressed himself again.
  “I’m going,” he said, “back the whole distance we came on foot, to see if I cannot find it.”
  And he went out. She stayed there, in her ball dress, without strength to go to bed, overwhelmed, on a 
chair, without a fire, without a thought.
  Her husband came back about seven o’clock. He had found nothing.
  Then he went to police headquarters, to the newspapers to offer a reward, to the cab company; he did 
everything, in fact, that a trace of hope could urge him to.
  She waited all day, in the same dazed state in face of this horrible disaster.
  Loisel came back in the evening, with his face worn and white; he had discovered nothing.
  “You must write to your friend,” he said, “that you have broken the clasp of her necklace and that you 
are having it repaired. That will give us time to turn around.”
  She wrote as he dictated.
  
At the end of a week they had lost all hope. And Loisel, aged by five years, declared:—
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  “We must see how we can replace those jewels.”
  The next day they took the case which had held them to the jeweler whose name was in the cover. He 
consulted his books.
  “It was not I, madam, who sold this necklace. I only supplied the case.”
  Then they went from jeweler to jeweler, looking for a necklace like the other, consulting their memory,
—sick both of them with grief and anxiety.
  In a shop in the Palais Royal, they found a diamond necklace that seemed to them absolutely like the 
one they were seeking. It was priced forty thousand francs. They could have it for thirty-six.
  They begged the jeweler not to sell it for three days. And they made a bargain that he should take it 
back for thirty-four thousand, if the first was found before the end of February.
  Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs which his father had left him. He had to borrow the 
remainder.
  He borrowed, asking a thousand francs from one, five hundred from another, five here, three louis 
there. He gave promissory notes, made ruinous agreements, dealt with usurers, with all kinds of lenders. 
He compromised the end of his life, risked his signature without even knowing whether it could be 
honored; and, frightened by all the anguish of the future, by the black misery which was about to settle 
down on him, by the perspective of all sorts of physical deprivations and of all sorts of moral tortures, he 
went to buy the new diamond necklace, laying down on the jeweler’s counter thirty-six thousand francs.
  When Mme. Loisel took back the necklace to Mme. Forester, the latter said, with an irritated air:—
  “You ought to have brought it back sooner, for I might have needed it.”
  She did not open the case, which her friend had been fearing. If she had noticed the substitution, what 
would she have thought? What would she have said? Might she not have been taken for a thief?
  
Mme. Loisel learned the horrible life of the needy. She made the best of it, moreover, frankly, heroically. 
The frightful debt must be paid. She would pay it. They dismissed the servant; they changed their rooms; 
they took an attic under the roof.
  She learned the rough work of the household, the odious labors of the kitchen. She washed the dishes, 
wearing out her pink nails on the greasy pots and the bottoms of the pans. She washed the dirty linen, the 
shirts and the towels, which she dried on a rope; she carried down the garbage to the street every morning, 
and she carried up the water, pausing for breath on every floor. And, dressed like a woman of the people, 
she went to the fruiterer, the grocer, the butcher, a basket on her arm, bargaining, insulted, fighting for her 
wretched money, sou by sou.
  Every month they had to pay notes, to renew others to gain time.
  The husband worked in the evening keeping up the books of a shopkeeper, and at night often he did 
copying at five sous the page.
  And this life lasted ten years.
  At the end of ten years they had paid everything back, everything, with the rates of usury and all the 
accumulation of heaped-up interest.
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  Mme. Loisel seemed aged now. She had become the robust woman, hard and rough, of a poor 
household. Badly combed, with her skirts awry and her hands red, her voice was loud, and she washed the 
floor with splashing water.
  But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat down by the window and she thought of 
that evening long ago, of that ball, where she had been so beautiful and so admired.
  What would have happened if she had not lost that necklace? Who knows? Who knows? How singular 
life is, how changeable! What a little thing it takes to save you or to lose you.
  Then, one Sunday, as she was taking a turn in the Champs Elysées, as a recreation after the labors of the 
week, she perceived suddenly a woman walking with a child. It was Mme. Forester, still young, still 
beautiful, still seductive.
  Mme. Loisel felt moved. Should she speak to her? Yes, certainly. And now that she had paid up, she 
would tell her all. Why not?
  She drew near.
  “Good morning, Jeanne.”
  The other did not recognize her, astonished to be hailed thus familiarly by this woman of the people. 
She hesitated—
  “But—madam—I don’t know—are you not making a mistake?”
  “No. I am Mathilde Loisel.”
  Her friend gave a cry—
  “Oh!—My poor Mathilde, how you are changed.”
  “Yes, I have had hard days since I saw you, and many troubles,—and that because of you.”
  “Of me?—How so?”
  “You remember that diamond necklace that you lent me to go to the ball at the Ministry?”
  “Yes. And then?”
  “Well, I lost it.”
  “How can that be?—since you brought it back to me?”
  “I brought you back another just like it. And now for ten years we have been paying for it. You will 
understand that it was not easy for us, who had nothing. At last, it is done, and I am mighty glad.”
  Mme. Forester had guessed.
  “You say that you bought a diamond necklace to replace mine?”
  “Yes. You did not notice it, even, did you? They were exactly alike?”
  And she smiled with proud and naïve joy.
  Mme. Forester, much moved, took her by both hands:—
  “Oh, my poor Mathilde. But mine were false. At most they were worth five hundred francs!”
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Hector Hugh Munro (b. 1870 - d. 1916) was an 
English writer of fiction and drama.  He was born 
in the British colony of Burma (known today as 
Myanmar) to parents working for the Imperial 
Authorities.  A tragic accident claimed the life of 
his mother when he was only two, and Munro 
was thereafter raised in England by his strict 
grandparents.  Once old enough, he moved 
back to Burma while working for the British 
government, as his parents had.  Though old 
enough to be excused from service, Munro 
voluntary enlisted in the infantry during World 
War I.  He ignored doctors’ advice and 
repeatedly returned to the front after injuries and 
illnesses.  He died during battle in France.  His 
work is known for its sharp wit and ironic tone, 
and he is often compared to his American 
contemporary, William Sydney Porter (O. Henry).

“THE INTERLOPERS”
BY SAKI (H. H. MUNRO)
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“THE INTERLOPERS”
by Saki

) In a forest of mixed growth somewhere on the eastern spurs of the Karpathians, a man stood one 
winter night watching and listening, as though he waited for some beast of the woods to come within the 
range of his vision, and, later, of his rifle. But the game for whose presence he kept so keen an outlook was 
none that figured in the sportsman's calendar as lawful and proper for the chase; Ulrich von Gradwitz 
patrolled the dark forest in quest of a human enemy.
     The forest lands of Gradwitz were of wide extent and well stocked with game; the narrow strip of 
precipitous woodland that lay on its outskirt was not remarkable for the game it harboured or the shooting 
it afforded, but it was the most jealously guarded of all its owner's territorial possessions. A famous law suit, 
in the days of his grandfather, had wrested it from the illegal possession of a neighbouring family of petty 
landowners; the dispossessed party had never acquiesced in the judgment of the Courts, and a long series of 
poaching affrays and similar scandals had embittered the relationships between the families for three 
generations. The neighbour feud had grown into a personal one since Ulrich had come to be head of his 
family; if there was a man in the world whom he detested and wished ill to it was Georg Znaeym, the 
inheritor of the quarrel and the tireless game-snatcher and raider of the disputed border-forest. The feud 
might, perhaps, have died down or been compromised if the personal ill-will of the two men had not stood 
in the way; as boys they had thirsted for one another's blood, as men each prayed that misfortune might fall 
on the other, and this wind-scourged winter night Ulrich had banded together his foresters to watch the 
dark forest, not in quest of four-footed quarry, but to keep a look-out for the prowling thieves whom he 
suspected of being afoot from across the land boundary. The roebuck, which usually kept in the sheltered 
hollows during a storm-wind, were running like driven things to-night, and there was movement and unrest 
among the creatures that were wont to sleep through the dark hours. Assuredly there was a disturbing 
element in the forest, and Ulrich could guess the quarter from whence it came.
     He strayed away by himself from the watchers whom he had placed in ambush on the crest of the 
hill, and wandered far down the steep slopes amid the wild tangle of undergrowth, peering through the tree 
trunks and listening through the whistling and skirling of the wind and the restless beating of the branches 
for sight and sound of the marauders. If only on this wild night, in this dark, lone spot, he might come 
across Georg Znaeym, man to man, with none to witness - that was the wish that was uppermost in his 
thoughts. And as he stepped round the trunk of a huge beech he came face to face with the man he sought.
     The two enemies stood glaring at one another for a long silent moment. Each had a rifle in his 
hand, each had hate in his heart and murder uppermost in his mind. The chance had come to give full play 
to the passions of a lifetime. But a man who has been brought up under the code of a restraining 
civilisation cannot easily nerve himself to shoot down his neighbour in cold blood and without word 
spoken, except for an offence against his hearth and honour. And before the moment of hesitation had 
given way to action a deed of Nature's own violence overwhelmed them both. A fierce shriek of the storm 
had been answered by a splitting crash over their heads, and ere they could leap aside a mass of falling 
beech tree had thundered down on them. Ulrich von Gradwitz found himself stretched on the ground, one 
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arm numb beneath him and the other held almost as helplessly in a tight tangle of forked branches, while 
both legs were pinned beneath the fallen mass. His heavy shooting-boots had saved his feet from being 
crushed to pieces, but if his fractures were not as serious as they might have been, at least it was evident 
that he could not move from his present position till some one came to release him. The descending twig 
had slashed the skin of his face, and he had to wink away some drops of blood from his eyelashes before he 
could take in a general view of the disaster. At his side, so near that under ordinary circumstances he could 
almost have touched him, lay Georg Znaeym, alive and struggling, but obviously as helplessly pinioned 
down as himself. All round them lay a thick- strewn wreckage of splintered branches and broken twigs.
     Relief at being alive and exasperation at his captive plight brought a strange medley of pious thank-
offerings and sharp curses to Ulrich's lips. Georg, who was early blinded with the blood which trickled 
across his eyes, stopped his struggling for a moment to listen, and then gave a short, snarling laugh.
     "So you're not killed, as you ought to be, but you're caught, anyway," he cried; "caught fast. Ho, 
what a jest, Ulrich von Gradwitz snared in his stolen forest. There's real justice for you!"
     And he laughed again, mockingly and savagely.
     "I'm caught in my own forest-land," retorted Ulrich. "When my men come to release us you will 
wish, perhaps, that you were in a better plight than caught poaching on a neighbour's land, shame on you."
     Georg was silent for a moment; then he answered quietly:
     "Are you sure that your men will find much to release? I have men, too, in the forest to-night, close 
behind me, and THEY will be here first and do the releasing. When they drag me out from under these 
damned branches it won't need much clumsiness on their part to roll this mass of trunk right over on the 
top of you. Your men will find you dead under a fallen beech tree. For form's sake I shall send my 
condolences to your family."
     "It is a useful hint," said Ulrich fiercely. "My men had orders to follow in ten minutes time, seven of 
which must have gone by already, and when they get me out - I will remember the hint. Only as you will 
have met your death poaching on my lands I don't think I can decently send any message of condolence to 
your family."
     "Good," snarled Georg, "good. We fight this quarrel out to the death, you and I and our foresters, 
with no cursed interlopers to come between us. Death and damnation to you, Ulrich von Gradwitz."
     "The same to you, Georg Znaeym, forest-thief, game-snatcher."
     Both men spoke with the bitterness of possible defeat before them, for each knew that it might be 
long before his men would seek him out or find him; it was a bare matter of chance which party would 
arrive first on the scene.
     Both had now given up the useless struggle to free themselves from the mass of wood that held 
them down; Ulrich limited his endeavours to an effort to bring his one partially free arm near enough to his 
outer coat-pocket to draw out his wine-flask. Even when he had accomplished that operation it was long 
before he could manage the unscrewing of the stopper or get any of the liquid down his throat. But what a 
Heaven-sent draught it seemed! It was an open winter, and little snow had fallen as yet, hence the captives 
suffered less from the cold than might have been the case at that season of the year; nevertheless, the wine 
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was warming and reviving to the wounded man, and he looked across with something like a throb of pity to 
where his enemy lay, just keeping the groans of pain and weariness from crossing his lips.
     "Could you reach this flask if I threw it over to you?" asked Ulrich suddenly; "there is good wine in 
it, and one may as well be as comfortable as one can. Let us drink, even if to-night one of us dies."
     "No, I can scarcely see anything; there is so much blood caked round my eyes," said Georg, "and in 
any case I don't drink wine with an enemy."
     Ulrich was silent for a few minutes, and lay listening to the weary screeching of the wind. An idea 
was slowly forming and growing in his brain, an idea that gained strength every time that he looked across 
at the man who was fighting so grimly against pain and exhaustion. In the pain and languor that Ulrich 
himself was feeling the old fierce hatred seemed to be dying down.
     "Neighbour," he said presently, "do as you please if your men come first. It was a fair compact. But 
as for me, I've changed my mind. If my men are the first to come you shall be the first to be helped, as 
though you were my guest. We have quarrelled like devils all our lives over this stupid strip of forest, where 
the trees can't even stand upright in a breath of wind. Lying here to-night thinking I've come to think 
we've been rather fools; there are better things in life than getting the better of a boundary dispute. 
Neighbour, if you will help me to bury the old quarrel I - I will ask you to be my friend."
     Georg Znaeym was silent for so long that Ulrich thought, perhaps, he had fainted with the pain of 
his injuries. Then he spoke slowly and in jerks.
     "How the whole region would stare and gabble if we rode into the market-square together. No one 
living can remember seeing a Znaeym and a von Gradwitz talking to one another in friendship. And what 
peace there would be among the forester folk if we ended our feud to-night. And if we choose to make 
peace among our people there is none other to interfere, no interlopers from outside ... You would come 
and keep the Sylvester night beneath my roof, and I would come and feast on some high day at your 
castle ... I would never fire a shot on your land, save when you invited me as a guest; and you should come 
and shoot with me down in the marshes where the wildfowl are. In all the countryside there are none that 
could hinder if we willed to make peace. I never thought to have wanted to do other than hate you all my 
life, but I think I have changed my mind about things too, this last half-hour. And you offered me your 
wineflask ... Ulrich von Gradwitz, I will be your friend."
     For a space both men were silent, turning over in their minds the wonderful changes that this 
dramatic reconciliation would bring about. In the cold, gloomy forest, with the wind tearing in fitful gusts 
through the naked branches and whistling round the tree-trunks, they lay and waited for the help that 
would now bring release and succour to both parties. And each prayed a private prayer that his men might 
be the first to arrive, so that he might be the first to show honourable attention to the enemy that had 
become a friend.
     Presently, as the wind dropped for a moment, Ulrich broke silence.
     "Let's shout for help," he said; he said; "in this lull our voices may carry a little way."
     "They won't carry far through the trees and undergrowth," said Georg, "but we can try. Together, 
then."
     The two raised their voices in a prolonged hunting call.
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     "Together again," said Ulrich a few minutes later, after listening in vain for an answering halloo.
     "I heard nothing but the pestilential wind," said Georg hoarsely.
     There was silence again for some minutes, and then Ulrich gave a joyful cry.
     "I can see figures coming through the wood. They are following in the way I came down the 
hillside."
     Both men raised their voices in as loud a shout as they could muster.
     "They hear us! They've stopped. Now they see us. They're running down the hill towards us," cried 
Ulrich.
     "How many of them are there?" asked Georg.
     "I can't see distinctly," said Ulrich; "nine or ten,"
     "Then they are yours," said Georg; "I had only seven out with me."
     "They are making all the speed they can, brave lads," said Ulrich gladly.
     "Are they your men?" asked Georg. "Are they your men?" he repeated impatiently as Ulrich did not 
answer.
     "No," said Ulrich with a laugh, the idiotic chattering laugh of a man unstrung with hideous fear.
     "Who are they?" asked Georg quickly, straining his eyes to see what the other would gladly not 
have seen.
     "Wolves."

Review Questions
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by Saki

“My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel," said a very self-possessed young lady of fifteen; "in the 
meantime you must try and put up with me."

Framton Nuttel endeavored to say the correct something which should duly flatter the niece of the 
moment without unduly discounting the aunt that was to come. Privately he doubted more than ever 
whether these formal visits on a succession of total strangers would do much towards helping the nerve 
cure which he was supposed to be undergoing

"I know how it will be," his sister had said when he was preparing to migrate to this rural retreat; "you 
will bury yourself down there and not speak to a living soul, and your nerves will be worse than ever from 
moping. I shall just give you letters of introduction to all the people I know there. Some of them, as far as I 
can remember, were quite nice."

Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he was presenting one of the letters of 
introduction came into the nice division.

"Do you know many of the people round here?" asked the niece, when she judged that they had had 
sufficient silent communion.

"Hardly a soul," said Framton. "My sister was staying here, at the rectory, you know, some four years 
ago, and she gave me letters of introduction to some of the people here."

He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret.
"Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?" pursued the self-possessed young lady.
"Only her name and address," admitted the caller. He was wondering whether Mrs. Sappleton was in 

the married or widowed state. An undefinable something about the room seemed to suggest masculine 
habitation.

"Her great tragedy happened just three years ago," said the child; "that would be since your sister's 
time."

"Her tragedy?" asked Framton; somehow in this restful country spot tragedies seemed out of place.
"You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October afternoon," said the niece, 

indicating a large French window that opened on to a lawn.
"It is quite warm for the time of the year," said Framton; "but has that window got anything to do with 

the tragedy?"
"Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her husband and her two young brothers went off 

for their day's shooting. They never came back. In crossing the moor to their favorite snipe-shooting 
ground they were all three engulfed in a treacherous piece of bog. It had been that dreadful wet summer, 
you know, and places that were safe in other years gave way suddenly without warning. Their bodies were 

"THE OPEN WINDOW"
(FOR BIOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION ON THE AUTHOR, SEE SAKI)
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never recovered. That was the dreadful part of it." Here the child's voice lost its self-possessed note and 
became falteringly human. "Poor aunt always thinks that they will come back someday, they and the little 
brown spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at that window just as they used to do. That is why the 
window is kept open every evening till it is quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has often told me how they 
went out, her husband with his white waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her youngest brother, 
singing 'Bertie, why do you bound?' as he always did to tease her, because she said it got on her nerves. Do 
you know, sometimes on still, quiet evenings like this, I almost get a creepy feeling that they will all walk in 
through that window--"

She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to Framton when the aunt bustled into the room 
with a whirl of apologies for being late in making her appearance.

"I hope Vera has been amusing you?" she said.
"She has been very interesting," said Framton.
"I hope you don't mind the open window," said Mrs. Sappleton briskly; "my husband and brothers will 

be home directly from shooting, and they always come in this way. They've been out for snipe in the 
marshes today, so they'll make a fine mess over my poor carpets. So like you menfolk, isn't it?"

She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of birds, and the prospects for duck in 
the winter. To Framton it was all purely horrible. He made a desperate but only partially successful effort to 
turn the talk on to a less ghastly topic, he was conscious that his hostess was giving him only a fragment of 
her attention, and her eyes were constantly straying past him to the open window and the lawn beyond. It 
was certainly an unfortunate coincidence that he should have paid his visit on this tragic anniversary.

"The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of mental excitement, and avoidance of 
anything in the nature of violent physical exercise," announced Framton, who labored under the tolerably 
widespread delusion that total strangers and chance acquaintances are hungry for the least detail of one's 
ailments and infirmities, their cause and cure. "On the matter of diet they are not so much in agreement," 
he continued.

"No?" said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a yawn at the last moment. Then she 
suddenly brightened into alert attention--but not to what Framton was saying.

"Here they are at last!" she cried. "Just in time for tea, and don't they look as if they were muddy up to 
the eyes!"

Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with a look intended to convey sympathetic 
comprehension. The child was staring out through the open window with a dazed horror in her eyes. In a 
chill shock of nameless fear Framton swung round in his seat and looked in the same direction.

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the lawn towards the window, they all 
carried guns under their arms, and one of them was additionally burdened with a white coat hung over his 
shoulders. A tired brown spaniel kept close at their heels. Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a 
hoarse young voice chanted out of the dusk: "I said, Bertie, why do you bound?"
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Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall door, the gravel drive, and the front gate were 
dimly noted stages in his headlong retreat. A cyclist coming along the road had to run into the hedge to 
avoid imminent collision.

"Here we are, my dear," said the bearer of the white mackintosh, coming in through the window, 
"fairly muddy, but most of it's dry. Who was that who bolted out as we came up?"

"A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel," said Mrs. Sappleton; "could only talk about his illnesses, 
and dashed off without a word of goodby or apology when you arrived. One would think he had seen a 
ghost."

"I expect it was the spaniel," said the niece calmly; "he told me he had a horror of dogs. He was once 
hunted into a cemetery somewhere on the banks of the Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, and had to spend 
the night in a newly dug grave with the creatures snarling and grinning and foaming just above him. Enough 
to make anyone lose their nerve."

Romance at short notice was her speciality. 
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Edgar Poe (b. 1809 - d. 1849) was born to David 
and Elizabeth (Liza) Poe in Boston, 
Massachusetts.  Both of his parents were actors, 
and his mother was quite successful in stage 
productions up and down the East Coast of the 
U. S.  Poe’s father abandoned the family while 
Edgar was still an infant, and his mother died 
soon after of tuberculosis (a disease that would 
seem to follow Poe throughout his tragic life).  He 
was then taken in (though never formally 
adopted) by the Allan family, whose name he 
hesitantly added to his own.  When his adoptive 
mother also died of tuberculosis, Poe’s 
relationship with his new father-figure John Allan 
turned rocky.  Poe would battle addiction and 
mental illness throughout his life, but he became 
an incredibly successful writer of fiction, poetry, 
and criticism.  He is credited with inventing the 
genres of science fiction and detective fiction.  
His wife Virginia inspired many of his greatest 
poems before she, too, died of tuberculosis.  
Though he died in obscurity and struggled 
through poverty much of his writing life, Poe 
remains one of America’s finest literary products.  

“THE MASQUE OF RED DEATH”
BY EDGAR ALLAN POE
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THE MASQUE OF RED DEATH

by Edgar Allan Poe

The "Red Death" had long devastated the country. No pestilence had ever been so fatal, or so 
hideous. Blood was its Avatar and its seal -- the redness and the horror of blood. There were sharp pains, 
and sudden dizziness, and then profuse bleeding at the pores, with dissolution. The scarlet stains upon the 
body and especially upon the face of the victim, were the pest ban which shut him out from the aid and 
from the sympathy of his fellow-men. And the whole seizure, progress and termination of the disease, were 
the incidents of half an hour.

But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and sagacious. When his dominions were half 
depopulated, he summoned to his presence a thousand hale and light-hearted friends from among the 
knights and dames of his court, and with these retired to the deep seclusion of one of his castellated 
abbeys. This was an extensive and magnificent structure, the creation of the prince's own eccentric yet 
august taste. A strong and lofty wall girdled it in. This wall had gates of iron. The courtiers, having entered, 
brought furnaces and massy hammers and welded the bolts. They resolved to leave means neither of ingress 
or egress to the sudden impulses of despair or of frenzy from within. The abbey was amply provisioned. 
With such precautions the courtiers might bid defiance to contagion. The external world could take care of 
itself. In the meantime it was folly to grieve, or to think. The prince had provided all the appliances of 
pleasure. There were buffoons, there were improvisatori, there were ballet-dancers, there were musicians, 
there was Beauty, there was wine. All these and security were within. Without was the "Red Death."

It was toward the close of the fifth or sixth month of his seclusion, and while the pestilence raged 
most furiously abroad, that the Prince Prospero entertained his thousand friends at a masked ball of the 
most unusual magnificence.

It was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade. But first let me tell of the rooms in which it was held. 
There were seven -- an imperial suite. In many palaces, however, such suites form a long and straight vista, 
while the folding doors slide back nearly to the walls on either hand, so that the view of the whole extent is 
scarcely impeded. Here the case was very different; as might have been expected from the duke's love of 
the bizarre. The apartments were so irregularly disposed that the vision embraced but little more than one 
at a time. There was a sharp turn at every twenty or thirty yards, and at each turn a novel effect. To the 
right and left, in the middle of each wall, a tall and narrow Gothic window looked out upon a closed 
corridor which pursued the windings of the suite. These windows were of stained glass whose color varied 
in accordance with the prevailing hue of the decorations of the chamber into which it opened. That at the 
eastern extremity was hung, for example, in blue -- and vividly blue were its windows. The second chamber 
was purple in its ornaments and tapestries, and here the panes were purple. The third was green 
throughout, and so were the casements. The fourth was furnished and lighted with orange -- the fifth with 
white -- the sixth with violet. The seventh apartment was closely shrouded in black velvet tapestries that 
hung all over the ceiling and down the walls, falling in heavy folds upon a carpet of the same material and 
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hue. But in this chamber only, the color of the windows failed to correspond with the decorations. The 
panes here were scarlet -- a deep blood color. Now in no one of the seven apartments was there any lamp or 
candelabrum, amid the profusion of golden ornaments that lay scattered to and fro or depended from the 
roof. There was no light of any kind emanating from lamp or candle within the suite of chambers. But in 
the corridors that followed the suite, there stood, opposite to each window, a heavy tripod, bearing a 
brazier of fire that protected its rays through the tinted glass and so glaringly illumined the room. And thus 
were produced a multitude of gaudy and fantastic appearances. But in the western or black chamber the 
effect of the fire-light that streamed upon the dark hangings through the blood-tinted panes, was ghastly in 
the extreme, and produced so wild a look upon the countenances of those who entered, that there were few 
of the company bold enough to set foot within its precincts at all.

It was in this apartment, also, that there stood against the western wall, a gigantic clock of ebony. Its 
pendulum swung to and fro with a dull, heavy, monotonous clang; and when the minute-hand made the 
circuit of the face, and the hour was to be stricken, there came from the brazen lungs of the clock a sound 
which was clear and loud and deep and exceedingly musical, but of so peculiar a note and emphasis that, at 
each lapse of an hour, the musicians of the orchestra were constrained to pause, momentarily, in their 
performance, to hearken to the sound; and thus the waltzers perforce ceased their evolutions; and there 
was a brief disconcert of the whole gay company; and, while the chimes of the clock yet rang, it was 
observed that the giddiest grew pale, and the more aged and sedate passed their hands over their brows as 
if in confused reverie or meditation. But when the echoes had fully ceased, a light laughter at once 
pervaded the assembly; the musicians looked at each other and smiled as if at their own nervousness and 
folly, and made whispering vows, each to the other, that the next chiming of the clock should produce in 
them no similar emotion; and then, after the lapse of sixty minutes, (which embrace three thousand and six 
hundred seconds of the Time that flies,) there came yet another chiming of the clock, and then were the 
same disconcert and tremulousness and meditation as before.

But, in spite of these things, it was a gay and magnificent revel. The tastes of the duke were peculiar. 
He had a fine eye for colors and effects. He disregarded the decora of mere fashion. His plans were bold 
and fiery, and his conceptions glowed with barbaric lustre. There are some who would have thought him 
mad. His followers felt that he was not. It was necessary to hear and see and touch him to be sure that he 
was not.

He had directed, in great part, the moveable embellishments of the seven chambers, upon occasion of 
this great fete; and it was his own guiding taste which had given character to the masqueraders. Be sure 
they were grotesque. There were much glare and glitter and piquancy and phantasm -- much of what has 
been since seen in "Hernani." There were arabesque figures with unsuited limbs and appointments. There 
were delirious fancies such as the madman fashions. There was much of the beautiful, much of the wanton, 
much of the bizarre, something of the terrible, and not a little of that which might have excited disgust. To 
and fro in the seven chambers there stalked, in fact, a multitude of dreams. And these -- the dreams -- 
writhed in and about, taking hue from the rooms, and causing the wild music of the orchestra to seem as 
the echo of their steps. And, anon, there strikes the ebony clock which stands in the hall of the velvet. And 
then, for a moment, all is still, and all is silent save the voice of the clock. The dreams are stiff-frozen as 
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they stand. But the echoes of the chime die away -- they have endured but an instant -- and a light, half-
subdued laughter floats after them as they depart. And now again the music swells, and the dreams live, and 
writhe to and fro more merrily than ever, taking hue from the many-tinted windows through which stream 
the rays from the tripods. But to the chamber which lies most westwardly of the seven, there are now none 
of the maskers who venture; for the night is waning away; and there flows a ruddier light through the 
blood-colored panes; and the blackness of the sable drapery appals; and to him whose foot falls upon the 
sable carpet, there comes from the near clock of ebony a muffled peal more solemnly emphatic than any 
which reaches their ears who indulge in the more remote gaieties of the other apartments.

But these other apartments were densely crowded, and in them beat feverishly the heart of life. And 
the revel went whirlingly on, until at length there commenced the sounding of midnight upon the clock. 
And then the music ceased, as I have told; and the evolutions of the waltzers were quieted; and there was 
an uneasy cessation of all things as before. But now there were twelve strokes to be sounded by the bell of 
the clock; and thus it happened, perhaps, that more of thought crept, with more of time, into the 
meditations of the thoughtful among those who revelled. And thus, too, it happened, perhaps, that before 
the last echoes of the last chime had utterly sunk into silence, there were many individuals in the crowd 
who had found leisure to become aware of the presence of a masked figure which had arrested the 
attention of no single individual before. And the rumor of this new presence having spread itself 
whisperingly around, there arose at length from the whole company a buzz, or murmur, expressive of 
disapprobation and surprise -- then, finally, of terror, of horror, and of disgust.

In an assembly of phantasms such as I have painted, it may well be supposed that no ordinary 
appearance could have excited such sensation. In truth the masquerade license of the night was nearly 
unlimited; but the figure in question had out-Heroded Herod, and gone beyond the bounds of even the 
prince's indefinite decorum. There are chords in the hearts of the most reckless which cannot be touched 
without emotion. Even with the utterly lost, to whom life and death are equally jests, there are matters of 
which no jest can be made. The whole company, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel that in the costume and 
bearing of the stranger neither wit nor propriety existed. The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from 
head to foot in the habiliments of the grave. The mask which concealed the visage was made so nearly to 
resemble the countenance of a stiffened corpse that the closest scrutiny must have had difficulty in 
detecting the cheat. And yet all this might have been endured, if not approved, by the mad revellers 
around. But the mummer had gone so far as to assume the type of the Red Death. His vesture was dabbled 
in blood -- and his broad brow, with all the features of the face, was besprinkled with the scarlet horror.

When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral image (which with a slow and solemn 
movement, as if more fully to sustain its role, stalked to and fro among the waltzers) he was seen to be 
convulsed, in the first moment with a strong shudder either of terror or distaste; but, in the next, his brow 
reddened with rage.

"Who dares?" he demanded hoarsely of the courtiers who stood near him -- "who dares insult us with 
this blasphemous mockery? Seize him and unmask him -- that we may know whom we have to hang at 
sunrise, from the battlements!"
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It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the Prince Prospero as he uttered these words. 
They rang throughout the seven rooms loudly and clearly -- for the prince was a bold and robust man, and 
the music had become hushed at the waving of his hand.

It was in the blue room where stood the prince, with a group of pale courtiers by his side. At first, as 
he spoke, there was a slight rushing movement of this group in the direction of the intruder, who at the 
moment was also near at hand, and now, with deliberate and stately step, made closer approach to the 
speaker. But from a certain nameless awe with which the mad assumptions of the mummer had inspired 
the whole party, there were found none who put forth hand to seize him; so that, unimpeded, he passed 
within a yard of the prince's person; and, while the vast assembly, as if with one impulse, shrank from the 
centres of the rooms to the walls, he made his way uninterruptedly, but with the same solemn and 
measured step which had distinguished him from the first, through the blue chamber to the purple -- 
through the purple to the green -- through the green to the orange -- through this again to the white -- and 
even thence to the violet, ere a decided movement had been made to arrest him. It was then, however, that 
the Prince Prospero, maddening with rage and the shame of his own momentary cowardice, rushed 
hurriedly through the six chambers, while none followed him on account of a deadly terror that had seized 
upon all. He bore aloft a drawn dagger, and had approached, in rapid impetuosity, to within three or four 
feet of the retreating figure, when the latter, having attained the extremity of the velvet apartment, turned 
suddenly and confronted his pursuer. There was a sharp cry -- and the dagger dropped gleaming upon the 
sable carpet, upon which, instantly afterwards, fell prostrate in death the Prince Prospero. Then, 
summoning the wild courage of despair, a throng of the revellers at once threw themselves into the black 
apartment, and, seizing the mummer, whose tall figure stood erect and motionless within the shadow of the 
ebony clock, gasped in unutterable horror at finding the grave-cerements and corpse-like mask which they 
handled with so violent a rudeness, untenanted by any tangible form.

And now was acknowledged the presence of the Red Death. He had come like a thief in the night. 
And one by one dropped the revellers in the blood-bedewed halls of their revel, and died each in the 
despairing posture of his fall. And the life of the ebony clock went out with that of the last of the gay. And 
the flames of the tripods expired. And Darkness and Decay and the Red Death held illimitable dominion 
over all.

Review Questions

41

http://media.kellenberg.org/FreshmanLit/TheMasque.pdf
http://media.kellenberg.org/FreshmanLit/TheMasque.pdf


by Edgar Allan Poe

THE thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upon insult I 
vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, that gave 
utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point definitely, settled --but the very 
definitiveness with which it was resolved precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish but punish with 
impunity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when 
the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.

It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt my good 
will. I continued, as was my in to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my to smile now was at the 
thought of his immolation.

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

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

I said to him --"My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking to-day. 
But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts."

"How?" said he. "Amontillado, A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival!"
"I have my doubts," I replied; "and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without 

consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain."
"Amontillado!"
"I have my doubts."
"Amontillado!"
"And I must satisfy them."
"Amontillado!"
"As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchresi. If any one has a critical turn it is he. He will tell me 

--"
"Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry."

“THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO”

(FOR BIOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION ON THE AUTHOR, SEE POE)
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"And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.
"Come, let us go."
"Whither?"
"To your vaults."
"My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement. 

Luchresi--"
"I have no engagement; --come."
"My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you are afflicted. 

The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre."
"Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And as 

for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado."
Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm; and putting on a mask of black silk and drawing 

a roquelaire closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo.
There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I had told 

them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them explicit orders not to stir from the 
house. These orders were sufficient, I well knew, to insure their immediate disappearance, one and all, as 
soon as my back was turned.

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

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode.
"The pipe," he said.
"It is farther on," said I; "but observe the white web-work which gleams from these cavern walls."
He turned towards me, and looked into my eves with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of 

intoxication.
"Nitre?" he asked, at length.
"Nitre," I replied. "How long have you had that cough?"
"Ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh!"
My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes.
"It is nothing," he said, at last.
"Come," I said, with decision, "we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected, 

admired, beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will 
go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchresi --"

"Enough," he said; "the cough's a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough."
"True --true," I replied; "and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unnecessarily --but you should 

use all proper caution. A draught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps.
Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the 

mould.
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"Drink," I said, presenting him the wine.
He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells jingled.
"I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around us."
"And I to your long life."
He again took my arm, and we proceeded.
"These vaults," he said, "are extensive."
"The Montresors," I replied, "were a great and numerous family."
"I forget your arms."
"A huge human foot d'or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are imbedded 

in the heel."
"And the motto?"
"Nemo me impune lacessit."
"Good!" he said.
The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had 

passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost 
recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm above 
the elbow.

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

"It is nothing," he said; "let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc."
I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce 

light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did not understand.
I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement --a grotesque one.
"You do not comprehend?" he said.
"Not I," I replied.
"Then you are not of the brotherhood."
"How?"
"You are not of the masons."
"Yes, yes," I said; "yes, yes."
"You? Impossible! A mason?"
"A mason," I replied.
"A sign," he said, "a sign."
"It is this," I answered, producing from beneath the folds of my roquelaire a trowel.
"You jest," he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But let us proceed to the Amontillado."
"Be it so," I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering him my arm. He leaned upon it 

heavily. We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a range of low arches, 
descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused 
our flambeaux rather to glow than flame.
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At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with 
human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides of 
this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner. From the fourth side the bones had been thrown 
down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth, forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the wall 
thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a still interior crypt or recess, in depth about 
four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed to have been constructed for no especial use 
within itself, but formed merely the interval between two of the colossal supports of the roof of the 
catacombs, and was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of solid granite.

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the depth of the recess. 
Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see.

"Proceed," I said; "herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchresi --"
"He is an ignoramus," interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed 

immediately at his heels. In niche, and finding an instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, and 
finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more and I had fettered 
him to the granite. In its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, 
horizontally. From one of these depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links 
about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too much astounded to resist. 
Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess.

"Pass your hand," I said, "over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp. Once 
more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I must first render you all the 
little attentions in my power."

"The Amontillado!" ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment.
"True," I replied; "the Amontillado."
As I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing 

them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With these materials and with the 
aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche.

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

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, seemed 
to thrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated, I trembled. Unsheathing my rapier, I began to 
grope with it about the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand upon the solid 
fabric of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I reapproached the wall; I replied to the yells of him who 
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clamoured. I re-echoed, I aided, I surpassed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and the clamourer 
grew still.

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

"Ha! ha! ha! --he! he! he! --a very good joke, indeed --an excellent jest. We will have many a rich laugh 
about it at the palazzo --he! he! he! --over our wine --he! he! he!"

"The Amontillado!" I said.
"He! he! he! --he! he! he! --yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they be awaiting us at 

the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone."
"Yes," I said, "let us be gone."
"For the love of God, Montresor!"
"Yes," I said, "for the love of God!"
But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud --
"Fortunato!"
No answer. I called again --
"Fortunato!"
No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came forth 

in return only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the dampness of the catacombs that made it 
so. I hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last stone into its position; I plastered it up. 
Against the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart of bones. For the half of a century no mortal has 
disturbed them. In pace requiescat! 
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“THROUGH THE TUNNEL”

by Doris Lessing

     Going to the shore on the first morning of the vacation, the young English boy stopped at a turning of 
the path and looked down at a wild and rocky bay, and then over the crowded beach he knew so well from 
other years. His mother walked on in front of him, carrying a bright striped bag in one hand. Her other 
arm, swinging loose, was very white in the sun. The boy watched that white, naked arm, and turned his 
eyes, which had a frown behind them, toward the bay and back again to his mother. 
When she felt he was not with her, she swung around. “Oh, there you are, Jerry!” she said. She looked 
impatient, then smiled. “Why, darling, would you rather not come with me? Would you rather --- “she 
frowned, conscientiously worrying over what amusements he might secretly be longing for, which she had 
been too busy or too careless to imagine. He was very familiar with that anxious, apologetic smile. 
Contrition sent him running after her. And yet, as he ran, he looked over his shoulder at the wild day; and 
all morning, as he played on the safe beach, he was thinking of it. 
     Next morning, when it was time for the routine of swimming and sunbathing, his mother said, “Are you 
tired of the usual beach, Jerry? Would you like to go somewhere else?” 
     “Oh, no!” he said quickly, smiling at her out of that unfailing impulse of contrition --- a sort of chivalry. 
Yet, walking down the path with her, he blurted out, “I’d like to go and have a look at those rocks down 
there.” 
     She gave the idea her attention. It was a wild-looking place, and there was no one there; but she said, 
“Of course, Jerry. When you’ve had enough, come to the big beach. Or just go straight back to the villa, if 
you like.” She walked away, that bare arm, now slightly reddened from yesterday’s sun, swinging. And he 
almost ran after her again, feeling it unbearable that she should go by herself, but he did not. 
     She was thinking, Of course he’s old enough to be safe without me. Have I been keeping him too close? 
He mustn’t feel he ought to be with me. I must be careful. 
     He was an only child, eleven years old. She was a widow. She was determined to be neither possessive 
nor lacking in devotion. She went worrying off to her beach. 
     As for Jerry, once he saw that his mother had gained her beach, he began the steep descent to the bay. 
From where he was, high up among red-brown rocks, it was a scoop of moving bluish green fringed with 
white. As he went lower, he saw that spread among small promontories and inlets of rough, sharp rock, and 
the crisping, lapping surface showed stains of purple and darker blue. Finally, as he ran sliding and scraping 
down the last few yards, he saw an edge of white surf and the shallow, luminous movement of water over 
white sand, and, beyond that, a solid, heavy blue. 
     He ran straight into the water and began swimming. He was a good swimmer. He went out fast over the 
gleaming sand, over a middle region where rocks lay like discolored monsters under the surface, and then 
he was in the real sea , a warm sea where irregular cold currents from the deep water shocked his limbs. 
     When he was so far out that he could look back not only on the little bay but past the promontory that 
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was between it and the big beach, he floated on the buoyant surface and looked for his mother. There she 
was, a speck of yellow under an umbrella that looked like a slice of orange peel. He swam back to the shore, 
relieved at being sure she was there, but all at once lonely.
     On the edge of a small cape that marked the side of the bay away from the promontory was a loose 
scatter of rocks. Above them, some boys were stripping off their clothes. They came running, naked, down 
to the rocks. The English boy swam toward them, but kept his distance at a stone’s throw. They were off 
that coast; all of them were burned smooth dark brown and speaking a language he did not understand. To 
be with them, of them, was a craving that filled his whole body. He swam a little closer; they turned and 
watched him with narrowed, alert dark eyes. Then one smiled and waved. It was enough. In a minute, he 
had swum in and was on the rocks beside them, smiling with a desperate, nervous supplication . They 
shouted cheerful greetings at him; and then, as he preserved his nervous, uncomprehending smile, they 
understood that he was a foreigner strayed from his own beach, and they proceeded to forget him. But he 
was happy. He was with them. 
     They began diving again and again from a high point into a well of blue sea between rough, pointed 
rocks. After they had dived and come up, they swam around, hauled themselves up, and waited their turn to 
dive again. They were big boys , men, to Jerry. He dived, and they watched him; and when he swam around 
to take his place, they made way for him. He felt he was accepted and he dived again, carefully, proud of 
himself. 
     Soon the biggest of the boys poised himself, shot down into the water, and did not come up. The others 
stood about, watching. Jerry, after waiting for the sleek brown head to appear, let out a yell of warning; they 
looked at him idly and turned their eyes back toward the water. After a long time, the boy came up on the 
other side of a bog dark rock, letting the air out of his lungs in a sputtering gasp and a shout of triumph. 
Immediately the rest of them dived in. One moment, the morning seeming full of chattering boys; the 
next, the air and surface of the water were empty. But through the heavy blue, dark shapes could be seen 
moving and groping. 
     Jerry dived, shot past the school of underwater swimmers, saw a black wall of rock looming at him, 
touched it, and bobbed up at once to the surface, where the wall was a low barrier he could see across. 
There was no one visible; under him, in the water, the dim shapes of the swimmers had disappeared. Then 
one, and then another of the boys came up on the far side of the barrier of rock, and he understood that 
they had swum through some gap or hole in it. He plunged down again. He could see nothing through the 
stinging salt water but the blank rock. When he came up the boys were all on the diving rock, preparing to 
attempt the feat again. And now, in a panic of failure, he yelled up, in English, “Look at me! Look!” and he 
began splashing and kicking in the water like a foolish dog. 
     They looked down gravely, frowning. He knew the frown. At moments of failure, when he clowned to 
claim his mother’s attention, it was with just this grave, embarrassed inspection that she rewarded him. 
Through his hot shame, feeling the pleading grin on his face like a scar that he could never remove, he 
looked up at the group of big brown boys on the rock and shouted, “Bon jour! Merci! Au revoir! Monsieur, 
monsieur !” while he hooked his fingers round his ears and waggled them. 
     Water surged into his mouth; he choked, sank, came up. The rock, lately weighted with boys, seemed to 
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rear up out of the water as their weight was removed. They were flying down past him, now, into the water; 
the air was full of falling bodies. Then the rock was empty in the hot sunlight. He counted one, two, three... 
     At fifty, he was terrified. They must all be drowning beneath him, in the watery caves of the rock! At a 
hundred, he stared around him at the empty hillside, wondering if he should yell for help. He counted 
faster, faster, to hurry them up, to bring them to the surface quickly, to drown them quickly , anything 
rather than the terror of counting on and on into the blue emptiness of the morning. And then, at a 
hundred and sixty, the water beyond the rock was full of boys blowing like brown whales. They swam back 
to the shore without a look at him. 
     He climbed back to the diving rock and sat down, feeling the hot roughness of it under his thighs. The 
boys were gathering up their bits of clothing and running off along the shore to another promontory. They 
were leaving to get away from him. He cried openly, fists in his eyes. There was no one to see him, and he 
cried himself out . 
     It seemed to him that a long time has passed, and he swam out to where he could see his mother. Yes, 
she was still there, a yellow spot under an orange umbrella. He swam back to the big rock, climbed up, and 
dived into the blue pool among the fanged and angry boulders. Down he went, until he touched the wall of 
the rock again. But the salt was so painful in his eyes that he could not see. 
     He came to the surface, swam to shore and went back to the villa to wait for his mother. Soon she 
walked slowly up the path, swinging her striped bag, the flushed, naked arm dangling beside her. “I want 
some swimming goggles,” he panted, defiant and beseeching. 
     She gave him a patient, inquisitive look as she said casually, “Well, of course, darling.” 
But now, now, now! He must have them this minute, and no other time. He nagged and pestered until she 
went with him to a shop. As soon as she had bought the goggles, he grabbed them from her hand as if she 
were going to claim them for herself, and was off, running down the steep path to the bay.
     Jerry swam out to the big barrier rock, adjusted the goggles, and dived. The impact of the water broke 
the runner-enclosed vacuum, and the goggles came loose. He understood that he must swim down to the 
base of the rock from the surface of the water. He fixed the goggles tight and firm, filled his lungs, and 
floated, face down, on the water. Now, he could see. It was as if he had eyes of a different kind , fish eyes 
that showed everything clear and delicate and wavering in the bright water. 
     Under him, six or seven feet down, was a floor of perfectly clean, shining white sand, rippled firm and 
hard by the tides. Two grayish shapes steered there, like long, rounded pieces of wood or slate. They were 
fish. He saw them nose toward each other, poise motionless, make a dart forward, swerve off, and come 
around again. It was like a water dance. A few inches above them the water sparkled as if sequins were 
dropping through it. Fish again , myriads of minute fish, the length of his fingernail, were drifting through 
the water, and in a moment he could feel the innumerable tiny touches of them against his limbs. It was 
like swimming in flaked silver. The great rock the bog boys had swum through rose sheer out of the white 
sand , black, tufted lightly with greenish weed. He could see no gap in it. He swam down to its base. 
     Again and again he rose, took a big chestful of air, and went down. Again and again he groped over the 
surface of the rock, feeling it, almost hugging it in the desperate need to find the entrance. And then, once, 
while he was clinging to the black wall, his knees came up and shot his feet out forward and they met no 
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obstacle. He had found the hole. 
     He gained the surface, clambered about the stones that littered the barrier rock until he found a big 
one, and, with this in his arms, let himself down over the side of the rock. He dropped, with the weight, 
straight to the sandy floor. Clinging tight to the anchor of stone, he lay on his side and looked in under the 
dark shelf at the place where his feet had gone. He could see the hole. It was an irregular, dark gap; but he 
could not see deep into it. He let go of his anchor, clung with his hands to the edges of the holes, and tried 
to push himself in. 
     He had got his head in, found his shoulders jammed, moved them in sidewise, and was inside as far as 
his waist. He could see nothing ahead. Something soft and clammy touched his mouth; he saw a dark frond 
moving against the grayish rock, and panic filled him. He thought of octopuses, of clinging weed. He 
pushed himself out backward and caught a glimpse, as he retreated, of harmless tentacle of seaweed 
drifting in the mouth of the tunnel. But it was enough. He reached the sunlight, swam to the shore, and lay 
on the diving rock. He looked down into the blue well of water. He knew he must find his way through that 
cave, or hole, or tunnel, and out the other side. 
     First, he thought, he must learn to control his breathing. He let himself down into the water with 
another bog stone in his arms, so that he could lie effortlessly on the bottom of the sea. He counted. One, 
two, three. He counted steadily. He could hear the movement of blood in his chest. Fifty-one, fifty-two... 
His chest was hurting. He let go of the rock and went up into the air. He saw that the sun was low. He 
rushed to the villa and found his mother at her supper. She said only “Did you enjoy yourself?” and he said 
“Yes.”  
     All night the boy dreamed of the water-filled cave in the rock, and as soon as breakfast was over he went 
to the bay. 
     That night, his nose bled badly. For hours he had been under water, learning to hold his breath, and now 
he felt weak and dizzy. His mother said, “I shouldn’t overdo things, darling, if I were you.” 
     That day and the next, Jerry exercised his lungs as if everything, the whole of his life, all that he could 
become, depended upon it. Again his nose bled at night, and his mother insisted on his coming with her 
the next day. It was a torment to him to waste a day of his careful training, but he stayed with her on that 
other beach, which now seemed a place for small children, a place where his mother might lie safe in the 
sun. It was not his beach. 
     He did not ask for permission, on the following day, to go to his beach. He went, before his mother 
could consider the complicated rights and wrongs of the matter. A day’s rest, he discovered, had improved 
his count by ten. The big boys had made the passage while he counted a hundred and sixty. He had been 
counting fast, in his fright. Probably now, if he tried, he could get through the long tunnel, but he was not 
going to try yet. A curious, most unchildlike persistence, a controlled impatience, made him wait. In the 
meantime, he lay underwater on the white sand, littered now by stones he had brought down from the 
upper air, and studied the entrance to the tunnel. He knew every jut and corner of it, as far as it was 
possible to see. It was as if he already felt its sharpness about his shoulders. 
     He sat by the clock in the villa, when his mother was not near, and checked his time. He was incredulous 
and then proud to find he could hold his breath without strain for two minutes. The words “two minutes,” 
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authorized by the clock, brought close the adventure that was so necessary to him. 
     In another four days, his mother said casually one morning, they must go home. On the day before they 
left, he would do it. He would do it if it killed him, he said defiantly to himself. But two days before they 
were to leave , a day of triumph when he increased his count by fifteen , his nose bled so badly that he 
turned dizzy and had lie limply over the big rock like a bit of seaweed, watching the thick red blood flow 
on to the rock and trickle slowly down to the sea. He was frightened. Supposing he turned dizzy in the 
tunnel? Supposing he died there, trapped? Supposing , his head went around, in the hot sun, and he almost 
gave up. He thought he would turn to the house and lie down, and next summer, perhaps, when he had 
another year’s growth in him , then he would go through the hole. 
     But even after he had made the decision, or thought he had, he found himself sitting up on the rock and 
looking down into the water; and he knew that now, this moment, when his nose had only just stopped 
bleeding, when his head was still sore and throbbing , this was the moment when he would try. If he did not 
do it now, he never would. He was trembling with fear that he would not go; and he was trembling with 
horror at that long, long tunnel under the rock, under the sea. Even in the open sunlight, the barrier rock 
seemed very wide and very heavy; tons of rock pressed down on where he would go. If he died there, he 
would lie until one day , perhaps not before next year,those big boys would swim into it and find it blocked. 
     He put on his goggles, fitted them tight, tested the vacuum. His hands were shaking. Then he chose the 
biggest stone he could carry and slipped over the edge of the rock until half of him was in the cool, 
enclosing water and half in the hot sun. He looked up once at the empty sky, filled his lungs once, twice, 
and then sank fast to the bottom with the stone. He let it go and began to count. He took the edges of the 
hole in his hands and drew himself into it, wriggling his shoulders in sidewise as he remembered he must, 
kicking himself along with his feet. 
     Soon he was clear inside. He was in a small rockbound hole filled with yellowish-gray water. The water 
was pushing him up against the roof. The roof was sharp and pained his back. He pulled himself along with 
his hands---fast, fast---and used his legs as levers. His head knocked against something; a sharp pain dizzied 
him. Fifty, fifty-one, fifty-two... He was without light, and the water seemed to press upon him with the 
weight of the rock. Seventy-one, seventy-two... There was no strain on his lungs. He felt like an inflated 
balloon, his lungs were so light and easy, but his head was pulsing. 
     He was being continually pressed against the sharp roof, which felt slimy as well as sharp. Again he 
thought of octopuses, and wondered if the tunnel might be filled with weed that could tangle him. He gave 
himself a panicky, convulsive kick forward, ducked his head, and swam. His feet and hands moved freely, as 
if on open water. The hole must have widened out. He thought he must be swimming fast, and he was 
frightened of banging his head if the tunnel narrowed. 
     A hundred, a hundred and one.. The water paled. Victory filled him. His lungs were beginning to hurt. A 
few more strokes and he would be out. He was counting wildly; he said a hundred and fifteen, and then a 
long time later, a hundred and fifteen again. The water was jewel-green all around him. Then he saw, above 
his head, a crack running up through the rock. Sunlight was falling through it, showing the clean, dark rock 
of the tunnel, a single mussel shell, and darkness ahead. 
     He was at the end of what he could do. He looked up at the crack as if it were filled with air and not 
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water, as if he could put his mouth to it to draw in air. A hundred and fifteen, he heard himself say inside 
his head---but he had said that long ago. He must go on into the blackness ahead, or he would drown. His 
head was swelling, his lungs cracking. A hundred and fifteen, a hundred and fifteen pounded through his 
head, and he feebly clutched at rocks in the dark, pulling himself forward, leaving the brief space of sunlit 
water behind. He felt he was dying. He was no longer conscious. He struggled on in the darkness between 
lapses into unconsciousness. An immense, swelling pain filled his head, and then darkness cracked with an 
explosion of green light. His hands, groping forward, met nothing; and his feet, kicking back, propelled 
him out into the open sea.  
     He drifted to the surface, his face turned up to the air. He was gasping like a fish. He felt he would sink 
now and drown; he could not swim the few feet back to the rock. Then he was clutching it and pulling 
himself up on to it. He lay face down, gasping. He could see nothing but a red-veined, clotted dark. His 
eyes must have burst, he thought; they were full of blood. He tore off his goggles and gout of blood went 
into the sea. His nose was bleeding, and the blood had filled the goggles. 
He scooped up handfuls of water from the cool, salty sea, to splash on his face, and did not know whether 
it was blood or salt water he tasted. After a time, his heart quieted, his eyes cleared, and he sat up. He could 
see the local boys diving and playing half a mile away. He did not want them. He wanted nothing but to get 
back home and lie down.
     In a short while, Jerry swam to the shore and climbed slowly up the path to the villa. He flung himself 
on his bed and slept, waking at the sound of feet on the path outside. His mother was coming back. He 
rushed to the bathroom, thinking she must not see his face with bloodstains, or tearstains, on it. He came 
out of the bathroom and met her as she walked into the villa, smiling, her eyes lighting up. 
     “Have a nice morning?” she asked, laying her hand on his warm brown shoulder. 
     “Oh, yes, thank you,” he said. 
     “You look a bit pale.” And then, sharp and anxious, “How did you bang your head?” 
     “Oh, just banged it,” he told her. 
     She looked at him closely. He was strained; his eyes were glazed-looking. She was worried. And then she 
said to herself, Oh, don’t fuss! Nothing can happen. He can swim like a fish. 
     They sat down to lunch together. 
     “Mummy,” he said, “I can stay under water for two minutes, three minutes, at least… It came bursting 
out of him.  
     “Can you, darling?” she said. “Well, I shouldn’t overdo it. I don’t think you ought to swim any more 
today.” 
     She was ready for a battle of wills, but he gave in at once. It was no longer of the least importance to go 
to the bay.

Review Questions
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“THE MOST DANGEROUS GAME”

by Richard Connell

"OFF THERE to the right--somewhere--is a large island," said Whitney." It's rather a mystery--"
"What island is it?" Rainsford asked.
"The old charts call it `Ship-Trap Island,"' Whitney replied." A suggestive name, isn't it? Sailors have a 

curious dread of the place. I don't know why. Some superstition--"
"Can't see it," remarked Rainsford, trying to peer through the dank tropical night that was palpable as 

it pressed its thick warm blackness in upon the yacht.
"You've good eyes," said Whitney, with a laugh," and I've seen you pick off a moose moving in the 

brown fall bush at four hundred yards, but even you can't see four miles or so through a moonless 
Caribbean night."

"Nor four yards," admitted Rainsford. "Ugh! It's like moist black velvet."
"It will be light enough in Rio," promised Whitney. "We should make it in a few days. I hope the 

jaguar guns have come from Purdey's. We should have some good hunting up the Amazon. Great sport, 
hunting."

"The best sport in the world," agreed Rainsford.
"For the hunter," amended Whitney. "Not for the jaguar."
"Don't talk rot, Whitney," said Rainsford. "You're a big-game hunter, not a philosopher. Who cares 

how a jaguar feels?"
"Perhaps the jaguar does," observed Whitney.
"Bah! They've no understanding."
"Even so, I rather think they understand one thing--fear. The fear of pain and the fear of death."
"Nonsense," laughed Rainsford. "This hot weather is making you soft, Whitney. Be a realist. The world 

is made up of two classes--the hunters and the huntees. Luckily, you and I are hunters. Do you think we've 
passed that island yet?"

"I can't tell in the dark. I hope so."
"Why? " asked Rainsford.
"The place has a reputation--a bad one."
"Cannibals?" suggested Rainsford.
"Hardly. Even cannibals wouldn't live in such a God-forsaken place. But it's gotten into sailor lore, 

somehow. Didn't you notice that the crew's nerves seemed a bit jumpy today?"
"They were a bit strange, now you mention it. Even Captain Nielsen--"
"Yes, even that tough-minded old Swede, who'd go up to the devil himself and ask him for a light. 

Those fishy blue eyes held a look I never saw there before. All I could get out of him was `This place has an 
evil name among seafaring men, sir.' Then he said to me, very gravely, `Don't you feel anything?'--as if the 
air about us was actually poisonous. Now, you mustn't laugh when I tell you this--I did feel something like a 
sudden chill.
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"There was no breeze. The sea was as flat as a plate-glass window. We were drawing near the island 
then. What I felt was a--a mental chill; a sort of sudden dread."

"Pure imagination," said Rainsford.
"One superstitious sailor can taint the whole ship's company with his fear."
"Maybe. But sometimes I think sailors have an extra sense that tells them when they are in danger. 

Sometimes I think evil is a tangible thing--with wave lengths, just as sound and light have. An evil place 
can, so to speak, broadcast vibrations of evil. Anyhow, I'm glad we're getting out of this zone. Well, I think 
I'll turn in now, Rainsford."

"I'm not sleepy," said Rainsford. "I'm going to smoke another pipe up on the afterdeck."
"Good night, then, Rainsford. See you at breakfast."
"Right. Good night, Whitney."
There was no sound in the night as Rainsford sat there but the muffled throb of the engine that drove 

the yacht swiftly through the darkness, and the swish and ripple of the wash of the propeller.
Rainsford, reclining in a steamer chair, indolently puffed on his favorite brier. The sensuous drowsiness 

of the night was on him." It's so dark," he thought, "that I could sleep without closing my eyes; the night 
would be my eyelids--"

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

Rainsford sprang up and moved quickly to the rail, mystified. He strained his eyes in the direction 
from which the reports had come, but it was like trying to see through a blanket. He leaped upon the rail 
and balanced himself there, to get greater elevation; his pipe, striking a rope, was knocked from his mouth. 
He lunged for it; a short, hoarse cry came from his lips as he realized he had reached too far and had lost 
his balance. The cry was pinched off short as the blood-warm waters of the Caribbean Sea dosed over his 
head.

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

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

Rainsford heard a sound. It came out of the darkness, a high screaming sound, the sound of an animal 
in an extremity of anguish and terror.
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He did not recognize the animal that made the sound; he did not try to; with fresh vitality he swam 
toward the sound. He heard it again; then it was cut short by another noise, crisp, staccato.

"Pistol shot," muttered Rainsford, swimming on.
Ten minutes of determined effort brought another sound to his ears--the most welcome he had ever 

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

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

"Where there are pistol shots, there are men. Where there are men, there is food," he thought. But 
what kind of men, he wondered, in so forbidding a place? An unbroken front of snarled and ragged jungle 
fringed the shore.

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

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

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

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

Bleak darkness was blacking out the sea and jungle when Rainsford sighted the lights. He came upon 
them as he turned a crook in the coast line; and his first thought was that be had come upon a village, for 
there were many lights. But as he forged along he saw to his great astonishment that all the lights were in 
one enormous building--a lofty structure with pointed towers plunging upward into the gloom. His eyes 
made out the shadowy outlines of a palatial chateau; it was set on a high bluff, and on three sides of it cliffs 
dived down to where the sea licked greedy lips in the shadows.

"Mirage," thought Rainsford. But it was no mirage, he found, when he opened the tall spiked iron 
gate. The stone steps were real enough; the massive door with a leering gargoyle for a knocker was real 
enough; yet above it all hung an air of unreality.
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He lifted the knocker, and it creaked up stiffly, as if it had never before been used. He let it fall, and it 
startled him with its booming loudness. He thought he heard steps within; the door remained closed. Again 
Rainsford lifted the heavy knocker, and let it fall. The door opened then--opened as suddenly as if it were 
on a spring--and Rainsford stood blinking in the river of glaring gold light that poured out. The first thing 
Rainsford's eyes discerned was the largest man Rainsford had ever seen--a gigantic creature, solidly made 
and black bearded to the waist. In his hand the man held a long-barreled revolver, and he was pointing it 
straight at Rainsford's heart.

Out of the snarl of beard two small eyes regarded Rainsford.
"Don't be alarmed," said Rainsford, with a smile which he hoped was disarming. "I'm no robber. I fell 

off a yacht. My name is Sanger Rainsford of New York City."
The menacing look in the eyes did not change. The revolver pointing as rigidly as if the giant were a 

statue. He gave no sign that he understood Rainsford's words, or that he had even heard them. He was 
dressed in uniform--a black uniform trimmed with gray astrakhan.

"I'm Sanger Rainsford of New York," Rainsford began again. "I fell off a yacht. I am hungry."
The man's only answer was to raise with his thumb the hammer of his revolver. Then Rainsford saw 

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

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

Automatically Rainsford shook the man's hand.
"I've read your book about hunting snow leopards in Tibet, you see," explained the man. "I am 

General Zaroff."
Rainsford's first impression was that the man was singularly handsome; his second was that there was 

an original, almost bizarre quality about the general's face. He was a tall man past middle age, for his hair 
was a vivid white; but his thick eyebrows and pointed military mustache were as black as the night from 
which Rainsford had come. His eyes, too, were black and very bright. He had high cheekbones, a sharpcut 
nose, a spare, dark face--the face of a man used to giving orders, the face of an aristocrat. Turning to the 
giant in uniform, the general made a sign. The giant put away his pistol, saluted, withdrew.

"Ivan is an incredibly strong fellow," remarked the general, "but he has the misfortune to be deaf and 
dumb. A simple fellow, but, I'm afraid, like all his race, a bit of a savage."

"Is he Russian?"
"He is a Cossack," said the general, and his smile showed red lips and pointed teeth. "So am I."
"Come," he said, "we shouldn't be chatting here. We can talk later. Now you want clothes, food, rest. 

You shall have them. This is a most-restful spot."
Ivan had reappeared, and the general spoke to him with lips that moved but gave forth no sound.
"Follow Ivan, if you please, Mr. Rainsford," said the general. "I was about to have my dinner when you 

came. I'll wait for you. You'll find that my clothes will fit you, I think."
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It was to a huge, beam-ceilinged bedroom with a canopied bed big enough for six men that Rainsford 
followed the silent giant. Ivan laid out an evening suit, and Rainsford, as he put it on, noticed that it came 
from a London tailor who ordinarily cut and sewed for none below the rank of duke.

The dining room to which Ivan conducted him was in many ways remarkable. There was a medieval 
magnificence about it; it suggested a baronial hall of feudal times with its oaken panels, its high ceiling, its 
vast refectory tables where twoscore men could sit down to eat. About the hall were mounted heads of 
many animals--lions, tigers, elephants, moose, bears; larger or more perfect specimens Rainsford had never 
seen. At the great table the general was sitting, alone.

"You'll have a cocktail, Mr. Rainsford," he suggested. The cocktail was surpassingly good; and, 
Rainsford noted, the table apointments were of the finest--the linen, the crystal, the silver, the china.

They were eating borsch, the rich, red soup with whipped cream so dear to Russian palates. Half 
apologetically General Zaroff said, "We do our best to preserve the amenities of civilization here. Please 
forgive any lapses. We are well off the beaten track, you know. Do you think the champagne has suffered 
from its long ocean trip?"

"Not in the least," declared Rainsford. He was finding the general a most thoughtful and affable host, a 
true cosmopolite. But there was one small trait of the general's that made Rainsford uncomfortable. 
Whenever he looked up from his plate he found the general studying him, appraising him narrowly.

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

"You have some wonderful heads here," said Rainsford as he ate a particularly well-cooked filet 
mignon. " That Cape buffalo is the largest I ever saw."

"Oh, that fellow. Yes, he was a monster."
"Did he charge you?"
"Hurled me against a tree," said the general. "Fractured my skull. But I got the brute."
"I've always thought," said Rainsford, "that the Cape buffalo is the most dangerous of all big game."
For a moment the general did not reply; he was smiling his curious red-lipped smile. Then he said 

slowly, "No. You are wrong, sir. The Cape buffalo is not the most dangerous big game." He sipped his wine. 
"Here in my preserve on this island," he said in the same slow tone, "I hunt more dangerous game."

Rainsford expressed his surprise. "Is there big game on this island?"
The general nodded. "The biggest."
"Really?"
"Oh, it isn't here naturally, of course. I have to stock the island."
"What have you imported, general?" Rainsford asked. "Tigers?"
The general smiled. "No," he said. "Hunting tigers ceased to interest me some years ago. I exhausted 

their possibilities, you see. No thrill left in tigers, no real danger. I live for danger, Mr. Rainsford."
The general took from his pocket a gold cigarette case and offered his guest a long black cigarette with 

a silver tip; it was perfumed and gave off a smell like incense.
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"We will have some capital hunting, you and I," said the general. "I shall be most glad to have your 
society."

"But what game--" began Rainsford.
"I'll tell you," said the general. "You will be amused, I know. I think I may say, in all modesty, that I 

have done a rare thing. I have invented a new sensation. May I pour you another glass of port?"
"Thank you, general."
The general filled both glasses, and said, "God makes some men poets. Some He makes kings, some 

beggars. Me He made a hunter. My hand was made for the trigger, my father said. He was a very rich man 
with a quarter of a million acres in the Crimea, and he was an ardent sportsman. When I was only five years 
old he gave me a little gun, specially made in Moscow for me, to shoot sparrows with. When I shot some of 
his prize turkeys with it, he did not punish me; he complimented me on my marksmanship. I killed my first 
bear in the Caucasus when I was ten. My whole life has been one prolonged hunt. I went into the army--it 
was expected of noblemen's sons--and for a time commanded a division of Cossack cavalry, but my real 
interest was always the hunt. I have hunted every kind of game in every land. It would be impossible for me 
to tell you how many animals I have killed."

The general puffed at his cigarette.
"After the debacle in Russia I left the country, for it was imprudent for an officer of the Czar to stay 

there. Many noble Russians lost everything. I, luckily, had invested heavily in American securities, so I shall 
never have to open a tearoom in Monte Carlo or drive a taxi in Paris. Naturally, I continued to hunt--
grizzlies in your Rockies, crocodiles in the Ganges, rhinoceroses in East Africa. It was in Africa that the 
Cape buffalo hit me and laid me up for six months. As soon as I recovered I started for the Amazon to hunt 
jaguars, for I had heard they were unusually cunning. They weren't." The Cossack sighed. "They were no 
match at all for a hunter with his wits about him, and a high-powered rifle. I was bitterly disappointed. I 
was lying in my tent with a splitting headache one night when a terrible thought pushed its way into my 
mind. Hunting was beginning to bore me! And hunting, remember, had been my life. I have heard that in 
America businessmen often go to pieces when they give up the business that has been their life."

"Yes, that's so," said Rainsford.
The general smiled. "I had no wish to go to pieces," he said. "I must do something. Now, mine is an 

analytical mind, Mr. Rainsford. Doubtless that is why I enjoy the problems of the chase."
"No doubt, General Zaroff."
"So," continued the general, "I asked myself why the hunt no longer fascinated me. You are much 

younger than I am, Mr. Rainsford, and have not hunted as much, but you perhaps can guess the answer."
"What was it?"
"Simply this: hunting had ceased to be what you call 'a sporting proposition.' It had become too easy. I 

always got my quarry. Always. There is no greater bore than perfection."
The general lit a fresh cigarette.
"No animal had a chance with me any more. That is no boast; it is a mathematical certainty. The 

animal had nothing but his legs and his instinct. Instinct is no match for reason. When I thought of this it 
was a tragic moment for me, I can tell you."
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Rainsford leaned across the table, absorbed in what his host was saying.
"It came to me as an inspiration what I must do," the general went on.
"And that was?"
The general smiled the quiet smile of one who has faced an obstacle and surmounted it with success. 

"I had to invent a new animal to hunt," he said.
"A new animal? You're joking."
"Not at all," said the general. "I never joke about hunting. I needed a new animal. I found one. So I 

bought this island built this house, and here I do my hunting. The island is perfect for my purposes--there 
are jungles with a maze of traits in them, hills, swamps--"

"But the animal, General Zaroff?"
"Oh," said the general, "it supplies me with the most exciting hunting in the world. No other hunting 

compares with it for an instant. Every day I hunt, and I never grow bored now, for I have a quarry with 
which I can match my wits."

Rainsford's bewilderment showed in his face.
"I wanted the ideal animal to hunt," explained the general. "So I said, `What are the attributes of an 

ideal quarry?' And the answer was, of course, `It must have courage, cunning, and, above all, it must be able 
to reason."'

"But no animal can reason," objected Rainsford.
"My dear fellow," said the general, "there is one that can."
"But you can't mean--" gasped Rainsford.
"And why not?"
"I can't believe you are serious, General Zaroff. This is a grisly joke."
"Why should I not be serious? I am speaking of hunting."
"Hunting? Great Guns, General Zaroff, what you speak of is murder."
The general laughed with entire good nature. He regarded Rainsford quizzically. "I refuse to believe 

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

"Did not make me condone cold-blooded murder," finished Rainsford stiffly.
Laughter shook the general. "How extraordinarily droll you are!" he said. "One does not expect 

nowadays to find a young man of the educated class, even in America, with such a naïve, and, if I may say 
so, mid-Victorian point of view. It's like finding a snuffbox in a limousine. Ah, well, doubtless you had 
Puritan ancestors. So many Americans appear to have had. I'll wager you'll forget your notions when you go 
hunting with me. You've a genuine new thrill in store for you, Mr. Rainsford."

"Thank you, I'm a hunter, not a murderer."
"Dear me," said the general, quite unruffled, "again that unpleasant word. But I think I can show you 

that your scruples are quite ill founded."
"Yes?"
"Life is for the strong, to be lived by the strong, and, if needs be, taken by the strong. The weak of the 

world were put here to give the strong pleasure. I am strong. Why should I not use my gift? If I wish to 
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hunt, why should I not? I hunt the scum of the earth: sailors from tramp ships--lassars, blacks, Chinese, 
whites, mongrels--a thoroughbred horse or hound is worth more than a score of them."

"But they are men," said Rainsford hotly.
"Precisely," said the general. "That is why I use them. It gives me pleasure. They can reason, after a 

fashion. So they are dangerous."
"But where do you get them?"
The general's left eyelid fluttered down in a wink. "This island is called Ship Trap," he answered. 

"Sometimes an angry god of the high seas sends them to me. Sometimes, when Providence is not so kind, I 
help Providence a bit. Come to the window with me."

Rainsford went to the window and looked out toward the sea.
"Watch! Out there!" exclaimed the general, pointing into the night. Rainsford's eyes saw only 

blackness, and then, as the general pressed a button, far out to sea Rainsford saw the flash of lights.
The general chuckled. "They indicate a channel," he said, "where there's none; giant rocks with razor 

edges crouch like a sea monster with wide-open jaws. They can crush a ship as easily as I crush this nut." 
He dropped a walnut on the hardwood floor and brought his heel grinding down on it. "Oh, yes," he said, 
casually, as if in answer to a question, "I have electricity. We try to be civilized here."

"Civilized? And you shoot down men?"
A trace of anger was in the general's black eyes, but it was there for but a second; and he said, in his 

most pleasant manner, "Dear me, what a righteous young man you are! I assure you I do not do the thing 
you suggest. That would be barbarous. I treat these visitors with every consideration. They get plenty of 
good food and exercise. They get into splendid physical condition. You shall see for yourself tomorrow."

"What do you mean?"
"We'll visit my training school," smiled the general. "It's in the cellar. I have about a dozen pupils down 

there now. They're from the Spanish bark San Lucar that had the bad luck to go on the rocks out there. A 
very inferior lot, I regret to say. Poor specimens and more accustomed to the deck than to the jungle." He 
raised his hand, and Ivan, who served as waiter, brought thick Turkish coffee. Rainsford, with an effort, 
held his tongue in check.

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

"Suppose he refuses to be hunted?"
"Oh," said the general, "I give him his option, of course. He need not play that game if he doesn't wish 

to. If he does not wish to hunt, I turn him over to Ivan. Ivan once had the honor of serving as official 
knouter to the Great White Czar, and he has his own ideas of sport. Invariably, Mr. Rainsford, invariably 
they choose the hunt."

"And if they win?"
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The smile on the general's face widened. "To date I have not lost," he said. Then he added, hastily: "I 
don't wish you to think me a braggart, Mr. Rainsford. Many of them afford only the most elementary sort 
of problem. Occasionally I strike a tartar. One almost did win. I eventually had to use the dogs."

"The dogs?"
"This way, please. I'll show you."
The general steered Rainsford to a window. The lights from the windows sent a flickering illumination 

that made grotesque patterns on the courtyard below, and Rainsford could see moving about there a dozen 
or so huge black shapes; as they turned toward him, their eyes glittered greenly.

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

"And now," said the general, "I want to show you my new collection of heads. Will you come with me 
to the library?"

"I hope," said Rainsford, "that you will excuse me tonight, General Zaroff. I'm really not feeling well."
"Ah, indeed?" the general inquired solicitously. "Well, I suppose that's only natural, after your long 

swim. You need a good, restful night's sleep. Tomorrow you'll feel like a new man, I'll wager. Then we'll 
hunt, eh? I've one rather promising prospect--" Rainsford was hurrying from the room.

"Sorry you can't go with me tonight," called the general. "I expect rather fair sport--a big, strong, 
black. He looks resourceful--Well, good night, Mr. Rainsford; I hope you have a good night's rest."

The bed was good, and the pajamas of the softest silk, and he was tired in every fiber of his being, but 
nevertheless Rainsford could not quiet his brain with the opiate of sleep. He lay, eyes wide open. Once he 
thought he heard stealthy steps in the corridor outside his room. He sought to throw open the door; it 
would not open. He went to the window and looked out. His room was high up in one of the towers. The 
lights of the chateau were out now, and it was dark and silent; but there was a fragment of sallow moon, 
and by its wan light he could see, dimly, the courtyard. There, weaving in and out in the pattern of shadow, 
were black, noiseless forms; the hounds heard him at the window and looked up, expectantly, with their 
green eyes. Rainsford went back to the bed and lay down. By many methods he tried to put himself to 
sleep. He had achieved a doze when, just as morning began to come, he heard, far off in the jungle, the faint 
report of a pistol.

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

"As for me," sighed the general, "I do not feel so well. I am worried, Mr. Rainsford. Last night I 
detected traces of my old complaint."

To Rainsford's questioning glance the general said, "Ennui. Boredom."
Then, taking a second helping of crêpes Suzette, the general explained: "The hunting was not good 

last night. The fellow lost his head. He made a straight trail that offered no problems at all. That's the 
trouble with these sailors; they have dull brains to begin with, and they do not know how to get about in 
the woods. They do excessively stupid and obvious things. It's most annoying. Will you have another glass 
of Chablis, Mr. Rainsford?"
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"General," said Rainsford firmly, "I wish to leave this island at once."
The general raised his thickets of eyebrows; he seemed hurt. "But, my dear fellow," the general 

protested, "you've only just come. You've had no hunting--"
"I wish to go today," said Rainsford. He saw the dead black eyes of the general on him, studying him. 

General Zaroff 's face suddenly brightened.
He filled Rainsford's glass with venerable Chablis from a dusty bottle.
"Tonight," said the general, "we will hunt--you and I."
Rainsford shook his head. "No, general," he said. "I will not hunt."
The general shrugged his shoulders and delicately ate a hothouse grape. "As you wish, my friend," he 

said. "The choice rests entirely with you. But may I not venture to suggest that you will find my idea of 
sport more diverting than Ivan's?"

He nodded toward the corner to where the giant stood, scowling, his thick arms crossed on his 
hogshead of chest.

"You don't mean--" cried Rainsford.
"My dear fellow," said the general, "have I not told you I always mean what I say about hunting? This is 

really an inspiration. I drink to a foeman worthy of my steel--at last." The general raised his glass, but 
Rainsford sat staring at him.

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

"And if I win--" began Rainsford huskily.
"I'll cheerfully acknowledge myself defeat if I do not find you by midnight of the third day," said 

General Zaroff. "My sloop will place you on the mainland near a town." The general read what Rainsford 
was thinking.

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

"I'll agree to nothing of the kind," said Rainsford.
"Oh," said the general, "in that case--But why discuss that now? Three days hence we can discuss it 

over a bottle of Veuve Cliquot, unless--"
The general sipped his wine.
Then a businesslike air animated him. "Ivan," he said to Rainsford, "will supply you with hunting 

clothes, food, a knife. I suggest you wear moccasins; they leave a poorer trail. I suggest, too, that you avoid 
the big swamp in the southeast corner of the island. We call it Death Swamp. There's quicksand there. One 
foolish fellow tried it. The deplorable part of it was that Lazarus followed him. You can imagine my 
feelings, Mr. Rainsford. I loved Lazarus; he was the finest hound in my pack. Well, I must beg you to 
excuse me now. I always' take a siesta after lunch. You'll hardly have time for a nap, I fear. You'll want to 
start, no doubt. I shall not follow till dusk. Hunting at night is so much more exciting than by day, don't 
you think? Au revoir, Mr. Rainsford, au revoir." General Zaroff, with a deep, courtly bow, strolled from the 
room.
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From another door came Ivan. Under one arm he carried khaki hunting clothes, a haversack of food, a 
leather sheath containing a long-bladed hunting knife; his right hand rested on a cocked revolver thrust in 
the crimson sash about his waist.

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

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

"I'll give him a trail to follow," muttered Rainsford, and he struck off from the rude path he had been 
following into the trackless wilderness. He executed a series of intricate loops; he doubled on his trail again 
and again, recalling all the lore of the fox hunt, and all the dodges of the fox. Night found him leg-weary, 
with hands and face lashed by the branches, on a thickly wooded ridge. He knew it would be insane to 
blunder on through the dark, even if he had the strength. His need for rest was imperative and he thought, 
"I have played the fox, now I must play the cat of the fable." A big tree with a thick trunk and outspread 
branches was near by, and, taking care to leave not the slightest mark, he climbed up into the crotch, and, 
stretching out on one of the broad limbs, after a fashion, rested. Rest brought him new confidence and 
almost a feeling of security. Even so zealous a hunter as General Zaroff could not trace him there, he told 
himself; only the devil himself could follow that complicated trail through the jungle after dark. But 
perhaps the general was a devil--

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

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

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

Rainsford held his breath. The general's eyes had left the ground and were traveling inch by inch up 
the tree. Rainsford froze there, every muscle tensed for a spring. But the sharp eyes of the hunter stopped 
before they reached the limb where Rainsford lay; a smile spread over his brown face. Very deliberately he 
blew a smoke ring into the air; then he turned his back on the tree and walked carelessly away, back along 
the trail he had come. The swish of the underbrush against his hunting boots grew fainter and fainter.
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The pent-up air burst hotly from Rainsford's lungs. His first thought made him feel sick and numb. 
The general could follow a trail through the woods at night; he could follow an extremely difficult trail; he 
must have uncanny powers; only by the merest chance had the Cossack failed to see his quarry.

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

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

"I will not lose my nerve. I will not."
He slid down from the tree, and struck off again into the woods. His face was set and he forced the 

machinery of his mind to function. Three hundred yards from his hiding place he stopped where a huge 
dead tree leaned precariously on a smaller, living one. Throwing off his sack of food, Rainsford took his 
knife from its sheath and began to work with all his energy.

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

Following the trail with the sureness of a bloodhound came General Zaroff. Nothing escaped those 
searching black eyes, no crushed blade of grass, no bent twig, no mark, no matter how faint, in the moss. So 
intent was the Cossack on his stalking that he was upon the thing Rainsford had made before he saw it. His 
foot touched the protruding bough that was the trigger. Even as he touched it, the general sensed his 
danger and leaped back with the agility of an ape. But he was not quite quick enough; the dead tree, 
delicately adjusted to rest on the cut living one, crashed down and struck the general a glancing blow on the 
shoulder as it fell; but for his alertness, he must have been smashed beneath it. He staggered, but he did 
not fall; nor did he drop his revolver. He stood there, rubbing his injured shoulder, and Rainsford, with fear 
again gripping his heart, heard the general's mocking laugh ring through the jungle.

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

When the general, nursing his bruised shoulder, had gone, Rainsford took up his flight again. It was 
flight now, a desperate, hopeless flight, that carried him on for some hours. Dusk came, then darkness, and 
still he pressed on. The ground grew softer under his moccasins; the vegetation grew ranker, denser; insects 
bit him savagely.

Then, as he stepped forward, his foot sank into the ooze. He tried to wrench it back, but the muck 
sucked viciously at his foot as if it were a giant leech. With a violent effort, he tore his feet loose. He knew 
where he was now. Death Swamp and its quicksand.

His hands were tight closed as if his nerve were something tangible that someone in the darkness was 
trying to tear from his grip. The softness of the earth had given him an idea. He stepped back from the 
quicksand a dozen feet or so and, like some huge prehistoric beaver, he began to dig.
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Rainsford had dug himself in in France when a second's delay meant death. That had been a placid 
pastime compared to his digging now. The pit grew deeper; when it was above his shoulders, he climbed 
out and from some hard saplings cut stakes and sharpened them to a fine point. These stakes he planted in 
the bottom of the pit with the points sticking up. With flying fingers he wove a rough carpet of weeds and 
branches and with it he covered the mouth of the pit. Then, wet with sweat and aching with tiredness, he 
crouched behind the stump of a lightning-charred tree.

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

"You've done well, Rainsford," the voice of the general called. "Your Burmese tiger pit has claimed one 
of my best dogs. Again you score. I think, Mr. Rainsford, I'll see what you can do against my whole pack. 
I'm going home for a rest now. Thank you for a most amusing evening."

At daybreak Rainsford, lying near the swamp, was awakened by a sound that made him know that he 
had new things to learn about fear. It was a distant sound, faint and wavering, but he knew it. It was the 
baying of a pack of hounds.

Rainsford knew he could do one of two things. He could stay where he was and wait. That was suicide. 
He could flee. That was postponing the inevitable. For a moment he stood there, thinking. An idea that 
held a wild chance came to him, and, tightening his belt, he headed away from the swamp.

The baying of the hounds drew nearer, then still nearer, nearer, ever nearer. On a ridge Rainsford 
climbed a tree. Down a watercourse, not a quarter of a mile away, he could see the bush moving. Straining 
his eyes, he saw the lean figure of General Zaroff; just ahead of him Rainsford made out another figure 
whose wide shoulders surged through the tall jungle weeds; it was the giant Ivan, and he seemed pulled 
forward by some unseen force; Rainsford knew that Ivan must be holding the pack in leash.

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

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

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

Rainsford had hardly tumbled to the ground when the pack took up the cry again.
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"Nerve, nerve, nerve!" he panted, as he dashed along. A blue gap showed between the trees dead 
ahead. Ever nearer drew the hounds. Rainsford forced himself on toward that gap. He reached it. It was the 
shore of the sea. Across a cove he could see the gloomy gray stone of the chateau. Twenty feet below him 
the sea rumbled and hissed. Rainsford hesitated. He heard the hounds. Then he leaped far out into the 
sea. . . .

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

General Zaroff had an exceedingly good dinner in his great paneled dining hall that evening. With it he 
had a bottle of Pol Roger and half a bottle of Chambertin. Two slight annoyances kept him from perfect 
enjoyment. One was the thought that it would be difficult to replace Ivan; the other was that his quarry had 
escaped him; of course, the American hadn't played the game--so thought the general as he tasted his after-
dinner liqueur. In his library he read, to soothe himself, from the works of Marcus Aurelius. At ten he went 
up to his bedroom. He was deliciously tired, he said to himself, as he locked himself in. There was a little 
moonlight, so, before turning on his light, he went to the window and looked down at the courtyard. He 
could see the great hounds, and he called, "Better luck another time," to them. Then he switched on the 
light.

A man, who had been hiding in the curtains of the bed, was standing there.
"Rainsford!" screamed the general. "How in God's name did you get here?"
"Swam," said Rainsford. "I found it quicker than walking through the jungle."
The general sucked in his breath and smiled. "I congratulate you," he said. "You have won the game."
Rainsford did not smile. "I am still a beast at bay," he said, in a low, hoarse voice. "Get ready, General 

Zaroff."
The general made one of his deepest bows. "I see," he said. "Splendid! One of us is to furnish a repast 

for the hounds. The other will sleep in this very excellent bed. On guard, Rainsford."
. . .
He had never slept in a better bed, Rainsford decided.
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“THE SCARLET IBIS”

by James Hurst

It was in the clove of seasons, summer was dead but autumn had not yet been born, that the ibis lit in 
the bleeding tree. The flower garden was strained with rotting brown magnolia petals and ironweeds grew 
rank amid the purple phlox. The five o'clocks by the chimney still marked time, but the oriole nest in the 
elm was untenanted and rocked back and forth like an empty cradle. The last graveyard flowers were 
blooming, and their smell drifted across the cotton field and through every room of our house, speaking 
softy the names of our dead.

It's strange that all this is still so clear to me, now that summer has long since fled and time has had its 
way. A grindstone stands where the bleeding tree stood, just outside the kitchen door, and now if an oriole 
sings in the elm, its song seems to die up in the leaves, a silvery dust. The flower garden is prim, the house a 
gleaming white, and the pale fence across the yard stands straight and spruce. But sometimes (like right 
now), as I sit in the cool, green-draped parlor, the grindstone begins to turn, and time with all its changes is 
ground away-and I remember Doodle.

Doodle was just about the craziest brother a boy every had. Of course, he wasn't crazy crazy like old 
Miss Leedie, who was in love with President Wilson and wrote him a letter every day, but was a nice crazy, 
like someone you meet in your dreams. He was born when I was six and was, from the outset, a 
disappointment. He seemed all head, with a tiny body which was red and shriveled like an old man's. 
Everybody thought he was going to die-everybody except Aunt Nicey, who had delivered him. She said he 
would live because he was born in a caul, and cauls were made from Jesus' nightgown. Daddy had Mr. 
Heath, the carpenter, build a little mahogany coffin for him. But he didn't die, and when he was three 
months old, Mama and Daddy decided they might as well name him. They named him William Armstrong, 
which is like tying a big tail on a small kite. Such a name sounds good only on a tombstone.

I thought myself pretty smart at many things, like holding my breath, running, jumping, or climbing 
the vines in Old Woman Swamp, and I wanted more than anything else someone to race to Horsehead 
Landing, someone to box with, and someone to perch with in the top fork of the great pine behind the 
barn, where across the fields and swamps you could see the sea. I wanted a brother. But Mama, crying, told 
me that even if William Armstrong lived, he would never do these things with me. He might not, she 
sobbed, even be "all there." He might, as long as he lived, lie on the rubber sheet in the center of the bed in 
the front bedroom where the white marquisette curtains billowed out in the afternoon sea breeze, rustling 
like palmetto fronds.

It was bad enough having an invalid brother, but having one who possibly was not all there was 
unbearable, so I began to make plans to kill him by smothering him with a pillow. However, one afternoon 
as I watched him, my head poked between the iron posts of the foot of the bed, he looked straight at me 
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and grinned. I skipped through the rooms, down the echoing halls, shouting, "Mama, he smiled. He's all 
there! He's all there!" and he was.

When he was two, if you laid him on his stomach, he began to move himself, straining terribly. The 
doctor said that with his weak heart this strain would probably kill him, but it didn't. Trembling, he'd push 
himself up, turning first red, then a soft purple, and finally collapse back onto the bed like an old worn-out 
doll. I can still see Mama watching him, her hand pressed tight across her mouth, her eyes wide and 
unblinking. But he learned to crawl (it was his third winter), and we brought him out of the front bedroom, 
putting him on the rug before the fireplace. For the first time he became one of us.

As long as he lay all the time in bed, we called him William Armstrong, even though it was formal and 
sounded as if we were referring to one of our ancestors, but with his creeping around on the deerskin rug 
and beginning to talk, something had to be done about his name. It was I who renamed him. When he 
crawled, he crawled backwards, as if he were in reverse and couldn’t change gears. If you called him, he'd 
turn around as if he were going in the other direction, then he'd back right up to you to be picked up. 
Crawling backward made him look like a doodlebug, so I began to call him Doodle, and in time even Mama 
and Daddy thought it was a better name than William Armstrong. Only Aunt Nicey disagreed. She said caul 
babies should be treated with special respect since they might turn out to be saints. Renaming my brother 
was perhaps the kindest thing I ever did for him, because nobody expects much from someone called 
Doodle.

Although Doodle learned to crawl, he showed no signs of walking, but he wasn't idle. He talked so 
much that we all quit listening to what he said. It was about this time that Daddy built him a go-cart and I 
had to pull him around. At first I just paraded him up and down the piazza, but then he started crying to be 
taken out into the yard, and it ended up by my having to lug him wherever I went. If I so much as picked 
up my cap, he'd start crying to go with me and Mama would call from where she was, "Take Doodle with 
you."

He was a burden in many ways. The doctor had said that he mustn't get too excited, too hot, too cold, 
or too tired and that he must always be treated gently. A long list of don'ts went with him, all of which I 
ignored once we got out of the house. To discourage his coming with me, I'd run with him across the ends 
of the cotton rows and careen him around corners on two wheels. Sometimes I accidentally turned him 
over, but he never told Mama. His skin was very sensitive, and he had to wear a big straw hat whenever he 
went out. When the going got rough and he had to cling to the sides of the go-cart, the hat slipped all the 
way down over his ears. He was a sight. Finally, I could see I was licked. Doodle was my brother and he was 
going to cling to me forever, no matter what I did, so I dragged him across the burning cotton field to share 
with him the only beauty I knew, Old Woman Swamp. I pulled the go-cart through the saw-tooth fern, 
down into the green dimness where the palmetto fronds whispered by the stream. I lifted him out and set 
him down in the soft rubber grass beside a tall pine. His eyes were round with wonder as he gazed about 
him, and his little hands began to stroke the rubber grass. Then he began to cry.
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“For heaven’s sake, what’s the matter?” I asked, annoyed.
“It’s so pretty,” he said. “So pretty, pretty, pretty.”
After that day Doodle and I often went down into Old Woman Swamp. I would gather wildflowers, 

wild violets, honeysuckle, yellow jasmine, snakeflowers, and waterlilies, and with wire grass we’d weave 
them into necklaces and crowns. We’d bedeck ourselves with our handiwork and loll about thus beautified, 
beyond the touch of the everyday world. Then when the slanted rays of the sun burned orange in the tops 
of the pines, we’d drop our jewels into the stream and watch them float away toward the sea.

There is within me (and with sadness I have watched it in others) a knot of cruelty borne by the 
stream of love, much as our blood sometimes bears the seed of our destruction, and at times I was mean to 
Doodle. One day I took him up to the barn loft and showed him his casket, telling him how we all had 
believed he would die. It was covered with a film of Paris green sprinkled to kill the rats, and screech owls 
had built a nest inside it.

Doodle studied the mahogany box for a long time, then said, “It’s not mine.”
“It is,” I said. “And before I’ll help you down from the loft, you’re going to have to touch it.”
“I won’t touch it,” he said sullenly.
“Then I’ll leave you here by yourself,” I threatened, and made as if I were going down.
Doodle was frightened of being left. “Don’t leave me, Brother,” he cried, and leaned toward the coffin. 

His hand, trembling, reached out, and when he touched the casket, he screamed. A screech owl flapped out 
of the box into our faces, scaring us and covering us with Paris green. Doodle was paralyzed, so I put him 
on my shoulder and carried him down the ladder, and even when we were outside in the bright sunshine, he 
clung to me, crying, "Don't leave me. Don't leave me."

When Doodle was five years old, I was embarrassed at having a brother of that age who couldn't walk, 
so I set out to teach him. We were down

in Old Woman Swamp and it was spring and the sick- sweet smell of bay flowers hung everywhere like 
a mournful song. "I'm going to teach you to walk, Doodle," I said.

He was sitting comfortably on the soft grass, leaning back against the pine. "Why?" he asked.
I hadn't expected such an answer. "So I won't have to haul you around all the time."
"I can't walk, Brother," he said. "Who says so?" I demanded.
"Mama, the doctor-everybody.”
"Oh, you can walk," I said, and I took him by the arms and stood him up. He collapsed onto the grass 

like a half-empty flour sack. It was as if he had no bones in his little legs.
"Don't hurt me, Brother," he warned.
"Shut up. I'm not going to hurt you. I'm going to teach you to walk." I heaved him up again, and again 

he collapsed.
This time he did not lift his face up out of the rubber grass. "I just can't do it. Let's make honeysuckle 

wreaths."
"Oh yes you can, Doodle," I said. "All you got to do is try. Now come on," and I hauled him up once 

more.
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It seemed so hopeless from the beginning that it's a miracle I didn't give up. But all of us must have 
something or someone to be proud of, and Doodle had become mine. I did not know then that pride is a 
wonderful, terrible thing, a seed that bears two vines, life and death. Every day that summer we went to the 
pine beside the stream of Old Woman Swamp, and I put him on his feet at least a hundred times each 
afternoon. Occasionally I too became discouraged because it didn't seem as if he was trying, and I would 
say, "Doodle, don't you want to learn to walk?"

He'd nod his head, and I'd say, "Well, if you don't keep trying, you'll never learn." Then I'd paint for 
him a picture of us as old men, white-haired, him with a long white beard and me still pulling him around in 
the go-cart. This never failed to make him try again.

Finally one day, after many weeks of practicing, he stood alone for a few seconds. When he fell, I 
grabbed him in my arms and hugged him, our laughter pealing through the swamp like a ringing bell. Now 
we knew it could be done. Hope no longer hid in the dark palmetto thicket but perched like a cardinal in 
the lacy toothbrush tree, brilliantly visible. "Yes, yes," I cried, and he cried it too, and the grass beneath us 
was soft and the smell of the swamp was sweet.

With success so imminent, we decided not to tell anyone until he could actually walk. Each day, 
barring rain, we sneaked into Old Woman Swamp, and by cotton-picking time Doodle was ready to show 
what he could do. He still wasn't able to walk far, but we could wait no longer. Keeping a nice secret is very 
hard to do, like holding your breath. We chose to reveal all on October eighth, Doodle's sixth birthday, and 
for weeks ahead we mooned around the house, promising everybody a most spectacular surprise. Aunt 
Nicey said that, after so much talk, if we produced anything less tremendous than the Resurrection, she 
was going to be disappointed.

At breakfast on our chosen day, when Mama, Daddy, and Aunt Nicey were in the dining room, I 
brought Doodle to the door in the gocart just as usual and had them turn their backs, making them cross 
their hearts and hope to die if they peeked. I helped Doodle up, and when he was standing alone I let them 
look. There wasn't a sound as Doodle walked slowly across the room and sat down at his place at the table. 
Then Mama began to cry and ran over to him, hugging him and kissing him. Daddy hugged him too, so I 
went to Aunt Nicey, who was thanks praying in the doorway, and began to waltz her around. We danced 
together quite well until she came down on my big toe with her brogans, hurting me so badly I thought I 
was crippled for life.

Doodle told them it was I who had taught him to walk, so everyone wanted to hug me, and I began to 
cry.

"What are you crying for?" asked Daddy, but I couldn't answer. They did not know that I did it for 
myself, that pride, whose slave I was, spoke to me louder than all their voices, and that Doodle walked only 
because I was ashamed of having a crippled brother.

Within a few months Doodle had learned to walk well and his go-cart was put up in the barn loft (it's 
still there) beside his little mahogany coffin. Now, when we roamed off together, resting often, we never 
turned back until our destination had been reached, and to help pass the time, we took up lying. From the 
beginning Doodle was a terrible liar and he got me in the habit. Had anyone stopped to listen to us, we 
would have been sent off to Dix Hill.
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My lies were scary, involved, and usually pointless, but Doodle's were twice as crazy. People in his 
stories all had wings and flew wherever they wanted to go. His favorite lie was about a boy named Peter 
who had a pet peacock with a ten-foot tail. Peter wore a golden robe that glittered so brightly that when he 
walked through the sunflowers they turned away from the sun to face him. When Peter was ready to go to 
sleep, the peacock spread his magnificent tail, enfolding the boy gently like a closing go-to-sleep flower, 
burying him in the glorious iridescent, rustling vortex. Yes, I must admit it. Doodle could beat me lying.

Doodle and I spent lots of time thinking about our future. We decided that when we were grown we'd 
live in Old Woman Swamp and pick dog-tongue for a living. Beside the stream, he planned, we'd build us a 
house of whispering leaves and the swamp birds would be our chickens. All day long (when we weren't 
gathering dog’s-tongue we'd swing through the cypresses on the rope vines, and if it rained we'd huddle 
beneath an umbrella tree and play stickfrog. Mama and Daddy could come and live with us if they wanted 
to. He even came up with the idea that he could marry Mama and I could marry Daddy. Of course, I was 
old enough to know this wouldn't work out, but the picture he painted was so beautiful and serene that all 
I could do was whisper Yes, yes.

Once I had succeeded in teaching Doodle to walk, I began to believe in my own infallibility, and I 
prepared a terrific development program for him, unknown to Mama and Daddy, of course. I would teach 
him to run, to swim, to climb trees, and to fight. He, too, now believed in my infallibility, so we set the 
deadline for these accomplishments less that a year away, when, it had been decided, Doodle could start to 
school.

That winter we didn't make much progress, for I was in school and Doodle suffered from one bad cold 
after another. But when spring came, rich and warm, we raised our sights again. Success lay at the end of 
summer like a pot of gold, and our campaign got off to a good start. On hot days, Doodle and I went down 
to Horsehead Landing, and I gave him swimming lessons or showed him how to row a boat. Sometimes we 
descended into the cool greenness of Old Woman Swamp and climbed the rope vines or boxed 
scientifically beneath the pine where he had learned to walk. Promise hung about us like the leaves, and 
wherever we looked, ferns unfurled and birds broke into song.

That summer, the summer of 1918, was blighted. In May and June there was no rain and the crops 
withered, curled up, then died under the thirsty sun. One morning in July a hurricane came out of the east, 
tipping over the oaks in the yard and splitting the limbs of the elm trees. That afternoon it roared back out 
of the west, blew the fallen oaks around, snapping their roots and tearing them out of the earth like a hawk 
at the entrails of a chicken. Cotton bolls were wrenched from the stalks and lay like green walnuts in the 
valleys between the rows, while the cornfield leaned over uniformly so that the tassels touched the ground. 
Doodle and I followed Daddy out into the cotton field, where he stood, shoulders sagging, surveying the 
ruin. When his chin sank down onto his chest, we were frightened, and Doodle slipped his hand into mine. 
Suddenly Daddy straightened his shoulders, raised a giant knuckle fist, and with a voice that seemed to 
rumble out of the earth itself began cursing the weather and the Republican Party. Doodle and I prodding 
each other and giggling, went back to the house, knowing that everything would be all right.
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And during that summer, strange names were heard through the house: Chateau-Thierry, Amiens, 
Soissons, and in her blessing at the supper table, Mama once said, "And bless the Pearsons, whose boy Joe 
was lost at Belleau Wood."

So we came to that clove of seasons. School was only a few weeks away, and Doodle was far behind 
schedule. He could barely clear the ground when climbing up the rope vines, and his swimming was 
certainly not passable. We decided to double our efforts, to make that list drive and reach our pot of gold. I 
made him swim until he turned blue and row until he couldn't lift an oar. Wherever we went, I purposely 
walked fast, and although he kept up, his face turned red and his eyes became glazed. Once, he could go no 
further, so he collapsed on the ground and began to cry.

"Aw, come on, Doodle," I urged. "You can do it. Do you want to be different from everybody else 
when you start school?"

"Does it make any difference?"
"It certainly does," I said. "Now, come on," and I helped him up.
As we slipped through dog days, Doodle began to look feverish, and
Mama felt his forehead, asking him if he felt ill. At night he didn't sleep well, and sometimes he had 

nightmares, crying out until I touched him and said, "Wake up, Doodle. Wake up.”
It was Saturday noon, just a few days before school was to start. I should have already admitted defeat, 

but my pride wouldn't let me. The excitement of our program had now been gone for weeks, but still we 
kept on with a tired doggedness. It was too late to turn back, for we had both wandered too far into a net 
of expectations and left no crumbs behind.

Daddy, Mama, Doodle, and I were seated at the dining-room table having lunch. It was a hot day, with 
all the windows and doors open in case a breeze should come. In the kitchen Aunt Nicey was humming 
softly. After a long silence, Daddy spoke. "It's so calm, I wouldn't be surprised if we had a storm this 
afternoon."

"I haven't heard a rain frog," said Mama, who believed in signs, as she
served the bread around the table.
"I did," declared Doodle. "Down in the swamp-"
"He didn't," I said contrarily.
"You did, eh?" said Daddy, ignoring my denial.
"I certainly did," Doodle reiterated, scowling at me over the top
of his iced-tea glass, and we were quiet again.
Suddenly, from out in the yard, came a strange croaking noise. Doodle stopped eating, with a piece of 

bread poised ready for his mouth, his eyes popped round like two blue buttons. "What's that?" he 
whispered.

I jumped up, knocking over my chair, and had reached the door when Mama called, "Pick up the chair, 
sit down again, and say excuse me."

By the time I had done this Doodle had excused himself and had slipped out into the yard. He was 
looking up into the bleeding tree. "It's a great big red bird!" he called.
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The bird croaked loudly again, and Mama and Daddy came out into the yard. We shaded our eyes with 
our hands against the hazy glare of the sun and peered up through the still leaves. On the topmost branch a 
bird the size of a chicken, with scarlet feathers and long legs, was perched precariously. Its wings hung 
down loosely, and as we watched, a feather dropped away and floated slowly down through the green leaves.

"It's not even frightened of us," Mama said.
"It looks tired," Daddy added. "Or maybe sick."
Doodle's hands were clasped at his throat, and I had never seen him stand still so long. "What is it?" 

he asked. Daddy shook his head. "I don't know, maybe it's-“
At that moment the bird began to flutter, but the wings were uncoordinated, and amid much flapping 

and a spray of flying feathers, it tumbled down, bumping through the limbs of the bleeding tree and landing 
at our feet with a thud. Its long, graceful neck jerked twice into an S, then straightened out, and the bird 
was still. A white veil came over the eyes and the long white beak unhinged. Its legs were crossed and its 
claw-like feet were delicately curved at rest. Even death did not mar its grace, for it lay on the earth like a 
broken vase of red flowers, and we stood around it, awed by its exotic beauty.

"It's dead," Mama said.
"What is it?" Doodle repeated.
"Go bring me the bird book," said Daddy.
I ran into the house and brought back the bird book. As we watched, Daddy thumbed through its 

pages. "It's a scarlet ibis," he said, pointing to the picture. "It lives in the tropics-South America to Florida. 
A storm must have brought it here."

Sadly, we all looked back at the bird. A scarlet ibis! How many miles it had traveled to die like this, in 
our yard, beneath the bleeding tree.

"Let's finish lunch," Mama said, nudging us back toward the dining room.
"I'm not hungry," said Doodle, and he knelt down beside the ibis.
"We've got peach cobbler for dessert," Mama tempted from the doorway.
Doodle remained kneeling. "I'm going to bury him."
"Don't you dare touch him," Mama warned. "There's no telling what disease he might have had."
"All right," said Doodle. "I won't."
Daddy, Mama, and I went back to the dining-room table, but we watched Doodle through the open 

door. He took out a piece of string from his pocket and, without touching the ibis, looped one end around 
its neck. Slowly, while singing softly "Shall We Gather at the River," he carried the bird around to the front 
yard and dug a hole in the flower garden, next to the petunia bed. Now we were watching him through the 
front window, but he didn't know it. His awkwardness at digging the hole with a shovel whose handle was 
twice as long as he was made us laugh, and we covered our mouths with our hands so he wouldn't hear.

When Doodle came into the dining room, he found us seriously eating our cobbler. He was pale, and 
lingered just inside the screen door. "Did you get the scarlet ibis buried?" asked Daddy.

Doodle didn't speak but nodded his head.
"Go wash your hands, and then you can have some peach cobbler," said Mama.
"I'm not hungry," he said.
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"Dead birds is bad luck," said Aunt Nicey, poking her head from the kitchen door. "Specially red dead 
birds!"

As soon as I had finished eating, Doodle and I hurried off to Horsehead Landing. Time was short, and 
Doodle still had a long way to go if he was going to keep up with the other boys when he started school. 
The sun, gilded with the yellow cast of autumn, still burned fiercely, but the dark green woods through 
which we passed were shady and cool. When we reached the landing, Doodle said he was too tired to swim, 
so we got into a skiff and floated down the creek with the tide. Far off in the marsh a rail was scolding, and 
over on the beach locusts were singing in the myrtle trees. Doodle did not speak and kept his head turned 
away, letting one hand trail limply in the water.

After we had drifted a long way, I put the oars in place and made Doodle row back against the tide. 
Black clouds began to gather in the southwest, and he kept watching them, trying to pull the oars a little 
faster. When we reached Horsehead Landing, lightning was playing across half the sky and thunder roared 
out, hiding even the sound of the sea. The sun disappeared and darkness descended, almost like night. 
Flocks of marsh crows flew by, heading inland to their roosting trees; and two egrets, squawking, arose 
from the oyster-rock shallows and careened away.

Doodle was both tired and frightened, and when he stepped from the skiff he collapsed onto the mud, 
sending an armada of fiddler crabs rustling off into the marsh grass. I helped him up, and as he wiped the 
mud off his trousers, he smiled at me ashamedly. He had failed and we both knew it, so we started back 
home, racing the storm. We never spoke (What are the words that can solder cracked pride?), but I knew 
he was watching me, watching for a sign of mercy. The lightning was near now, and from fear he walked so 
close behind me he kept stepping on my heels. The faster I walked, the faster he walked, so I began to run. 
The rain was coming, roaring through the pines, and then, like a bursting Roman candle, a gum tree ahead 
of us was shattered by a bolt of lightning. When the deafening peal of thunder had died, and in the 
moment before the rain arrived, I heard Doodle, who had fallen behind, cry out, "Brother, Brother, don't 
leave me! Don't leave me!"

The knowledge that Doodle's and my plans had come to naught was bitter, and that streak of cruelty 
within me awakened. I ran as fast as I could, leaving him far behind with a wall of rain dividing us. The 
drops stung my face like nettles, and the wind flared the wet glistening leaves of the bordering trees. Soon I 
could hear his voice no more.

I hadn’t run too far before I became tired, and the flood of childish spite evanesced as well. I stopped 
and waited for Doodle. The sound of rain was everywhere, but the wind had died and it fell straight down 
in parallel paths like ropes hanging from the sky. As I waited, I peered through the downpour, but no one 
came. Finally I went back and found him huddled beneath a red nightshade bush beside the road. He was 
sitting on the ground, his face buried in his arms, which were resting on his drawn-up knees. "Let's go, 
Doodle," I said.

He didn't answer, so I placed my hand on his forehead and lifted his head. Limply, he fell backwards 
onto the earth. He had been bleeding from the mouth, and his neck and the front of his shirt were stained 
a brilliant red.
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"Doodle! Doodle!" I cried, shaking him, but there was no answer but the ropy rain. He lay very 
awkwardly, with his head thrown far back, making his vermilion neck appear unusually long and slim. His 
little legs, bent sharply at the knees, had never before seemed so fragile, so thin.

I began to weep, and the tear-blurred vision in red before me looked very familiar. "Doodle!" I 
screamed above the pounding storm and threw my body to the earth above his. For a long time, it seemed 
forever, I lay there crying, sheltering my fallen scarlet ibis from the heresy of rain.
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American novelist and short story writer Ray 
Bradbury (b. 1920 - d. 2012) is best known for 
his imaginative tales in the genres of science 
fiction and fantasy.  He began writing stories on 
inexpensive butcher paper as a child during the 
Great Depression.  In his stories, Bradbury’s 
hometown of Waukegan, Illinois was transformed 
into “Green Town” and served as the setting for 
many of his early works.  Bradbury 
acknowledged the important early influence of 
Edgar Allan Poe’s writing in his experiments with 
horror fiction.  Bradbury’s work were and remain 
popular with audiences throughout the world, 
and his stories and novels have been adapted 
into films and comic books in many languages.

“THE VELDT”
BY RAY BRADBURY
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“THE VELDT”

by Ray Bradbury

"George, I wish you'd look at the nursery." "What's wrong with it?"
"I don't know."
"Well, then."
"I just want you to look at it, is all, or call a psychologist in to look at it." 
"What would a psychologist want with a nursery?"
"You know very well what he'd want."  His wife paused in the middle of the kitchen and watched the 

stove busy humming to itself, making supper for four. 
"It's just that the nursery is different now than it was."
"All right, let's have a look."
They walked down the hall of their soundproofed Happylife Home, which had cost them thirty 

thousand dollars installed, this house which clothed and fed and rocked them to sleep and played and sang 
and was good to them. Their approach sensitized a switch somewhere and the nursery light flicked on 
when they came within ten feet of it. Similarly, behind them, in the halls, lights went on and off as they left 
them behind, with a soft automaticity.

"Well," said George Hadley.

They stood on the thatched floor of the nursery. It was forty feet across by forty feet long and thirty 
feet high; it had cost half again as much as the rest of the house. "But nothing's too good for our children," 
George had said.

The nursery was silent. It was empty as a jungle glade at hot high noon. The walls were blank and two 
dimensional. Now, as George and Lydia Hadley stood in the center of the room, the walls began to purr and 
recede into crystalline distance, it seemed, and presently an African veldt appeared, in three dimensions, on 
all sides, in color reproduced to the final pebble and bit of straw. The ceiling above them became a deep sky 
with a hot yellow sun.

George Hadley felt the perspiration start on his brow.
"Let's get out of this sun," he said. "This is a little too real. But I don't see anything wrong."
"Wait a moment, you'll see," said his wife.
Now the hidden odorophonics were beginning to blow a wind of odor at the two people in the middle 

of the baked veldtland. The hot straw smell of lion grass, the cool green smell of the hidden water hole, the 
great rusty smell of animals, the smell of dust like a red paprika in the hot air. And now the sounds: the 
thump of distant antelope feet on grassy sod, the papery rustling of vultures. A shadow passed through the 
sky. The shadow flickered on George Hadley's upturned, sweating face.

"Filthy creatures," he heard his wife say.
"The vultures."
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"You see, there are the lions, far over, that way. Now they're on their way to the water hole. They've 
just been eating," said Lydia. "I don't know what." 

"Some animal." George Hadley put his hand up to shield off the burning light from his squinted eyes. 
"A zebra or a baby giraffe, maybe."

"Are you sure?" His wife sounded peculiarly tense.
"No, it's a little late to be sure," he said, amused. "Nothing over there I can see but cleaned bone, and 

the vultures dropping for what's left."
"Did you hear that scream?" she asked.
“No."
"About a minute ago?"
"Sorry, no."
The lions were coming. And again George Hadley was filled with admiration for the mechanical genius 

who had conceived this room. A miracle of efficiency selling for an absurdly low price. Every home should 
have one. Oh, occasionally they frightened you with their clinical accuracy, they startled you, gave you a 
twinge, but most of the time what fun for everyone, not only your own son and daughter, but for yourself 
when you felt like a quick jaunt to a foreign land, a quick change of scenery. Well, here it was!

And here were the lions now, fifteen feet away, so real, so feverishly and startlingly real that you could 
feel the prickling fur on your hand, and your mouth was stuffed with the dusty upholstery smell of their 
heated pelts, and the yellow of them was in your eyes like the yellow of an exquisite French tapestry, the 
yellows of lions and summer grass, and the sound of the matted lion lungs exhaling on the silent noontide, 
and the smell of meat from the panting, dripping mouths.

The lions stood looking at George and Lydia Hadley with terrible green-yellow eyes.
"Watch out!" screamed Lydia.
The lions came running at them.
Lydia bolted and ran. Instinctively, George sprang after her. Outside, in the hall, with the door 

slammed he was laughing and she was crying, and they both stood appalled at the other's reaction.
"George!"
"Lydia! Oh, my dear poor sweet Lydia!"
"They almost got us!"
"Walls, Lydia, remember; crystal walls, that's all they are. Oh, they look real, I must admit - Africa in 

your parlor - but it's all dimensional, superreactionary, supersensitive color film and mental tape film behind 
glass screens. It's all odorophonics and sonics, Lydia. Here's my handkerchief."

"I'm afraid." She came to him and put her body against him and cried steadily. "Did you see? Did you 
feel? It's too real."

"Now, Lydia..."
"You've got to tell Wendy and Peter not to read any more on Africa."
"Of course - of course." He patted her.
"Promise?"
"Sure."
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"And lock the nursery for a few days until I get my nerves settled."
"You know how difficult Peter is about that. When I punished him a month ago by locking the nursery 

for even a few hours - the tantrum he threw! And Wendy too. They live for the nursery." 
"It's got to be locked, that's all there is to it."
"All right." Reluctantly he locked the huge door. "You've been working too hard. You need a rest."
"I don't know - I don't know," she said, blowing her nose, sitting down 

in a chair that immediately began to rock and comfort her. "Maybe I don't have enough to do. Maybe I 
have time to think too much. Why don't we shut the whole house off for a few days and take a vacation?"

"You mean you want to fry my eggs for me?" 
"Yes." She nodded.
"And dam my socks?"
"Yes." A frantic, watery-eyed nodding.
"And sweep the house?"
"Yes, yes - oh, yes!''
"But I thought that's why we bought this house, so we wouldn't have to do anything?"
"That's just it. I feel like I don't belong here. The house is wife and mother now, and nursemaid. Can I 

compete with an African veldt? Can I give a bath and scrub the children as efficiently or quickly as the 
automatic scrub bath can? I cannot. And it isn't just me. It's you. You've been awfully nervous lately."

"I suppose I have been smoking too much."
"You look as if you didn't know what to do with yourself in this house, either. You smoke a little more 

every morning and drink a little more every afternoon and need a little more sedative every night. You're 
beginning to feel unnecessary too."

"Am I?" He paused and tried to feel into himself to see what was really there.
"Oh, George!" She looked beyond him, at the nursery door. "Those lions can't get out of there, can 

they?"
He looked at the door and saw it tremble as if something had jumped against it from the other side.
"Of course not," he said.

At dinner they ate alone, for Wendy and Peter were at a special plastic carnival across town and had 
televised home to say they'd be late, to go ahead eating. So George Hadley, bemused, sat watching the 
dining-room table produce warm dishes of food from its mechanical interior.

"We forgot the ketchup," he said.
"Sorry," said a small voice within the table, and ketchup appeared. 
As for the nursery, thought George Hadley, it won't hurt for the children to be locked out of it awhile. 

Too much of anything isn't good for anyone. And it was clearly indicated that the children had been 
spending a little too much time on Africa. That sun. He could feel it on his neck, still, like a hot paw. And 
the lions. And the smell of blood. Remarkable how the nursery caught the telepathic emanations of the 
children's minds and created life to fill their every desire. The children thought lions, and there were lions. 
The children thought zebras, and there were zebras. Sun—sun. Giraffes—giraffes. Death and death.
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That last. He chewed tastelessly on the meat that the table had cut for 
him. Death thoughts. They were awfully young, Wendy and Peter, for death thoughts. Or, no, you were 
never too young, really. Long before you knew what death was you were wishing it on someone else. When 
you were two years old you were shooting people with cap pistols.

But this - the long, hot African veldt-the awful death in the jaws of a lion. And repeated again and 
again.

"Where are you going?"
He didn't answer Lydia. Preoccupied, he let the lights glow softly on ahead of him, extinguish behind 

him as he padded to the nursery door. He listened against it. Far away, a lion roared.
He unlocked the door and opened it. Just before he stepped inside, he heard a faraway scream. And 

then another roar from the lions, which subsided quickly.
He stepped into Africa. How many times in the last year had he opened this door and found 

Wonderland, Alice, the Mock Turtle, or Aladdin and his Magical Lamp, or Jack Pumpkinhead of Oz, or Dr. 
Doolittle, or the cow jumping over a very real-appearing moon-all the delightful contraptions of a make-
believe world. How often had he seen Pegasus flying in the sky ceiling, or seen fountains of red fireworks, 
or heard angel voices singing. But now, is yellow hot Africa, this bake oven with murder in the heat. 
Perhaps Lydia was right. Perhaps they needed a little vacation from the fantasy which was growing a bit too 
real for ten-year-old children. It was all right to exercise one's mind with gymnastic fantasies, but when the 
lively child mind settled on one pattern... ? It seemed that, at a distance, for the past month, he had heard 
lions roaring, and smelled their strong odor seeping as far away as his study door. But, being busy, he had 
paid it no attention.

George Hadley stood on the African grassland alone. The lions looked up from their feeding, watching 
him. The only flaw to the illusion was the open door through which he could see his wife, far down the 
dark hall, like a framed picture, eating her dinner abstractedly.

"Go away," he said to the lions.
They did not go.
He knew the principle of the room exactly. You sent out your thoughts.  Whatever you thought would 

appear. "Let's have Aladdin and his lamp," he snapped. The veldtland remained; the lions remained.
"Come on, room! I demand Aladdin!" he said.
Nothing happened. The lions mumbled in their baked pelts. 
"Aladdin!"
He went back to dinner. "The fool room's out of order," he said. "It won't respond." 
"Or--"
"Or what?"
"Or it can't respond," said Lydia, "because the children have thought about Africa and lions and killing 

so many days that the room's in a rut."
"Could be."
"Or Peter's set it to remain that way."
"Set it?"
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"He may have got into the machinery and fixed something."
"Peter doesn't know machinery."
"He's a wise one for ten. That I.Q. of his -"
"Nevertheless -"
"Hello, Mom. Hello, Dad."
The Hadleys turned. Wendy and Peter were coming in the front door, cheeks like peppermint candy, 

eyes like bright blue agate marbles, a smell of ozone on their jumpers from their trip in the helicopter.
"You're just in time for supper," said both parents.
"We're full of strawberry ice cream and hot dogs," said the children, holding hands. "But we'll sit and 

watch."
"Yes, come tell us about the nursery," said George Hadley.
The brother and sister blinked at him and then at each other. "Nursery?"
"All about Africa and everything," said the father with false joviality.
"I don't understand," said Peter.
"Your mother and I were just traveling through Africa with rod and reel; Tom Swift and his Electric 

Lion," said George Hadley.
"There's no Africa in the nursery," said Peter simply.
"Oh, come now, Peter. We know better."
"I don't remember any Africa," said Peter to Wendy. "Do you?"
"No."
"Run see and come tell."
She obeyed.
"Wendy, come back here!" said George Hadley, but she was gone. The house lights followed her like a 

flock of fireflies. Too late, he realized he had forgotten to lock the nursery door after his last inspection.
"Wendy'll look and come tell us," said Peter. 
"She doesn't have to tell me. I've seen it." 
"I'm sure you're mistaken, Father."
"I'm not, Peter. Come along now."
But Wendy was back. "It's not Africa," she said breathlessly.
"We'll see about this," said George Hadley, and they all walked down the hall together and opened the 

nursery door.
There was a green, lovely forest, a lovely river, a purple mountain, high voices singing, and Rima, lovely 

and mysterious, lurking in the trees with colorful flights of butterflies, like animated bouquets, lingering in 
her long hair. The African veldtland was gone. The lions were gone. Only Rima was here now, singing a song 
so beautiful that it brought tears to your eyes.

George Hadley looked in at the changed scene. "Go to bed," he said to the children. They opened 
their mouths.

"You heard me," he said.
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They went off to the air closet, where a wind sucked them like brown leaves up the flue to their 
slumber rooms.

George Hadley walked through the singing glade and picked up something that lay in the comer near 
where the lions had been. He walked slowly back to his wife.

"What is that?" she asked.
"An old wallet of mine," he said.
He showed it to her. The smell of hot grass was on it and the smell of a lion. There were drops of saliva 

on it, it bad been chewed, and there were blood smears on both sides. 
He closed the nursery door and locked it, tight.

In the middle of the night he was still awake and he knew his wife was awake. "Do you think Wendy 
changed it?" she said at last, in the dark room.

"Of course."
"Made it from a veldt into a forest and put Rima there instead of lions?" "Yes."
"Why?"
"I don't know. But it's staying locked until I find out."
"How did your wallet get there?"
"I don't know anything," he said, "except that I'm beginning to be sorry we bought that room for the 

children. If children are neurotic at all, a room like that -"
"It's supposed to help them work off their neuroses in a healthful way."
"I'm starting to wonder." He stared at the ceiling.
"We've given the children everything they ever wanted. Is this our reward—secrecy, disobedience?"
"Who was it said, 'Children are carpets, they should be stepped on occasionally'? We've never lifted a 

hand. They're insufferable—let's admit it. They come and go when they like; they treat us as if we were 
offspring. They're spoiled and we're spoiled."

"They've been acting funny ever since you forbade them to take the rocket to New York a few months 
ago."

"They're not old enough to do that alone, I explained."
"Nevertheless, I've noticed they've been decidedly cool toward us since."
"I think I'll have David McClean come tomorrow morning to have a look at Africa."
"But it's not Africa now, it's Green Mansions country and Rima."
"I have a feeling it'll be Africa again before then."
A moment later they heard the screams.
Two screams. Two people screaming from downstairs. And then a roar of lions.
"Wendy and Peter aren't in their rooms," said his wife.
He lay in his bed with his beating heart. "No," he said. "They've broken into the nursery."
"Those screams—they sound familiar."
"Do they?"
"Yes, awfully."

85



And although their beds tried very hard, the two adults couldn't be rocked to sleep for another hour. A 
smell of cats was in the night air.

"Father?" said Peter.
"Yes."
Peter looked at his shoes. He never looked at his father any more, norat his mother. "You aren't going 

to lock up the nursery for good, are you?" 
"That all depends."
"On what?" snapped Peter.
"On you and your sister. If you intersperse this Africa with a little variety—oh, Sweden perhaps, or 

Denmark or China -" 
"I thought we were free to play as we wished." 
"You are, within reasonable bounds."
"What's wrong with Africa, Father?"
"Oh, so now you admit you have been conjuring up Africa, do you?" 
"I wouldn't want the nursery locked up," said Peter coldly. "Ever." 
"Matter of fact, we're thinking of turning the whole house off for about a month. Live sort of a 

carefree one-for-all existence."
"That sounds dreadful! Would I have to tie my own shoes instead of letting the shoe tier do it? And 

brush my own teeth and comb my hair and give myself a bath?"
"It would be fun for a change, don't you think?"
"No, it would be horrid. I didn't like it when you took out the picture painter last month."
"That's because I wanted you to learn to paint all by yourself, son."
"I don't want to do anything but look and listen and smell; what else is there to do?"
"All right, go play in Africa."
"Will you shut off the house sometime soon?"
"We're considering it."
"I don't think you'd better consider it any more, Father." 
"I won't have any threats from my son!"
"Very well." And Peter strolled off to the nursery.

"Am I on time?" said David McClean. 
"Breakfast?" asked George Hadley. 
"Thanks, had some. What's the trouble?" 
"David, you're a psychologist."
"I should hope so."
"Well, then, have a look at our nursery. You saw it a year ago when you dropped by; did you notice 

anything peculiar about it then?"
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"Can't say I did; the usual violences, a tendency toward a slight paranoia here or there, usual in 
children because they feel persecuted by parents constantly, but, oh, really nothing."

They walked down the hall. "I locked the nursery up," explained the father, "and the children broke 
back into it during the night. I let them stay so they could form the patterns for you to see."

There was a terrible screaming from the nursery.
"There it is," said George Hadley. "See what you make of it."
They walked in on the children without rapping.
The screams had faded. The lions were feeding.
"Run outside a moment, children," said George Hadley. "No, don't change the mental combination. 

Leave the walls as they are. Get!"
With the children gone, the two men stood studying the lions clustered at a distance, eating with great 

relish whatever it was they had caught.
"I wish I knew what it was," said George Hadley. "Sometimes I can almost see. Do you think if I 

brought high-powered binoculars here and -"
David McClean laughed dryly. "Hardly." He turned to study all four walls. "How long has this been 

going on?"
"A little over a month."
"It certainly doesn't feel good." 
"I want facts, not feelings."
"My dear George, a psychologist never saw a fact in his life. He only hears about feelings; vague things. 

This doesn't feel good, I tell you. Trust my hunches and my instincts. I have a nose for something bad. This 
is very bad. My advice to you is to have the whole damn room torn down and your children brought to me 
every day during the next year for treatment."

"Is it that bad?"
"I'm afraid so. One of the original uses of these nurseries was so that we could study the patterns left 

on the walls by the child's mind, study at our leisure, and help the child. In this case, however, the room has 
become a channel toward-destructive thoughts, instead of a release away from them."

"Didn't you sense this before?"
"I sensed only that you had spoiled your children more than most. And now you're letting them down 

in some way. What way?"
"I wouldn't let them go to New York."
"What else?"
"I've taken a few machines from the house and threatened them, a month ago, with closing up the 

nursery unless they did their homework. I did close it for a few days to show I meant business."
"Ah, ha!"
"Does that mean anything?"
"Everything. Where before they had a Santa Claus now they have a Scrooge. Children prefer Santas. 

You've let this room and this house replace you and your wife in your children's affections. This room is 
their mother and father, far more important in their lives than their real parents. And now you come along 
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and want to shut it off. No wonder there's hatred here. You can feel it coming out of the sky. Feel that sun. 
George, you'll have to change your life. Like too many others, you've built it around creature comforts. 
Why, you'd starve tomorrow if something went wrong in your kitchen. You wouldn't know how to tap an 
egg. Nevertheless, turn everything off. Start new. It'll take time. But we'll make good children out of bad in 
a year, wait and see."

"But won't the shock be too much for the children, shutting the room up abruptly, for good?"
"I don't want them going any deeper into this, that's all."
The lions were finished with their red feast.
The lions were standing on the edge of the clearing watching the two men.
"Now I'm feeling persecuted," said McClean. "Let's get out of here. I never have cared for these 

damned rooms. Make me nervous."
"The lions look real, don't they?" said George Hadley. I don't suppose there's any way—" "What?"
"—that they could become real?"
"Not that I know."
"Some flaw in the machinery, a tampering or something?"
"No."
They went to the door.
"I don't imagine the room will like being turned off," said the father. 
"Nothing ever likes to die - even a room."
"I wonder if it hates me for wanting to switch it off?"
"Paranoia is thick around here today," said David McClean. "You can follow it like a spoor. Hello." He 

bent and picked up a bloody scarf. "This yours?"
"No." George Hadley's face was rigid. "It belongs to Lydia."
They went to the fuse box together and threw the switch that killed the nursery.

The two children were in hysterics. They screamed and pranced and threw things. They yelled and 
sobbed and swore and jumped at the furniture.

"You can't do that to the nursery, you can't!''
"Now, children."
The children flung themselves onto a couch, weeping.
"George," said Lydia Hadley, "turn on the nursery, just for a few moments. You can't be so abrupt."
"No."
"You can't be so cruel..."
"Lydia, it's off, and it stays off. And the whole damn house dies as of here and now. The more I see of 

the mess we've put ourselves in, the more it sickens me. We've been contemplating our mechanical, 
electronic navels for too long. My God, how we need a breath of honest air!"

And he marched about the house turning off the voice clocks, the stoves, the heaters, the shoe shiners, 
the shoe lacers, the body scrubbers and swabbers and massagers, and every other machine be could put his 
hand to.
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The house was full of dead bodies, it seemed. It felt like a mechanical cemetery. So silent. None of the 
humming hidden energy of machines waiting to function at the tap of a button.

"Don't let them do it!" wailed Peter at the ceiling, as if he was talking to the house, the nursery. "Don't 
let Father kill everything." He turned to his father. "Oh, I hate you!"

"Insults won't get you anywhere."
"I wish you were dead!"
"We were, for a long while. Now we're going to really start living. Instead of being handled and 

massaged, we're going to live."
Wendy was still crying and Peter joined her again. "Just a moment, just one moment, just another 

moment of nursery," they wailed.
"Oh, George," said the wife, "it can't hurt."
"All right—all right, if they'll just shut up. One minute, mind you, and then off forever."
"Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!" sang the children, smiling with wet faces.
"And then we're going on a vacation. David McClean is coming back in half an hour to help us move 

out and get to the airport. I'm going to dress. You turn the nursery on for a minute, Lydia, just a minute, 
mind you."

And the three of them went babbling off while he let himself be vacuumed upstairs through the air 
flue and set about dressing himself. A minute later Lydia appeared.

"I'll be glad when we get away," she sighed.
"Did you leave them in the nursery?"
"I wanted to dress too. Oh, that horrid Africa. What can they see in it?"
"Well, in five minutes we'll be on our way to Iowa. Lord, how did we ever get in this house? What 

prompted us to buy a nightmare?"
"Pride, money, foolishness."
"I think we'd better get downstairs before those kids get engrossed with those damned beasts again."
Just then they heard the children calling, "Daddy, Mommy, come quick - quick!"
They went downstairs in the air flue and ran down the hall. The children were nowhere in sight. 

"Wendy? Peter!"
They ran into the nursery. The veldtland was empty save for the lions waiting, looking at them. "Peter, 

Wendy?"
The door slammed.
"Wendy, Peter!"
George Hadley and his wife whirled and ran back to the door.
"Open the door!" cried George Hadley, trying the knob. "Why, they've locked it from the outside! 

Peter!" He beat at the door. "Open up!"
He heard Peter's voice outside, against the door.
"Don't let them switch off the nursery and the house," he was saying. 
Mr. and Mrs. George Hadley beat at the door. "Now, don't be ridiculous, children. It's time to go. Mr. 

McClean'll be here in a minute and..."
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And then they heard the sounds.
The lions on three sides of them, in the yellow veldt grass, padding through the dry straw, rumbling 

and roaring in their throats. The lions.
Mr. Hadley looked at his wife and they turned and looked back at the beasts edging slowly forward 

crouching, tails stiff.
Mr. and Mrs. Hadley screamed.
And suddenly they realized why those other screams had sounded familiar.

"Well, here I am," said David McClean in the nursery doorway, "Oh, hello." He stared at the two 
children seated in the center of the open glade eating a little picnic lunch. Beyond them was the water hole 
and the yellow veldtland; above was the hot sun. He began to perspire. "Where are your father and 
mother?"

The children looked up and smiled. "Oh, they'll be here directly."
"Good, we must get going." At a distance Mr. McClean saw the lions fighting and clawing and then 

quieting down to feed in silence under the shady trees.
He squinted at the lions with his hand tip to his eyes.
Now the lions were done feeding. They moved to the water hole to drink. A shadow flickered over Mr. 

McClean's hot face. Many shadows flickered.
The vultures were dropping down the blazing sky. 
"A cup of tea?" asked Wendy in the silence.

Review Questions

90

http://media.kellenberg.org/FreshmanLit/TheVeldt.pdf
http://media.kellenberg.org/FreshmanLit/TheVeldt.pdf


In the history of the New Yorker magazine, no 
single story has ever produced as much 
response from its readership than “The Lottery” 
by American author Shirley Jackson (b. 1916 - 
d. 1965).  More mail flooded the desks of the 
editorial staff after its publication than any other 
piece of writing in its 90 year history.  While this 
popularity, which continues to the present day, 
has ensured Jackson’s literary reputation, it is 
by no means the only significant piece of work 
in her impressive and prolific career.  Jackson 
spent her childhood near San Francisco and 
moved East with her family just before attending 
Syracuse University.  She began the magazine 
Spectre with her future husband and wrote 
every single day of her adult life while 
performing odd jobs, raising her four children, 
and editing a literary magazine.  Through its 
translation into several dozen languages and its 
inclusion in anthologies and textbooks 
throughout the world, “The Lottery” may lay 
claim to the title “Most Famous Short Story of 
the 20th Century.”

“THE LOTTERY”
BY SHIRLEY JACKSON
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“THE LOTTERY”

by Shirley Jackson

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer day; the flowers 
were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The people of the village began to gather in the 
square, between the post office and the bank, around ten o'clock; in some towns there were so many people 
that the lottery took two days and had to be started on June 26th, but in this village, where there were only 
about three hundred people, the whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten o'clock in 
the morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner. 

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the feeling of 
liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly for a while before they broke 
into boisterous play. and their talk was still of the classroom and the teacher, of books and reprimands. 
Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys soon followed his example, 
selecting the smoothest and roundest stones; Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix-- the villagers 
pronounced this name "Dellacroy"--eventually made a great pile of stones in one corner of the square and 
guarded it against the raids of the other boys. The girls stood aside, talking among themselves, looking over 
their shoulders and rolled in the dust or clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters. 

Soon the men began to gather. surveying their own children, speaking of planting and rain, tractors 
and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their jokes were quiet and 
they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing faded house dresses and sweaters, came shortly after 
their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as they went to join their husbands. 
Soon the women, standing by their husbands, began to call to their children, and the children came 
reluctantly, having to be called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother's grasping hand 
and ran, laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and Bobby came quickly and took 
his place between his father and his oldest brother. 

The lottery was conducted--as were the square dances, the teen club, the Halloween program--by Mr. 
Summers. who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a round-faced, jovial man and he 
ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him. because he had no children and his wife was a scold. 
When he arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of conversation among 
the villagers, and he waved and called. "Little late today, folks." The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed him, 
carrying a three- legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and Mr. Summers set the 
black box down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space between themselves and the stool. 
and when Mr. Summers said, "Some of you fellows want to give me a hand?" there was a hesitation before 
two men. Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, came forward to hold the box steady on the stool while 
Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it. 
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The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now resting on the 
stool had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in town, was born. Mr. Summers 
spoke frequently to the villagers about making a new box, but no one liked to upset even as much tradition 
as was represented by the black box. There was a story that the present box had been made with some 
pieces of the box that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first people settled 
down to make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about a new 
box, but every year the subject was allowed to fade off without anything's being done. The black box grew 
shabbier each year: by now it was no longer completely black but splintered badly along one side to show 
the original wood color, and in some places faded or stained. 

Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until Mr. Summers had 
stirred the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had been forgotten or discarded, 
Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips of paper substituted for the chips of wood that had been 
used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had argued, had been all very well when the village was 
tiny, but now that the population was more than three hundred and likely to keep on growing, it was 
necessary to use something that would fit more easily into he black box. The night before the lottery, Mr. 
Summers and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them in the box, and it was then taken to the 
safe of Mr. Summers' coal company and locked up until Mr. Summers was ready to take it to the square 
next morning. The rest of the year, the box was put way, sometimes one place, sometimes another; it had 
spent one year in Mr. Graves's barn and another year underfoot in the post office, and sometimes it was set 
on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there. 

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery open. There 
were the lists to make up--of heads of families, heads of households in each family, members of each 
household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the 
official of the lottery; at one time, some people remembered, there had been a recital of some sort, 
performed by the official of the lottery, a perfunctory, tuneless chant that had been rattled off duly each 
year; some people believed that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it, 
others believed that he was supposed to walk among the people, but years and years ago this p3rt of the 
ritual had been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the official of the lottery had 
had to use in addressing each person who came up to draw from the box, but this also had changed with 
time, until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak to each person approaching. Mr. Summers 
was very good at all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans, with one hand resting carelessly on the 
black box, he seemed very proper and important as he talked interminably to Mr. Graves and the Martins. 

Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs. Hutchinson 
came hurriedly along the path to the square, her sweater thrown over her shoulders, and slid into place in 
the back of the crowd. "Clean forgot what day it was," she said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her, 
and they both laughed softly. "Thought my old man was out back stacking wood," Mrs. Hutchinson went 
on. "and then I looked out the window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it was the twenty-
seventh and came a-running." She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, "You're in time, 
though. They're still talking away up there." 
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Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband and children 
standing near the front. She tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and began to make her way 
through the crowd. The people separated good-humoredly to let her through: two or three people said. in 
voices just loud enough to be heard across the crowd, "Here comes your, Missus, Hutchinson," and "Bill, 
she made it after all." Mrs. Hutchinson reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said 
cheerfully. "Thought we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie." Mrs. Hutchinson said, grinning, 
"Wouldn't have me leave m'dishes in the sink, now, would you, Joe?," and soft laughter ran through the 
crowd as the people stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson's arrival. 

"Well, now." Mr. Summers said soberly, "guess we better get started, get this over with, so's we can go 
back to work. Anybody ain't here?" 

"Dunbar." several people said. "Dunbar. Dunbar." 
Mr. Summers consulted his list. "Clyde Dunbar." he said. "That's right. He's broke his leg, hasn't he? 

Who's drawing for him?" 
"Me. I guess," a woman said. and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. "Wife draws for her husband." 

Mr. Summers said. "Don't you have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?" Although Mr. Summers and 
everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it was the business of the official of the lottery 
to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite interest while Mrs. 
Dunbar answered. 

"Horace's not but sixteen yet." Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. "Guess I gotta fill in for the old man this 
year." 

"Right." Sr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding. Then he asked, "Watson boy 
drawing this year?" 

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. "Here," he said. "I m drawing for my mother and me." He 
blinked his eyes nervously and ducked his head as several voices in the crowd said things like "Good fellow, 
lack." and "Glad to see your mother's got a man to do it." 

"Well," Mr. Summers said, " guess that's everyone. Old Man Warner make it?" 
"Here," a voice said, and Mr. Summers nodded. 
A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the list. "All ready?" 

he called. "Now, I'll read the names--heads of families first--and the men come up and take a paper out of 
the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without looking at it until everyone has had a turn. Everything 
clear?" 

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions: most of them 
were quiet, wetting their lips, not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said, 
"Adams." A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. "Hi. Steve." Mr. Summers said, and 
Mr. Adams said. "Hi. Joe." They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams 
reached into the black box and took out a folded paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and 
went hastily back to his place in the crowd. where he stood a little apart from his family, not looking down 
at his hand. 

"Allen." Mr. Summers said. "Anderson.... Bentham." 
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"Seems like there's no time at all between lotteries any more." Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs. Graves in 
the back row. 

"Seems like we got through with the last one only last week." 
"Time sure goes fast.-- Mrs. Graves said. 
"Clark.... Delacroix" 
"There goes my old man." Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband went forward. 
"Dunbar," Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box while one of the women said. 

"Go on. Janey," and another said, "There she goes." 
"We're next." Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the side of the box, 

greeted Mr. Summers gravely and selected a slip of paper from the box. By now, all through the crowd there 
were men holding the small folded papers in their large hand. turning them over and over nervously Mrs. 
Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs. Dunbar holding the slip of paper. 

"Harburt.... Hutchinson." 
"Get up there, Bill," Mrs. Hutchinson said. and the people near her laughed. 
"Jones." 
"They do say," Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, "that over in the north 

village they're talking of giving up the lottery." 
Old Man Warner snorted. "Pack of crazy fools," he said. "Listening to the young folks, nothing's good 

enough for them. Next thing you know, they'll be wanting to go back to living in caves, nobody work any 
more, live hat way for a while. Used to be a saying about 'Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.' First thing 
you know, we'd all be eating stewed chickweed and acorns. There's always been a lottery," he added 
petulantly. "Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there joking with everybody." 

"Some places have already quit lotteries." Mrs. Adams said. 
"Nothing but trouble in that," Old Man Warner said stoutly. "Pack of young fools." 
"Martin." And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. "Overdyke.... Percy." 
"I wish they'd hurry," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. "I wish they'd hurry." 
"They're almost through," her son said. 
"You get ready to run tell Dad," Mrs. Dunbar said. 
Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely and selected a slip from the 

box. Then he called, "Warner." 
"Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery," Old Man Warner said as he went through the crowd. 

"Seventy-seventh time." 
"Watson" The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone said, "Don't be nervous, Jack," 

and Mr. Summers said, "Take your time, son." 
"Zanini." 
After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers. holding his slip of paper in 

the air, said, "All right, fellows." For a minute no one moved, and then all the slips of paper were opened. 
Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saying. "Who is it?," "Who's got it?," "Is it the Dunbars?," 
"Is it the Watsons?" Then the voices began to say, "It's Hutchinson. It's Bill," "Bill Hutchinson's got it." 
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"Go tell your father," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. 
People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing quiet, staring down 

at the paper in his hand. Suddenly, Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers. "You didn't give him time 
enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn't fair!" 

"Be a good sport, Tessie." Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, "All of us took the same 
chance." 

"Shut up, Tessie," Bill Hutchinson said. 
"Well, everyone," Mr. Summers said, "that was done pretty fast, and now we've got to be hurrying a 

little more to get done in time." He consulted his next list. "Bill," he said, "you draw for the Hutchinson 
family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?" 

"There's Don and Eva," Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. "Make them take their chance!" 
"Daughters draw with their husbands' families, Tessie," Mr. Summers said gently. "You know that as 

well as anyone else." 
"It wasn't fair," Tessie said. 
"I guess not, Joe." Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. "My daughter draws with her husband's family; 

that's only fair. And I've got no other family except the kids." 
"Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it's you," Mr. Summers said in explanation, "and as 

far as drawing for households is concerned, that's you, too. Right?" 
"Right," Bill Hutchinson said. 
"How many kids, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked formally. 
"Three," Bill Hutchinson said. 
"There's Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and little Dave. And Tessie and me." 
"All right, then," Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you got their tickets back?" 
Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. "Put them in the box, then," Mr. Summers directed. 

"Take Bill's and put it in." 
"I think we ought to start over," Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she could. "I tell you it wasn't fair. 

You didn't give him time enough to choose. Everybody saw that." 
Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box. and he dropped all the papers but 

those onto the ground. where the breeze caught them and lifted them off. 
"Listen, everybody," Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her. 
"Ready, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked. and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick glance around at his wife and 

children. nodded. 
"Remember," Mr. Summers said. "take the slips and keep them folded until each person has taken one. 

Harry, you help little Dave." Mr. Graves took the hand of the little boy, who came willingly with him up to 
the box. "Take a paper out of the box, Davy." Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box and 
laughed. "Take just one paper." Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you hold it for him." Mr. Graves took the child's 
hand and removed the folded paper from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to him and 
looked up at him wonderingly. 
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"Nancy next," Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed heavily as she 
went forward switching her skirt, and took a slip daintily from the box "Bill, Jr.," Mr. Summers said, and 
Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge, near knocked the box over as he got a paper out. "Tessie," Mr. 
Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking around defiantly, and then set her lips and went up to 
the box. She snatched a paper out and held it behind her. 

"Bill," Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around, bringing his hand 
out at last with the slip of paper in it. 

The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, "I hope it's not Nancy," and the sound of the whisper reached 
the edges of the crowd. 

"It's not the way it used to be." Old Man Warner said clearly. "People ain't the way they used to be." 
"All right," Mr. Summers said. "Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave's." 
Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through the crowd as he held it up 

and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill. Jr.. opened theirs at the same time, and both 
beamed and laughed, turning around to the crowd and holding their slips of paper above their heads. 

"Tessie," Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers looked at Bill Hutchinson, and 
Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. It was blank. 

"It's Tessie," Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. "Show us her paper. Bill." 
Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It had a black spot 

on it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night before with the heavy pencil in the coal company 
office. Bill Hutchinson held it up, and there was a stir in the crowd. 

"All right, folks." Mr. Summers said. "Let's finish quickly." 
Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still remembered 

to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there were stones on the ground with 
the blowing scraps of paper that had come out of the box Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to 
pick it up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar. "Come on," she said. "Hurry up." 

Mr. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said, gasping for breath. "I can't run at all. You'll 
have to go ahead and I'll catch up with you." 

The children had stones already. And someone gave little Davy Hutchinson few pebbles. 
Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she held her hands out desperately 

as the villagers moved in on her. "It isn't fair," she said. A stone hit her on the side of the head. Old Man 
Warner was saying, "Come on, come on, everyone." Steve Adams was in the front of the crowd of villagers, 
with Mrs. Graves beside him. 

"It isn't fair, it isn't right," Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were upon her. 
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American fiction writer John Steinbeck (b. 1902 
- d. 1968) chronicled the life of working class 
people in the Western United States the way 
few other authors ever have.  He is known best 
for his novels The Grapes of Wrath, Of Mice and 
Men, and East of Eden.  Steinbeck received 
many major awards in his lifetime, including the 
Pulitzer Prize in 1939 and the Nobel 
Prize for Literature in 1962.  Though 
he had homes in New York City and 
Sag Harbor, Long Island, Steinbeck 
is most closely identified with the 
West, particularly California.  His 
understanding of this land and its 
people mark him as a the great 
voice of twentieth-century life on the 
Pacific Coast.

“THE PEARL”
BY JOHN STEINBECK
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“THE PEARL”

by John Steinbeck

"In the town they tell the story of the great pearl - how it was found and how it was lost again. They 
tell of Kino, the fisherman, and of his wife, Juana, and of the baby, Coyotito. And because the story has 
been told so often, it has taken root in every man's mind. And, as with all retold tales that are in people's 
hearts, there are only good and bad things and black and white things and good and evil things and no in-
between anywhere.

If this story is a parable, perhaps everyone takes his own meaning from it and reads his own life into it. 
In any case, they say in the town that..."

I

Kino awakened in the near dark. The stars still shone and the day had drawn only a pale wash of light 
in the lower sky to the east. The roosters had been crowing for some time, and the early pigs were already 
beginning their ceaseless turning of twigs and bits of wood to see whether anything to eat had been 
overlooked. Outside the brush house in the tuna clump, a covey of little birds chittered and flurried with 
their wings.

Kino's eyes opened, and he looked first at the lightening square which was the door and then he 
looked at the hanging box where Coyotito slept. And last he turned his head to Juana, his wife, who lay 
beside him on the mat, her blue head-shawl over her nose and over her breasts and around the small of her 
back. Juana's eyes were open too. Kino could never remember seeing them closed when he awakened. Her 
dark eyes made little reflected stars. She was looking at him as she was always looking at him when he 
awakened.

Kino heard the little splash of morning waves on the beach. It was very good - Kino closed his eyes 
again to listen to his music. Perhaps he alone did this and perhaps all of his people did it. His people had 
once been great makers of songs so that everything they saw or thought or did or heard became a song. 
That was very long ago. The songs remained; Kino knew them, but no new songs were added. That does 
not mean that there were no personal songs. In Kino's head there was a song now, clear and soft, and if he 
had been able to speak of it, he would have called it the Song of the Family.

His blanket was over his nose to protect him from the dank air. His eyes flicked to a rustle beside him. 
It was Juana arising, almost soundlessly. On her hard bare feet she went to the hanging box where Coyotito 
slept, and she leaned over and said a little reassuring word. Coyotito looked up for a moment and closed his 
eyes and slept again.

Juana went to the fire pit and uncovered a coal and fanned it alive while she broke little pieces of brush 
over it.
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Now Kino got up and wrapped his blanket about his head and nose and shoulders. He slipped his feet 
into his sandals and went outside to watch the dawn.

Outside the door he squatted down and gathered the blanket ends about his knees. He saw the specks 
of Gulf clouds flame high in the air. And a goat came near and sniffed at him and stared with its cold yellow 
eyes. Behind him Juana’s fire leaped into flame and threw spears of light through the chinks of the brush-
house wall and threw a wavering square of light out the door. A late moth blustered in to find the fire. The 
Song of the Family came now from behind Kino. And the rhythm of the family song was the grinding stone 
where Juana worked the corn for the morning cakes.

The dawn came quickly now, a wash, a glow, a lightness, and then an explosion of fire as the sun arose 
out of the Gulf. Kino looked down to cover his eyes from the glare. He could hear the pat of the corncakes 
in the house and the rich smell of them on the cooking plate. The ants were busy on the ground, big black 
ones with shiny bodies, and little dusty quick ants. Kino watched with the detachment of God while a 
dusty ant frantically tried to escape the sand trap an ant lion had dug for him. A thin, timid dog came close 
and, at a soft word from Kino, curled up, arranged its tail neatly over its feet, and laid its chin delicately on 
the pile. It was a black dog with yellow-gold spots where its eyebrows should have been. It was a morning 
like other mornings and yet perfect among mornings.

Kino heard the creak of the rope when Juana took Coyotito out of his hanging box and cleaned him 
and hammocked him in her shawl in a loop that placed him close to her breast. Kino could see these things 
without looking at them. Juana sang softly an ancient song that had only three notes and yet endless variety 
of interval. And this was part of the family song too. It was all part. Sometimes it rose to an aching chord 
that caught the throat, saying this is safety, this is warmth, this is the Whole.

Across the brush fence were other brush houses, and the smoke camefrom them too, and the sound of 
breakfast, but those were other songs, their pigs were other pigs, their wives were not Juana. Kino was 
young and strong and his black hair hung over his brown forehead. His eyes were warm and fierce and 
bright and his mustache was thin and coarse. He lowered his blanket from his nose now, for the dark 
poisonous air was gone and the yellow sunlight fell on the house. Near the brush fence two roosters bowed 
and feinted at each other with squared wings and neck feathers ruffed out. It would be a clumsy fight. They 
were not game chickens. Kino watched them for a moment, and then his eyes went up to a flight of wild 
doves twinkling inland to the hills. The world was awake now, and Kino arose and went into his brush 
house.

As he came through the door Juana stood up from the glowing fire pit. She put Coyotito back in his 
hanging box and then she combed her black hair and braided it in two braids and tied the ends with thin 
green ribbon. Kino squatted by the fire pit and rolled a hot corn-cake and dipped it in sauce and ate it. And 
he drank a little pulque and that was breakfast. That was the only breakfast he had ever known outside of 
feast days and one incredible fiesta on cookies that had nearly killed him. When Kino had finished, Juana 
came back to the fire and ate her breakfast. They had spoken once, but there is not need for speech if it is 
only a habit anyway. Kino sighed with satisfaction - and that was conversation.

The sun was warming the brush house, breaking through its crevices in long streaks. And one of the 
streaks fell on the hanging box where Coyotito lay, and on the ropes that held it.
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It was a tiny movement that drew their eyes to the hanging box. Kino and Juana froze in their 
positions. Down the rope that hung the baby's box from the roof support a scorpion moved slowly. His 
stinging tail was straight out behind him, but he could whip it up in a flash of time.

Kino's breath whistled in his nostrils and he opened his mouth to stop it. And then the startled look 
was gone from him and the rigidity from his body. In his mind a new song had come, the Song of Evil, the 
music of the enemy, of any foe of the family, a savage, secret, dangerous melody, and underneath, the Song 
of the Family cried plaintively.

The scorpion moved delicately down the rope toward the box. Under her breath Juana repeated an 
ancient magic to guard against such evil, and on top of that she muttered a Hail Mary between clenched 
teeth. But Kino was in motion. His body glided quietly across the room, noiselessly and smoothly. His 
hands were in front of him, palms down, and his eyes were on the scorpion. Beneath it in the hanging box 
Coyotito laughed and reached up his hand toward it. It sensed danger when Kino was almost within reach 
of it. It stopped, and its tail rose up over its back in little jerks and the curved thorn on the tail's end 
glistened.

Kino stood perfectly still. He could hear Juana whispering the old magic again, and he could hear the 
evil music of the enemy. He could not move until the scorpion moved, and it felt for the source of the 
death that was coming to it. Kino's hand went forward very slowly, very smoothly. The thorned tail jerked 
upright. And at that moment the laughing Coyotito shook the rope and the scorpion fell.

Kino's hand leaped to catch it, but it fell past his fingers, fell on the baby's shoulder, landed and struck. 
Then, snarling, Kino had it, had it in his fingers, rubbing it to a paste in his hands. He threw it down and 
beat it into the earth floor with his fist, and Coyotito screamed with pain in his box. But Kino beat and 
stamped the enemy until it was only a fragment and a moist place in the dirt. His teeth were bared and fury 
flared in his eyes and the Song of the Enemy roared in his ears.

But Juana had the baby in her arms now. She found the puncture with redness starting from it already. 
She put her lips down over the puncture and sucked hard and spat and sucked again while Coyotito 
screamed.

Kino hovered; he was helpless, he was in the way.
The screams of the baby brought the neighbors. Out of their brush houses they poured - Kino's 

brother Juan Tomás and his fat wife Apolonia and their four children crowded in the door and blocked the 
entrance, while behind them others tried to look in, and one small boy crawled among legs to have a look. 
And those in front passed the word back to those behind - "Scorpion. The baby has been stung."

Juana stopped sucking the puncture for a moment. The little hole was slightly enlarged and its edges 
whitened from the sucking, but the red swelling extended farther around it in a hard lymphatic mound. 
And all of these people knew about the scorpion. An adult might be very ill from the sting, but a baby 
could easily die from the poison. First, they knew, would come swelling and fever and tightened throat, and 
then cramps in the stomach, and then Coyotito might die if enough of the poison had gone in. But the 
stinging pain of the bite was going away. Coyotito's screams turned to moans.

Kino had wondered often at the iron in his patient, fragile wife. She, who was obedient and respectful 
and cheerful and patient, could bear physical pain with hardly a cry. She could stand fatigue and hunger 
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almost better than Kino himself. In the canoe she was like a strong man. And now she did a most surprising 
thing.

"The doctor," she said. "Go to get the doctor."
The word was passed out among the neighbors where they stood close-packed in the little yard behind 

the brush fence. And they repeated among themselves, "Juana wants the doctor." A wonderful thing, a 
memorable thing, to want the doctor. To get him would be a remarkable thing. The doctor never came to 
the cluster of brush houses. Why should he, when he had more than he could do to take care of the rich 
people who lived in the stone and plaster houses of the town?

"He would not come," the people in the yard said.
"He would not come," the people in the door said, and the thought got into Kino.
"The doctor would not come," Kino said to Juana.
She looked up at him, her eyes as cold as the eyes of a lioness. This was Juana's first baby - this was 

nearly everything there was in Juana's world. And Kino saw her determination and the music of the family 
sounded in his head with a steely tone.

"Then we will go to him," Juana said, and with one hand she arranged her dark blue shawl over her 
head and made of one end of it a sling to hold the moaning baby and made of the other end of it a shade 
over his eyes to protect him from the light. The people in the door pushed against those behind to let her 
through. Kino followed her. They went out of the gate to the rutted path and the neighbours followed 
them.

The thing had become a neighbourhood affair. They made a quick soft-footed procession into the 
center of the town, first Juana and Kino, and behind them Juan Tomás and Apolonia, her big stomach 
jiggling with the strenuous pace, then all the neighbours with the children trotting on the flanks. And the 
yellow sun threw their black shadows ahead of them so that they walked on their own shadows.

They came to the place where the brush houses stopped and the city of stone and plaster began, the 
city of harsh outer walls and inner cool gardens where a little water played and the bougainvillaea crusted 
the walls with purple and brick-red and white. They heard from the secret gardens the singing of caged 
birds and heard the splash of cooling water on hot flagstones. The procession crossed the blinding plaza 
and passed in front of the church. It had grown now, and on the outskirts the hurrying newcomers were 
being softly informed how the baby had been stung by a scorpion, how the father and mother were taking 
it to the doctor.

And the newcomers, particularly the beggars from the front of the church who were great experts in 
financial analysis, looked quickly at Juana's old blue skirt, saw the tears in her shawl, appraised the green 
ribbon on her braids, read the age of Kino's blanket and the thousand washings of his clothes, and set them 
down as poverty people and went along to see what kind of drama might develop. The four beggars in front 
of the church knew everything in the town.They were students of the expressions of young women as they 
went into confession, and they saw them as they came out and read the nature of the sin. They knew every 
little scandal and some very big crimes. They slept at their posts in the shadow of the church so that no one 
crept in for consolation without their knowledge. And they knew the doctor. They knew his ignorance, his 
cruelty, his avarice, his appetites, his sins. They knew his clumsy abortions and the little brown pennies he 
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gave sparingly for alms. They had seen his corpses go into the church. And, since early Mass was over and 
business was slow, they followed the procession, these endless searchers after perfect knowledge of their 
fellow men, to see what the fat lazy doctor would do about an indigent baby with a scorpion bite.

The scurrying procession came at last to the big gate in the wall ofthe doctor's house. They could hear 
the splashing water and the singing of caged birds and the sweep of the long brooms on the flagstones. And 
they could smell the frying of good bacon from the doctor's house.

Kino hesitated a moment. This doctor was not of his people. This doctor was of a race which for 
nearly four hundred years had beaten and starved and robbed and despised Kino's race, and frightened it 
too, so that the indigene came humbly to the door. And as always when he came near to one of this race, 
Kino felt weak and afraid and angry at the same time. Rage and terror went together. He could kill the 
doctor more easily than he could talk to him, for all of thedoctor's race spoke to all of Kino's race as 
though they were simple animals. And as Kino raised his right hand to the iron ring knocker in the gate, 
rage swelled in him, and the pounding music of the enemy beat in his ears, and his lips drew tight against 
his teeth - but with his left hand he reached to take off his hat. The iron ring pounded against the gate. 
Kino took off his hat and stood waiting. Coyotito moaned a little in Juana's arms, and she spoke softly to 
him. The procession crowded close the better to see and hear.

After a moment the big gate opened a few inches. Kino could see the green coolness of the garden and 
little splashing fountain through the opening. The man who looked out at him was one of his own race. 
Kino spoke to him in the old language. "The little one - the firstborn - has been poisoned by the scorpion," 
Kino said. "He requires the skill of the healer."

The gate closed a little, and the servant refused to speak in the old language. "A little moment," he 
said. "I go to inform myself," and he closed the gate and slid the bolt home. The glaring sun threw the 
bunched shadows of the people blackly on the white wall.

In his chamber the doctor sat up in his high bed. He had on his dressing-gown of red watered silk that 
had come from Paris, a little tight over the chest now if it was buttoned. On his lap was a silver tray with a 
silver chocolate pot and a tiny cup of egg-shell china, so delicate that it looked silly when he lifted it with 
his big hand, lifted it with the tips of thumb and forefinger and spread theother three fingers wide to get 
them out of the way. His eyes rested in puffy little hammocks of flesh and his mouth drooped with 
discontent. He was growing very stout, and his voice was hoarse with the fat that pressed on his throat. 
Beside him on a table was a small Oriental gong and a bowl of cigarettes. The furnishings of the room were 
heavy and dark and gloomy. The pictures were religious, even the large tinted photograph of his dead wife, 
who, if Masses willed and paid for out of her own estate could do it, was in Heaven. The doctor had once 
for a short time been a part of the great world and his whole subsequent life was memory and longing for 
France. "That," he said, "was civilized living" - by which he meant that on a small income he had been able 
to enjoy some luxury and eat in restaurants. He poured his second cup of chocolate and crumbled a sweet 
biscuit in his fingers. The servant from the gate came to the open door and stood waiting to be noticed.

"Yes?" the doctor asked.
"It is a little Indian with a baby. He says a scorpion stung it."
The doctor put his cup down gently before he let his anger rise.
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"Have I nothing better to do than cure insect bites for 'little Indians'? I am a doctor, not a veterinary."
"Yes, Patron," said the servant.
"Has he any money?" the doctor demanded. "No, they never have any money. I, I alone in the world 

am supposed to work for nothing - and I am tired of it. See if he has any money!"
At the gate the servant opened the door a trifle and looked out at the waiting people. And this time he 

spoke in the old language.
"Have you money to pay for the treatment?"
Now Kino reached into a secret place somewhere under his blanket. He brought out a paper folded 

many times. Crease by crease he unfolded it, until at last there came to view eight small misshapen seed 
pearls, as ugly and gray as little ulcers, flattened and almost valueless. The servant took the paper and closed 
the gate again, but this time he was not gone long. He opened the gate just wide enough to pass the paper 
back.

"The doctor has gone out," he said. "He was called to a serious case." And he shut the gate quickly out 
of shame.

And now a wave of shame went over the whole procession. They melted away. The beggars went back 
to the church steps, the stragglers moved off, and the neighbors departed so that the public shaming of 
Kino would not be in their eyes.

For a long time Kino stood in front of the gate with Juana beside him. Slowly he put his suppliant hat 
on his head. Then, without warning, he struck the gate a crushing blow with his fist. He looked down in 
wonder at his split knuckles and at the blood that flowed down between his fingers.

II

The town lay on a broad estuary, its old yellow plastered buildings hugging the beach. And on the 
beach the white and blue canoes that came from Nayarit were drawn up, canoes preserved for generations 
by a hard shell-like waterproof plaster whose making was a secret of the fishing people. They were high and 
graceful canoes with curving bow and stern and a braced section midships where a mast could be stepped 
to carry a small lateen sail.

The beach was yellow sand, but at the water's edge a rubble of shell and algae took its place. Fiddler 
crabs bubbled and sputtered in their holes in the sand, and in the shallows little lobsters popped in and out 
of their tiny homes in the rubble and sand. The sea bottom was rich with crawling and swimming and 
growing things. The brown algae waved in the gentle currents and the green eel grass swayed and little sea 
horses clung to its stems. Spotted botete, the poison fish, lay on the bottom in the eel-grass beds, and the 
bright-coloured swimming crabs scampered over them.

On the beach the hungry dogs and the hungry pigs of the town searched endlessly for any dead fish or 
sea bird that might have floated in on a rising tide.

Although the morning was young, the hazy mirage was up. The uncertain air that magnified some 
things and blotted out others hung over the whole Gulf so that all sights were unreal and vision could not 
be trusted; so that sea and land had the sharp clarities and the vagueness of a dream. Thus it might be that 

104



the people of the Gulf trust things of the spirit and things of the imagination, but they do not trust their 
eyes to show them distance or clear outline or any optical exactness. Across the estuary from the town one 
section of mangroves stood clear and telescopically defined, while another mangrove clump was a hazy 
black-green blob. Part of the far shore disappeared into a shimmer that looked like water. There was no 
certainty in seeing, no proof that what you saw was there or was not there. And the people of the Gulf 
expected all places were that way, and it was not strange to them. A copper haze hung over the water, and 
the hot morning sun beat on it and made it vibrate blindingly.

The brush houses of the fishing people were back from the beach on the right-hand side of the town, 
and the canoes were drawn up in front of this area.

Kino and Juana came slowly down to the beach and to Kino's canoe, which was the one thing of value 
he owned in the world. It was very old. Kino's grandfather had brought it from Nayarit, and he had given it 
to Kino's father, and so it had come to Kino. It was at once property and source of food, for a man with a 
boat can guarantee a woman that she will eat something. It is the bulwark against starvation. And every 
year Kino refinished his canoe with the hard shell-like plaster by the secret method that had also come to 
him from his father. Now he came to the canoe and touched the bow tenderly as he always did. He laid his 
diving rock and his basket and the two ropes in the sand by the canoe. And he folded his blanket and laid it 
in the bow.

Juana laid Coyotito on the blanket, and she placed her shawl over him so that the hot sun could not 
shine on him. He was quiet now, but the swelling on his shoulder had continued up his neck and under his 
ear and his face was puffed and feverish. Juana went to the water and waded in. She gathered some brown 
seaweed and made a flat damp poultice of it, and this she applied to the baby's swollen shoulder, which was 
as good a remedy as any and probably better than the doctor could have done. But the remedy lacked his 
authority because it was simple and didn't cost anything. The stomach cramps had not come to Coyotito. 
Perhaps Juana had sucked out the poison in time, but she had not sucked out her worry over her first-born. 
She had not prayed directly for the recovery of the baby - she had prayed that they might find a pearl with 
which to hire the doctor to cure the baby, for the minds of people are as unsubstantial as the mirage of the 
Gulf.

Now Kino and Juana slid the canoe down the beach to the water, and when the bow floated, Juana 
climbed in, while Kino pushed the stern in and waded beside it until it floated lightly and trembled on the 
little breaking waves. Then in co-ordination Juana and Kino drove their double-bladed paddles into the sea, 
and the canoe creased the water and hissed with speed. The other pearlers were gone out long since. In a 
few moments Kino could see them clustered in the haze, riding over the oyster bed.

Light filtered down through the water to the bed where the frilly pearl oysters lay fastened to the 
rubbly bottom, a bottom strewn with shells of broken, opened oysters. This was the bed that had raised the 
King of Spain to be a great power in Europe in past years, had helped to pay for his wars, and had 
decorated the churches for his soul's sake. The gray oysters with ruffles like skirts on the shells, the 
barnacle-crusted oysters with little bits of weed clinging to the skirts and small crabs climbing over them. 
An accident could happen to these oysters, a grain of sand could lie in the folds of muscle and irritate the 
flesh until in self-protection the flesh coated the grain with a layer of smooth cement. But once started, the 
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flesh continued to coat the foreign body until it fell free in some tidal flurry or until the oyster was 
destroyed. For centuries men had dived down and torn the oysters from the beds and ripped them open, 
looking for the coated grains of sand. Swarms of fish lived near the bed to live near the oysters thrown back 
by the searching men and to nibble at the shining inner shells. But the pearls were accidents, and the 
finding of one was luck, a little pat on the back by God or the gods or both.

Kino had two ropes, one tied to a heavy stone and one to a basket. He stripped off his shirt and 
trousers and laid his hat in the bottom of the canoe. The water was oily smooth. He took his rock in one 
hand and his basket in the other, and he slipped feet first over the side and the rock carried him to the 
bottom. The bubbles rose behind him until the water cleared and he could see. Above, the surface of the 
water was an undulating mirror of brightness, and he could see the bottoms of the canoes sticking through 
it.

Kino moved cautiously so that the water would not be obscured with mud or sand. He hooked his foot 
in the loop on his rock and his hands worked quickly, tearing the oysters loose, some singly, others in 
clusters. He laid them in his basket. In some places the oysters clung to one another so that they came free 
in lumps.

Now, Kino's people had sung of everything that happened or existed. They had made songs to the 
fishes, to the sea in anger and to the sea in calm, to the light and the dark and the sun and the moon, and 
the songs were all in Kino and in his people - every song that had ever been made, even the ones forgotten. 
And as he filled his basket the song was in Kino, and the beat of the song was his pounding heart as it ate 
the oxygen from his held breath, and the melody of the song was the gray-green water and the little 
scuttling animals and the clouds of fish that flitted by and were gone. But in the song there was a secret 
little inner song, hardly perceptible, but always there, sweet and secret and clinging, almost hiding in the 
counter-melody, and this was the Song of the Pearl That Might Be, for every shell thrown in the basket 
might contain a pearl. Chance was against it, but luck and the gods might be for it. And in the canoe above 
him Kino knew that Juana was making the magic of prayer, her face set rigid and her muscles hard to force 
the luck, to tear the luck out of the gods' hands, for she needed the luck for the swollen shoulder of 
Coyotito. And because the need was great and the desire was great, the little secret melody of the pearl 
that might be was stronger this morning. Whole phrases of it came clearly and softly into the Song of the 
Undersea.

Kino, in his pride and youth and strength, could remain down over two minutes without strain, so that 
he worked deliberately, selecting the largest shells. Because they were disturbed, the oyster shells were 
tightly closed. A little to his right a hummock of rubbly rock stuck up, covered with young oysters not 
ready to take. Kino moved next to the hummock, and then, beside it, under a little overhang, he saw a very 
large oyster lying by itself, not covered with its clinging brothers. The shell was partly open, for the 
overhang protected this ancient oyster, and in the lip-like muscle Kino saw a ghostly gleam, and then the 
shell closed down. His heart beat out a heavy rhythm and the melody of the maybe pearl shrilled in his ears. 
Slowly he forced the oyster loose and held it tightly against his breast. He kicked his foot free from the 
rock loop, and his body rose to the surface and his black hair gleamed in the sunlight. He reached over the 
side of the canoe and laid the oyster in the bottom.
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Then Juana steadied the boat while he climbed in. His eyes were shining with excitement, but in 
decency he pulled up his rock, and then he pulled up his basket of oysters and lifted them in. Juana sensed 
his excitement, and she pretended to look away. It is not good to want a thing too much. It sometimes 
drives the luck away.You must want it just enough, and you must be very tactful with God or the gods. But 
Juana stopped breathing. Very deliberately Kino opened his short strong knife. He looked speculatively at 
the basket. Perhaps it would be better to open the oyster last. He took a small oyster from the basket, cut 
the muscle, searched the folds of flesh, and threw it in the water. Then he seemed to see the great oyster 
for the first time. He squatted in the bottom of the canoe, picked up the shell and examined it. The flutes 
were shining black to brown, and only a few small barnacles adhered to the shell. Now Kino was reluctant 
to open it. What he had seen, he knew, might be a reflection, a piece of flat shell accidentally drifted in or a 
complete illusion. In this Gulf of uncertain light there were more illusions than realities.

But Juana's eyes were on him and she could not wait. She put her hand on Coyotito's covered head. 
"Open it," she said softly.

Kino deftly slipped his knife into the edge of the shell. Through the knife he could feel the muscle 
tighten hard. He worked the blade lever-wise and the closing muscle parted and the shell fell apart. The lip-
like flesh writhed up and then subsided. Kino lifted the flesh, and there it lay, the great pearl, perfect as the 
moon. It captured the light and refined it and gave it back in silver incandescence. It was as large as a sea-
gull's egg. It was the greatest pearl in the world.

Juana caught her breath and moaned a little. And to Kino the secret melody of the maybe pearl broke 
clear and beautiful, rich and warm and lovely, glowing and gloating and triumphant. In the surface of the 
great pearl he could see dream forms. He picked the pearl from the dying flesh and held it in his palm, and 
he turned it over and saw that its curve was perfect. Juana came near to stare at it in his hand, and it was 
the hand he had smashed against the doctor's gate, and the torn flesh of the knuckles was turned grayish 
white by the sea water.

Instinctively Juana went to Coyotito where he lay on his father's blanket. She lifted the poultice of 
seaweed and looked at the shoulder. "Kino," she cried shrilly. He looked past his pearl, and he saw that the 
swelling was going out of the baby's shoulder, the poison was receding from its body. Then Kino's fist 
closed over the pearl and his emotion broke over him. He put back his head and howled. His eyes rolled up 
and he screamed and his body was rigid. The men in the other canoes looked up, startled, and then they 
dug their paddles into the sea and raced toward Kino's canoe.

III

A town is a thing like a colonial animal. A town has a nervous system and a head and shoulders and 
feet. A town is a thing separate from all other towns, so that there are no two towns alike. And a town has a 
whole emotion. How news travels through a town is a mystery not easily to be solved. News seems to move 
faster than small boys can scramble and dart to tell it, faster than women can call it over the fences.

Before Kino and Juana and the other fishers had come to Kino's brush house, the nerves of the town 
were pulsing and vibrating with the news - Kino had found the Pearl of the World. Before panting little 

107



boys could strangle out the words, their mothers knew it. The news swept on past the brush houses, and it 
washed in a foaming wave into the town of stone and plaster. It came to the priest walking in his garden, 
and it put a thoughtful look in his eyes and a memory of certain repairs necessary to the church. He 
wondered what the pearl would be worth. And he wondered whether he had baptized Kino's baby, or 
married him for that matter. The news came to the shopkeepers, and they looked at men's clothes that had 
not sold so well.

The news came to the doctor where he sat with a woman whose illness was age, though neither she 
nor the doctor would admit it. And when it was made plain who Kino was, the doctor grew stern and 
judicious at the same time. "He is a client of mine," the doctor said. "I am treating his child for a scorpion 
sting." And the doctor's eyes rolled up a little in their fat hammocks and he thought of Paris. He 
remembered the room he had lived in there as a great and luxurious place. The doctor looked past his aged 
patient and saw himself sitting in a restaurant in Paris and a waiter was just opening a bottle of wine.

The news came early to the beggars in front of the church, and it made them giggle a little with 
pleasure, for they knew that there is no alms giver in the world like a poor man who is suddenly lucky.

Kino has found the Pearl of the World. In the town, in little offices, sat the men who bought pearls 
from the fishers. They waited in their chairs until the pearls came in, and then they cackled and fought and 
shouted and threatened until they reached the lowest price the fisherman would stand. But there was a 
price below which they dared not go, for it had happened that a fisherman in despair had given his pearls to 
the church. And when the buying was over, these buyers sat alone and their fingers played restlessly with 
the pearls, and they wished they owned the pearls. For there were not many buyers really - there was only 
one, and he kept these agents in separate offices to give a semblance of competition. The news came to 
these men, and their eyes squinted and their finger-tips burned a little, and each one thought how the 
patron could not live forever and someone had to take his place. And each one thought how with some 
capital he could get a new start.

All manner of people grew interested in Kino - people with things to sell and people with favours to 
ask. Kino had found the Pearl of theWorld. The essence of pearl mixed with essence of men and a curious 
dark residue was precipitated. Every man suddenly became related to Kino's pearl, and Kino's pearl went 
into the dreams, the speculations, the schemes, the plans, the futures, the wishes, the needs, the lusts, the 
hungers, of everyone, and only one person stood in the way and that was Kino, so that he became curiously 
every man's enemy. The news stirred up something infinitely black and evil in the town; the black distillate 
was like the scorpion, or like hunger in the smell of food, or like loneliness when love is withheld. The 
poison sacs of the town began to manufacture venom, and the town swelled and puffed with the pressure of 
it.

But Kino and Juana did not know these things. Because they were happy and excited they thought 
everyone shared their joy. Juan Tomás and Apolonia did, and they were the world too. In the afternoon, 
when the sun had gone over the mountains of the Peninsula to sink in the outward sea, Kino squatted in 
his house with Juana beside him. And the brush house was crowded with neighbors. Kino held the great 
pearl in his hand, and it was warm and alive in his hand. And the music of the pearl had merged with the 
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music of the family so that one beautified the other. The neighbors looked at the pearl in Kino's hand and 
they wondered how such luck could come to any man.

And Juan Tomás, who squatted on Kino's right hand because he was his brother, asked, "What will you 
do now that you have become a rich man?"

Kino looked into his pearl, and Juana cast her eyelashes down and arranged her shawl to cover her face 
so that her excitement could not be seen. And in the incandescence of the pearl the pictures formed of the 
things Kino's mind had considered in the past and had given up as impossible. In the pearl he saw Juana 
and Coyotito and himself standing and kneeling at the high altar, and they were being married now that 
they could pay. He spoke softly: "We will be married - in the church."

In the pearl he saw how they were dressed - Juana in a shawl stiff with newness and a new skirt, and 
from under the long skirt Kino could see that she wore shoes. It was in the pearl - the picture glowing 
there. He himself was dressed in new white clothes, and he carried a new hat - not of straw but of fine 
black felt - and he too wore shoes - not sandals but shoes that laced. But Coyotito - he was the one - he 
wore a blue sailor suit from the United States and a little yachting cap such as Kino had seen once when a 
pleasure boat put into the estuary. All of these things Kino saw in the lucent pearl and he said: "We will 
have new clothes."

And the music of the pearl rose like a chorus of trumpets in his ears.
Then to the lovely gray surface of the pearl came the little things Kino wanted: a harpoon to take the 

place of one lost a year ago, a new harpoon of iron with a ring in the end of the shaft; and - his mind could 
hardly make the leap - a rifle - but why not, since hewas so rich? And Kino saw Kino in the pearl, Kino 
holding a Winchester carbine. It was the wildest day-dreaming and very pleasant. His lips moved hesitantly 
over this - "A rifle," he said. "Perhaps a rifle."

It was the rifle that broke down the barriers. This was an impossibility, and if he could think of having 
a rifle whole horizons were burst and he could rush on. For it is said that humans are never satisfied, that 
you give them one thing and they want something more. And this is said in disparagement, whereas it is 
oneof the greatest talents the species has and one that has made it superior to animals that are satisfied 
with what they have.

The neighbors, close pressed and silent in the house, nodded their heads at his wild imaginings. And a 
man in the rear murmured: "A rifle. He will have a rifle."

But the music of the pearl was shrilling with triumph in Kino. Juana looked up, and her eyes were wide 
at Kino's courage and at his imagination. And electric strength had come to him now the horizons were 
kicked out. In the pearl he saw Coyotito sitting at a little desk in a school, just as Kino had once seen it 
through an open door. And Coyotito was dressed in a jacket, and he had on a white collar, and a broad 
silken tie. Moreover, Coyotito was writing on a big piece of paper. Kino looked at his neighbours fiercely. 
"My son will go to school," he said, and the neighbours were hushed. Juana caught her breath sharply. Her 
eyes were bright as she watched him, and she looked quickly down at Coyotito in her arms to see whether 
this might be possible.

But Kino's face shone with prophecy. "My son will read and open the books, and my son will write and 
will know writing. And my son will make numbers, and these things will make us free because he will know 
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- he will know and through him we will know." And in the pearl Kino saw himself and Juana squatting by 
the little fire in the brush hut while Coyotito read from a great book. "This is what the pearl will do," said 
Kino. And he had never said so many words together in his life. And suddenly he was afraid of his talking. 
His hand closed down over the pearl and cut the light away from it. Kino was afraid as a man is afraid who 
says, "I will," without knowing.

Now the neighbours knew they had witnessed a great marvel. They knew that time would now date 
from Kino's pearl, and that they would discuss this moment for many years to come. If these things came 
to pass, they would recount how Kino looked and what he said and how his eyes shone, and they would say: 
"He was a man transfigured. Some power was given to him, and there it started. You see what a great man 
he has become, starting from that moment. And I myself saw it."

And if  Kino's planning came to nothing, those same neighbours would say: "There it started. A 
foolish madness came over him so that he spoke foolish words. God keep us from such things. Yes, God 
punished Kino because he rebelled against the way things are. You see what has become of him. And I 
myself saw the moment when his reason left him."

Kino looked down at his closed hand and the knuckles were scabbed over and tight where he had 
struck the gate.

Now the dusk was coming. And Juana looped her shawl under the baby so that he hung against her 
hip, and she went to the fire hole and duga coal from the ashes and broke a few twigs over it and fanned a 
flame alive. The little flames danced on the faces of the neighbours. They knew they should go to their own 
dinners, but they were reluctant to leave.

The dark was almost in, and Juana's fire threw shadows on the brush walls when the whisper came in, 
passed from mouth to mouth. "The Father is coming - the priest is coming." The men uncovered their 
heads and stepped back from the door, and the women gathered their shawls about their faces and cast 
down their eyes. Kino and Juan Tomás, his brother, stood up. The priest came in - a graying, ageing man 
with an old skin and a young sharp eye. Children, he considered these people, and he treated them like 
children.

"Kino," he said softly, "thou art named after a great man - and a great Father of the Church." He made 
it sound like a benediction. "Thy namesake tamed the desert and sweetened the minds of thy people, didst 
thou know that? It is in the books."

Kino looked quickly down at Coyotito's head, where he hung on Juana's hip. Some day, his mind said, 
that boy would know what things were in the books and what things were not. The music had gone out of 
Kino's head, but now, thinly, slowly, the melody of the morning, the music of evil, of the enemy, sounded, 
but it was faint and weak. And Kino looked at his neighbours to see who might have brought this song in.

But the priest was speaking again. "It has come to me that thou hast found a great fortune, a great 
pearl."

Kino opened his hand and held it out, and the priest gasped a little at the size and beauty of the pearl. 
And then he said: "I hope thou wilt remember to give thanks, my son, to Him who has given thee this 
treasure, and to pray for guidance in the future."
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Kino nodded dumbly, and it was Juana who spoke softly. "We will, Father. And we will be married now. 
Kino has said so." She looked at the neighbours for confirmation, and they nodded their heads solemnly.

The priest said, "It is pleasant to see that your first thoughts are good thoughts. God bless you, my 
children." He turned and left quietly, and the people let him through.

But Kino's hand had closed tightly on the pearl again, and he was glancing about suspiciously, for the 
evil song was in his ears, shrilling against the music of the pearl.

The neighbours slipped away to go to their houses, and Juana squatted by the fire and set her clay pot 
of boiled beans over the little flame. Kino stepped to the doorway and looked out. As always, he could 
smell the smoke from many fires, and he could see the hazy stars and feel the damp of the night air so that 
he covered his nose from it.The thin dog came to him and threshed itself in greeting like a wind-blown 
flag, and Kino looked down at it and didn't see it. He had broken through the horizons into a cold and 
lonely outside. He felt alone and unprotected, and scraping crickets and shrilling tree frogs and croaking 
toads seemed to be carrying the melody of evil. Kino shivered a little and drew his blanket more tightly 
against his nose. He carried the pearl still in his hand, tightly closed in his palm, and it was warm and 
smooth against his skin.

Behind him he heard Juana patting the cakes before she put them down on the clay-cooking sheet. 
Kino felt all the warmth and security of his family behind him, and the Song of the Family came from 
behind him like the purring of a kitten. But now, by saying what his future was going to be like, he had 
created it. A plan is a real thing, and things projected are experienced. A plan once made and visualized 
becomes a reality along with other realities - never to be destroyed but easily to be attacked. Thus Kino's 
future was real, but having set it up, other forces were set up to destroy it, and this he knew, so that he had 
to prepare to meet the attack. And this Kino knew also - that the gods do not love men's plans, and the 
gods do not love success unless it comes by accident. He knew that the gods take their revenge on a man if 
he be successful through his own efforts.Consequently Kino was afraid of plans, but having made one, he 
could never destroy it. And to meet the attack, Kino was already making a hard skin for himself against the 
world. His eyes and his mind probed for danger before it appeared.

Standing in the door, he saw two men approach; and one of them carried a lantern which lighted the 
ground and the legs of the men.They turned in through the opening of Kino's brush fence and came to his 
door. And Kino saw that one was the doctor and the other the servant who had opened the gate in the 
morning. The split knuckles on Kino's right hand burned when he saw who they were.

The doctor said, "I was not in when you came this morning. But now, at the first chance, I have come 
to see the baby."

Kino stood in the door, filling it, and hatred raged and flamed in back of his eyes, and fear too, for the 
hundreds of years of subjugation were cut deep in him.

"The baby is nearly well now," he said curtly.
The doctor smiled, but his eyes in their little lymph-lined hammocks did not smile.
He said: "Sometimes, my friend, the scorpion sting has a curious effect. There will be apparent 

improvement, and then without warning - pouf!" He pursed his lips and made a little explosion to show 
how quick it could be, and he shifted his small black doctor's bag about so that the light of the lamp fell 
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upon it, for he knew that Kino's race love the tools of any craft and trust them. "Sometimes," the doctor 
went on in a liquid tone, "sometimes there will be a withered leg or a blind eye or a crumpled back. Oh, I 
know the sting of the scorpion, my friend, and I can cure it."

Kino felt the rage and hatred melting toward fear. He did not know, and perhaps this doctor did. And 
he could not take the chance of putting his certain ignorance against this man's possible knowledge. He 
was trapped as his people were always trapped, and would be until, as he had said, they could be sure that 
the things in the books were really in the books. He could not take a chance - not with the life or with the 
straightness of Coyotito. He stood aside and let the doctor and his man enter the brush hut.

Juana stood up from the fire and backed away as he entered, and she covered the baby's face with the 
fringe of her shawl. And when the doctor went to her and held out his hand, she clutched the baby tight 
and looked at Kino where he stood with the fire shadows leaping on his face.

Kino nodded, and only then did she let the doctor take the baby.
"Hold the light," the doctor said, and when the servant held the lantern high, the doctor looked for a 

moment at the wound on the baby's shoulder. He was thoughtful for a moment and then he rolled back the 
baby's eyelid and looked at the eyeball. He nodded his head while Coyotito struggled against him.

"It is as I thought," he said. "The poison has gone inwards and it will strike soon. Come look!" He held 
the eyelid down. "See - it is blue." And Kino, looking anxiously, saw that indeed it was a little blue. And he 
didn't know whether or not it was always a little blue. But the trap was set. He couldn't take the chance.

The doctor's eyes watered in their little hammocks. "I will give him something to try to turn the 
poison aside," he said. And he handed the baby to Kino.

Then from his bag he took a little bottle of white powder and a capsule of gelatine. He filled the 
capsule with the powder and closed it, and then around the first capsule he fitted a second capsule and 
closed it. Then he worked very deftly. He took the baby and pinched its lower lip until it opened its mouth. 
His fat fingers placed the capsule far back on the baby's tongue, back of the point where he could spit it 
out, and then from the floor he picked up the little pitcher of pulque and gave Coyotito a drink, and it was 
done. He looked again at the baby's eyeball and he pursed his lips and seemed to think.

At last he handed the baby back to Juana, and he turned to Kino."I think the poison will attack within 
the hour," he said. "The medicine may save the baby from hurt, but I will come back in an hour. Perhaps I 
am in time to save him." He took a deep breath and went out of the hut, and his servant followed him with 
the lantern.

Now Juana had the baby under her shawl, and she stared at it with anxiety and fear. Kino came to her, 
and he lifted the shawl and stared at the baby. He moved his hand to look under the eyelid, and only then 
saw that the pearl was still in his hand. Then he went to a box by the wall, and from it he brought a piece of 
rag. He wrapped the pearl in the rag, then went to the corner of the brush house and dug a little hole with 
his fingers in the dirt floor, and he put the pearl in the hole and covered it up and concealed the place. And 
then he went to the fire where Juana was squatting, watching the baby's face.

The doctor, back in his house, settled into his chair and looked at his watch. His people brought him a 
little supper of chocolate and sweet cakes and fruit, and he stared at the food discontentedly.
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In the houses of the neighbours the subject that would lead all conversations for a long time to come 
was aired for the first time to see how it would go. The neighbours showed one another with their thumbs 
how big the pearl was, and they made little caressing gestures to show how lovely it was. From now on they 
would watch Kino and Juana very closely to see whether riches turned their heads, as riches turn all 
people's heads. Everyone knew why the doctor had come. He was not good at dissembling and he was very 
well understood.

Out in the estuary a tight-woven school of small fishes glittered and broke water to escape a school of 
great fishes that drove in to eat them. And in the houses the people could hear the swish of the small ones 
and the bouncing splash of the great ones as the slaughter went on. The dampness arose out of the Gulf 
and was deposited on bushes and cacti and on little trees in salty drops. And the night mice crept about on 
the ground and the little night hawks hunted them silently.

The skinny black puppy with flame spots over his eyes came to Kino's door and looked in. He nearly 
shook his hind quarters loose when Kino glanced up at him, and he subsided when Kino looked away. The 
puppy did not enter the house, but he watched with frantic interest while Kino ate his beans from the little 
pottery dish and wiped it clean with a corn-cake and ate the cake and washed the whole down with a drink 
of pulque.

Kino was finished and was rolling a cigarette when Juana spoke sharply. "Kino." He glanced at her and 
then got up and went quickly to her for he saw fright in her eyes. He stood over her, looking down, but the 
light was very dim. He kicked a pile of twigs into the fire hole to make a blaze, and then he could see the 
face of Coyotito. The baby's face was flushed and his throat was working and a little thick drool of saliva 
issued from his lips. The spasm of the stomach muscles began, and the baby was very sick.

Kino knelt beside his wife. "So the doctor knew," he said, but he said it for himself as well as for his 
wife, for his mind was hard and suspicious and he was remembering the white powder. Juana rocked from 
side to side and moaned out the little Song of the Family as though it could ward off the danger, and the 
baby vomited and writhed in her arms. Now uncertainty was in Kino, and the music of evil throbbed in his 
head and nearly drove out Juana's song.

The doctor finished his chocolate and nibbled the little fallen pieces of sweet cake. He brushed his 
fingers on a napkin, looked at his watch, arose, and took up his little bag.

The news of the baby's illness travelled quickly among the brush houses, for sickness is second only to 
hunger as the enemy of poor people. And some said softly, "Luck, you see, brings bitter friends." And they 
nodded and got up to go to Kino's house. The neighbours scuttled with covered noses through the dark 
until they crowded into Kino's house again. They stood and gazed, and they made little comments on the 
sadness that this should happen at a time of joy, and they said, "All things are in God's hands." The old 
women squatted down beside Juana to try to give her aid if they could and comfort if they could not.

Then the doctor hurried in, followed by his man. He scattered the old women like chickens. He took 
the baby and examined it and felt its head. "The poison it has worked," he said. "I think I can defeat it. I 
will try my best." He asked for water, and in the cup of it he put three drops of ammonia, and he pried 
open the baby's mouth and poured it down. The baby spluttered and screeched under the treatment, and 
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Juana watched him with haunted eyes. The doctor spoke a little as he worked. "It is lucky that I know 
about the poison of the scorpion, otherwise-" and he shrugged to show what could have happened.

But Kino was suspicious, and he could not take his eyes from the doctor's open bag, and from the 
bottle of white powder there.Gradually the spasms subsided and the baby relaxed under the doctor's hands. 
And then Coyotito sighed deeply and went to sleep, for he was very tired with vomiting.

The doctor put the baby in Juana's arms. "He will get well now," he said. "I have won the fight." And 
Juana looked at him with adoration.

The doctor was closing his bag now. He said, "When do you think you can pay this bill?" He said it 
even kindly.

"When I have sold my pearl I will pay you," Kino said.
"You have a pearl? A good pearl?" the doctor asked with interest.
And then the chorus of the neighbours broke in. "He has found the Pearl of the World," they cried, 

and they joined forefinger with thumb to show how great the pearl was.
"Kino will be a rich man," they clamoured. "It is a pearl such as one has never seen."
The doctor looked surprised. "I had not heard of it. Do you keep this pearl in a safe place? Perhaps 

you would like me to put it in my safe?"
Kino's eyes were hooded now, his cheeks were drawn taut. "I have it secure," he said. "Tomorrow I will 

sell it and then I will pay you."
The doctor shrugged, and his wet eyes never left Kino's eyes. He knew the pearl would be buried in 

the house, and he thought Kino might look toward the place where it was buried. "It would be a shame to 
have it stolen before you could sell it," the doctor said, and he saw Kino's eyes flick involuntarily to the 
floor near the side post of the brush house.

When the doctor had gone and all the neighbours had reluctantly returned to their houses, Kino 
squatted beside the little glowing coals in the fire hole and listened to the night sound, the soft sweep of 
the little waves on the shore and the distant barking of dogs, the creeping of the breeze through the brush 
house roof and the soft speech of his neighbours in their houses in the village. For these people do not 
sleep soundly all night; they awaken at intervals and talk a little and then go to sleep again. And after a 
while Kino got up and went to the door of his house.

He smelled the breeze and he listened for any foreign sound of secrecy or creeping, and his eyes 
searched the darkness, for the music of evil was sounding in his head and he was fierce and afraid. After he 
had probed the night with his senses he went to the place by the side post where the pearl was buried, and 
he dug it up and brought it to his sleeping mat, and under his sleeping mat he dug another little hole in the 
dirt floor and buried his pearl and covered it up again.

And Juana, sitting by the fire hole, watched him with questioning eyes, and when he had buried his 
pearl she asked: "Who do you fear?"

Kino searched for a true answer, and at last he said: "Everyone." And he could feel a shell of hardness 
drawing over him.
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After a while they lay down together on the sleeping mat, and Juana did not put the baby in his box 
tonight, but cradled him on her arms and covered his face with her head shawl. And the last light went out 
of the embers in the fire hole.

But Kino's brain burned, even during his sleep, and he dreamed that Coyotito could read, that one of 
his own people could tell him the truth of things. And in his dream, Coyotito was reading from a book as 
large as a house, with letters as big as dogs, and the words galloped and played on the book. And then 
darkness spread over the page, and with the darkness came the music of evil again, and Kino stirred in his 
sleep; and when he stirred, Juana's eyes opened in the darkness. And then Kino awakened, with the evil 
music pulsing in him, and he lay in the darkness with his ears alert.

Then from the corner of the house came a sound so soft that it might have been simply a thought, a 
little furtive movement, a touch of a foot on earth, the almost inaudible purr of controlled breathing. Kino 
held his breath to listen, and he knew that whatever dark thing was in his house was holding its breath too, 
to listen. For a time no sound at all came from the corner of the brush house. Then Kino might have 
thought he had imagined the sound. But Juana's hand came creeping over to him in warning, and then the 
sound came again! the whisper of a foot on dry earth and the scratch of fingers in the soil.

And now a wild fear surged in Kino's breast, and on the fear came rage, as it always did. Kino's hand 
crept into his breast where his knife hung on a string, and then he sprang like an angry cat, leaped striking 
and spitting for the dark thing he knew was in the corner of the house. He felt cloth, struck at it with his 
knife and missed, and struck again and felt his knife go through cloth, and then his head crashed with 
lightning and exploded with pain. There was a soft scurry in the doorway, and running steps for a moment, 
and then silence.

Kino could feel warm blood running down from his forehead, and he could hear Juana calling to him. 
"Kino! Kino!" And there was terror in her voice. Then coldness came over him as quickly as the rage had, 
and he said: "I am all right. The thing has gone."

He groped his way back to the sleeping mat. Already Juana was working at the fire. She uncovered an 
ember from the ashes and shredded little pieces of corn-husk over it and blew a little flame into the corn-
husks so that a tiny light danced through the hut. And then from a secret place Juana brought a little piece 
of consecrated candle and lighted it at the flame and set it upright on a fireplace stone. She worked quickly, 
crooning as she moved about. She dipped the end of her head shawl in water and swabbed the blood from 
Kino's bruised forehead. "It is nothing," Kino said, but his eyes and his voice were hard and cold and a 
brooding hate was growing in him.

Now the tension which had been growing in Juana boiled up to the surface and her lips were thin. 
"This thing is evil," she cried harshly. "This pearl is like a sin! It will destroy us," and her voice rose shrilly. 
"Throw it away, Kino. Let us break it between stones. Let us bury it and forget the place. Let us throw it 
back into the sea. It has brought evil. Kino, my husband, it will destroy us." And in the firelight her lips and 
her eyes were alive with her fear.

But Kino's face was set, and his mind and his will were set. "This is our one chance," he said. "Our son 
must go to school. He must break out of the pot that holds us in."

"It will destroy us all," Juana cried. "Even our son."
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"Hush," said Kino. "Do not speak any more. In the morning we will sell the pearl, and then the evil 
will be gone, and only the good remain. Now hush, my wife." His dark eyes scowled into the little fire, and 
for the first time he knew that his knife was still in his hands, and he raised the blade and looked at it and 
saw a little line of blood on the steel. For a moment he seemed about to wipe the blade on his trousers but 
then he plunged the knife into the earth and so cleansed it.

The distant roosters began to crow and the air changed and the dawn was coming. The wind of the 
morning ruffled the water of the estuary and whispered through the mangroves, and the little waves beat 
on the rubbly beach with an increased tempo. Kino raised the sleeping mat and dug up his pearl and put it 
in front of him and stared at it.

And the beauty of the pearl, winking and glimmering in the light of the little candle, cozened his brain 
with its beauty. So lovely it was, so soft, and its own music came from it - its music of promise and delight, 
its guarantee of the future, of comfort, of security. Its warm lucence promised a poultice against illness and 
a wall against insult. It closed a door on hunger. And as he stared at it Kino's eyes softened and his face 
relaxed. He could see the little image of the consecrated candle reflected in the soft surface of the pearl, 
and he heard again in his ears the lovely music of the undersea, the tone of the diffused green light of the 
sea bottom. Juana, glancing secretly at him, saw him smile. And because they were in some way one thing 
and one purpose, she smiled with him.

And they began this day with hope.

Review Questions

IV

It is wonderful the way a little town keeps track of itself and of all its units. If every single man and 
woman, child and baby, acts and conducts itself in a known pattern and breaks no walls and differs with no 
one and experiments in no way and is not sick and does not endanger the ease and peace of mind or steady 
unbroken flow of the town, then that unit can disappear and never be heard of. But let one man step out of 
the regular thought or the known and trusted pattern, and the nerves of the townspeople ring with 
nervousness and communication travels over the nerve lines of the town. Then every unit communicates to 
the whole.

Thus, in La Paz, it was known in the early morning through the whole town that Kino was going to 
sell his pearl that day. It was known among the neighbours in the brush huts, among the pearl fishermen; it 
was known among the Chinese grocery-store owners; it was known in the church, for the altar boys 
whispered about it. Word of it crept in among the nuns; the beggars in front of the church spoke of it, for 
they would be there to take the tithe of the first fruits of the luck. The little boys knew about it with 
excitement, but most of all the pearl buyers knew about it, and when the day had come, in the offices of 
the pearl buyers, each man sat alone with his little black velvet tray, and each man rolled the pearls about 
with his finger-tips and considered his part in the picture.
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It was supposed that the pearl buyers were individuals acting alone, bidding against one another for 
the pearls the fishermen brought in. And once it had been so. But this was a wasteful method, for often, in 
the excitement of bidding for a fine pearl, too great a price had been paid to the fishermen. This was 
extravagant and not to be countenanced. Now there was only one pearl buyer with many hands, and the 
men who sat in their offices and waited for Kino knew what price they would offer, how high they would 
bid, and what method each one would use. And although these men would not profit beyond their salaries, 
there was excitement among the pearl buyers, for there was excitement in the hunt, and if it be a man's 
function to break down a price, then he must take joy and satisfaction in breaking it as far down as 
possible. For every man in the world functions to the best of his ability, and no one does less than his best, 
no matter what he may think about it. Quite apart from any reward they might get, from any word of 
praise, from any promotion, a pearl buyer was a pearl buyer, and the best and happiest pearl buyer was he 
who bought for the lowest prices.

The sun was hot yellow that morning, and it drew the moisture from the estuary and from the Gulf 
and hung it in shimmering scarves in the air so that the air vibrated and vision was insubstantial. A vision 
hung in the air to the north of the city - the vision of a mountain that was over two hundred miles away, 
and the high slopes of this mountain were swaddled with pines and a great stone peak arose above the 
timber line.

And the morning of this day the canoes lay lined up on the beach; the fishermen did not go out to dive 
for pearls, for there would be too much happening, too many things to see, when Kino went to sell the 
great pearl.

In the brush houses by the shore Kino's neighbours sat long over their breakfasts, and they spoke of 
what they would do if they had found the pearl. And one man said that he would give it as a present to the 
Holy Father in Rome. Another said that he would buy Masses for the souls of his family for a thousand 
years. Another thought he might take the money and distribute it among the poor of La Paz; and a fourth 
thought of all the good things one could do with the money from the pearl, of all the charities, benefits, of 
all the rescues one could perform if one had money. All of the neighbours hoped that sudden wealth would 
not turn Kino's head, would not make a rich man of him, would not graft onto him the evil limbs of greed 
and hatred and coldness. For Kino was a well-liked man; it would be a shame if the pearl destroyed him. 
"That good wife Juana," they said, "and the beautiful baby Coyotito, and the others to come. What a pity it 
would be if the pearl should destroy them all."

For Kino and Juana this was the morning of mornings of their lives, comparable only to the day when 
the baby had been born. This was to be the day from which all other days would take their arrangement. 
Thus they would say: "It was two years before we sold the pearl," or, "It was six weeks after we sold the 
pearl." Juana, considering the matter, threw caution to the winds, and she dressed Coyotito in the clothes 
she had prepared for his baptism, when there would be money for his baptism. And Juana combed and 
braided her hair and tied the ends with two little bows of red ribbon, and she put on her marriage skirt and 
waist. The sun was quarter high when they were ready. Kino's ragged white clothes were clean at least, and 
this was the last day of his raggedness. For tomorrow, or even this afternoon, he would have new clothes.
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The neighbours, watching Kino's door through the crevices in their brush houses, were dressed and 
ready too. There was no self-consciousness about their joining Kino and Juana to go pearl selling. It was 
expected, it was an historic moment, they would be crazy if they didn't go. It would be almost a sign of 
unfriendship.

Juana put on her head shawl carefully, and she draped one long end under her right elbow and gathered 
it with her right hand so that a hammock hung under her arm, and in this little hammock she placed 
Coyotito, propped up against the head shawl so that he could see everything and perhaps remember. Kino 
put on his large straw hat and felt it with his hand to see that it was properly placed, not on the back or 
side of his head, like a rash, unmarried, irresponsible man, and not flat as an elder would wear it, but tilted a 
little forward to show aggressiveness and seriousness and vigor. There is a great deal to be seen in the tilt of 
a hat on a man. Kino slipped his feet into his sandals and pulled the thongs up over his heels. The great 
pearl was wrapped in an old soft piece of deerskin and placed in a little leather bag, and the leather bag was 
in a pocket in Kino's shirt. He folded his blanket carefully and draped it in a narrow strip over his left 
shoulder, and now they were ready.

Kino stepped with dignity out of the house, and Juana followed him, carrying Coyotito. And as they 
marched up the freshet-washed alley toward the town, the neighbours joined them. The houses belched 
people; the doorways spewed out children. But because of the seriousness of the occasion, only one man 
walked with Kino, and that was his brother, Juan Tomás.

Juan Tomás cautioned his brother. "You must be careful to see they do not cheat you," he said.
And: "Very careful," Kino agreed.
"We do not know what prices are paid in other places," said Juan Tomás. "How can we know what is a 

fair price, if we do not know what the pearl buyer gets for the pearl in another place."
"That is true," said Kino, "but how can we know? We are here, we are not there."
As they walked up towards the city the crowd grew behind them, and Juan Tomás, in pure 

nervousness, went on speaking.
"Before you were born, Kino," he said, "the old ones thought of a way to get more money for their 

pearls. They thought it would be better if they had an agent who took all the pearls to the capital and sold 
them there and kept only his share of the profit."

Kino nodded his head. "I know," he said. "It was a good thought."
"And so they got such a man," said Juan Tomás, "and they pooled the pearls, and they started him off. 

And he was never heard of again and the pearls were lost. Then they got another man, and they started him 
off, and he was never heard of again. And so they gave the whole thing up and went back to the old way."

"I know," said Kino. "I have heard our father tell of it. It was a good idea, but it was against religion, 
and the Father made that very clear. The loss of the pearl was a punishment visited on those who tried to 
leave their station. And the Father made it clear that each man and woman is like a soldier sent by God to 
guard some part of the castle of the Universe. And some are in the ramparts and some far deep in the 
darkness of the walls. But each one must remain faithful to his post and must not go running about, else 
the castle is in danger from the assaults of Hell."

"I have heard him make that sermon," said Juan Tomás. "He makes it every year."
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The brothers, as they walked along, squinted their eyes a little, as they and their grandfathers and their 
great-grandfathers had done for four hundred years, since first the strangers came with argument and 
authority and gunpowder to back up both. And in the four hundred years Kino's people had learned only 
one defense - a slight slitting ofthe eyes and a slight tightening of the lips and a retirement. Nothing could 
break down this wall, and they could remain whole within the wall.

The gathering procession was solemn, for they sensed the importance of this day, and any children 
who showed a tendency to scuffle, to scream, to cry out, to steal hats and rumple hair, were hissed to 
silence by their elders. So important was this day that an old man came to see, riding on the stalwart 
shoulders of his nephew. The procession left the brush huts and entered the stone and plaster city where 
the streets were a little wider and there were narrow pavements beside the building. And as before, the 
beggars joined them as they passed the church; the grocers looked out at them as they went by; the little 
saloons lost their customers and the owners closed up shop and went along. And the sun beat down on the 
streets of the city and even tiny stones threw shadows on the ground.

The news of the approach of the procession ran ahead of it, and in their little dark offices the pearl 
buyers stiffened and grew alert. They got out papers so that they could be at work when Kino appeared, 
and they put their pearls in the desks, for it is not good to let an inferior pearl be seen beside a beauty. And 
word of the loveliness of Kino's pearl had come to them. The pearl buyers' offices were clustered together 
in one narrow street, and they were barred at the windows, and wooden slats cut out the light so that only a 
soft gloom entered the offices.

A stout slow man sat in an office waiting. His face was fatherly and benign, and his eyes twinkled with 
friendship. He was a caller of good mornings, a ceremonious shaker of hands, a jolly man who knew all 
jokes and yet who hovered close to sadness, for in the midst of a laugh he could remember the death of 
your aunt, and his eyes could become wet with sorrow for your loss. This morning he had placed a flower in 
a vase on his desk, a single scarlet hibiscus, and the vase sat beside the black velvet-lined pearl tray in front 
of him. He was shaved close to the blue roots of his beard, and his hands were clean and his nails polished. 
His door stood open to the morning, and he hummed under his breath while his right hand practiced 
legerdemain. He rolled a coin back and forth over his knuckles and made it appear and disappear, made it 
spin and sparkle. The coin winked into sight and as quickly slipped out of sight, and the man did not even 
watch his own performance. The fingers did it all mechanically, precisely, while the man hummed to himself 
and peered out the door. Then he heard the tramp of feet of the approaching crowd, and the fingers of his 
right hand worked faster and faster until, as the figure of Kino filled the doorway, the coin flashed and 
disappeared.

"Good morning, my friend," the stout man said. "What can I do for you?"
Kino stared into the dimness of the little office, for his eyes were squeezed from the outside glare. But 

the buyer's eyes had become as steady and cruel and unwinking as a hawk's eyes, while the rest of his face 
smiled in greeting. And secretly, behind his desk, his right hand practiced with the coin.

"I have a pearl," said Kino. And Juan Tomás stood beside him and snorted a little at the 
understatement. The neighbours peered around the doorway, and a line of little boys clambered on the 
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window bars and looked through. Several little boys, on their hands and knees, watched the scene around 
Kino's legs.

"You have a pearl," the dealer said. "Sometimes a man brings in a dozen. Well, let us see your pearl. We 
will value it and give you the best price." And his fingers worked furiously with the coin.

Now Kino instinctively knew his own dramatic effects. Slowly he brought out the leather bag, slowly 
took from it the soft and dirty piece of deerskin, and then he let the great pearl roll into the black velvet 
tray, and instantly his eyes went to the buyer's face. But there was no sign, no movement, the face did not 
change, but the secret hand behind the desk missed in its precision. The coin stumbled over a knuckle and 
slipped silently into the dealer's lap. And the fingers behind the desk curled into a fist. When the right 
hand came out of hiding, the forefinger touched the great pearl, rolled it on the black velvet; thumb and 
forefinger picked it up and brought it near to the dealer's eyes and twirled it in the air.

Kino held his breath, and the neighbours held their breath, and the whispering went back through the 
crowd. "He is inspecting it - No price has been mentioned yet - They have not come to a price."

Now the dealer's hand had become a personality. The hand tossed the great pearl back in the tray, the 
forefinger poked and insulted it, and on the dealer's face there came a sad and contemptuous smile.

"I am sorry, my friend," he said, and his shoulders rose a little to indicate that the misfortune was no 
fault of his.

"It is a pearl of great value," Kino said.
The dealer's fingers spurned the pearl so that it bounced and rebounded softly from the side of the 

velvet tray.
"You have heard of fool's gold," the dealer said. "This pearl is like fool's gold. It is too large. Who 

would buy it? There is no market for such things. It is a curiosity only. I am sorry. You thought it was a 
thing of value, and it is only a curiosity."

Now Kino's face was perplexed and worried. "It is the Pearl of theWorld," he cried. "No one has ever 
seen such a pearl."

"On the contrary," said the dealer, "it is large and clumsy. As a curiosity it has interest; some museum 
might perhaps take it to place in a collection of seashells. I can give you, say, a thousand pesos."

Kino's face grew dark and dangerous. "It is worth fifty thousand," he said. "You know it. You want to 
cheat me."

And the dealer heard a little grumble go through the crowd as they heard his price. And the dealer felt 
a little tremor of fear.

"Do not blame me," he said quickly. "I am only an appraiser. Ask the others. Go to their offices and 
show your pearl - or better, let them come here, so that you can see there is no collusion. Boy," he called. 
And when his servant looked through the rear door: "Boy, go to such a one, and such another one and such 
a third one. Ask them to step in here and do not tell them why. Just say that I will be pleased to see them." 
And his right hand went behind the desk and pulled another coin from his pocket, and the coin rolled back 
and forth over the knuckles.

Kino's neighbours whispered together. They had been afraid of something like this. The pearl was 
large, but it had a strange colour. They had been suspicious of it from the first. And after all, a thousand 
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pesos was not to be thrown away. It was comparative wealth to a man who was not wealthy. And suppose 
Kino took a thousand pesos. Only yesterday he had nothing.

But Kino had grown tight and hard. He felt the creeping of fate, the circling of wolves, the hover of 
vultures. He felt the evil coagulating about him, and he was helpless to protect himself. He heard in his ears 
the evil music. And on the black velvet the great pearl glistened, so that the dealer could not keep his eyes 
from it.

The crowd in the doorway wavered and broke and let the three pearl dealers through. The crowd was 
silent now, fearing to miss a word, to fail to see a gesture or an expression. Kino was silent and watchful. He 
felt a little tugging at his back, and he turned and looked in Juana's eyes, and when he looked away he had 
renewed strength.

The dealers did not glance at one another nor at the pearl. The man behind the desk said: "I have put 
a value on this pearl. The owner here does not think it fair. I will ask you to examine this - this thing and 
make an offer. Notice," he said to Kino, "I have not mentioned what I have offered."

The first dealer, dry and stringy, seemed now to see the pearl for the first time. He took it up, rolled it 
quickly between thumb and forefinger, and then cast it contemptuously back into the tray.

"Do not include me in the discussion," he said dryly. "I will make no offer at all. I do not want it. This 
is not a pearl - it is a monstrosity." His thin lips curled.

Now the second dealer, a little man with a shy soft voice, took up the pearl, and he examined it 
carefully. He took a glass from his pocket and inspected it under magnification. Then he laughed softly.

"Better pearls are made of paste," he said. "I know these things. This is soft and chalky, it will lose its 
color and die in a few months. Look-" He offered the glass to Kino, showed him how to use it, and Kino, 
who had never seen a pearl's surface magnified, was shocked at the strange-looking surface.

The third dealer took the pearl from Kino's hands. "One of my clients likes such things," he said. "I 
will offer five hundred pesos, and perhaps I can sell it to my client for six hundred."

Kino reached quickly and snatched the pearl from his hand. He wrapped it in the deerskin and thrust 
it inside his shirt.

The man behind the desk said, "I'm a fool, I know, but my first offer stands. I still offer one thousand. 
What are you doing?" he asked, as Kino thrust the pearl out of sight.

"I am cheated," Kino cried fiercely. "My pearl is not for sale here. I will go, perhaps even to the 
capital."

Now the dealers glanced quickly at one another. They knew they had played too hard; they knew they 
would be disciplined for their failure, and the man at the desk said quickly, "I might go to fifteen hundred."

But Kino was pushing his way through the crowd. The hum of talk came to him dimly, his rage blood 
pounded in his ears, and he burst through and strode away. Juana followed, trotting after him.

When the evening came, the neighbours in the brush houses sat eating their corncakes and beans, and 
they discussed the great theme of the morning. They did not know, it seemed a fine pearl to them, but they 
had never seen such a pearl before, and surely the dealers knew more about the value of pearls than they. 
"And mark this," they said. "Those dealers did not discuss these things. Each of the three knew the pearl 
was valueless."
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"But suppose they had arranged it before?"
"If that is so, then all of us have been cheated all of our lives."
Perhaps, some argued, perhaps it would have been better if Kino took the one thousand five hundred 

pesos. That is a great deal of money, more than he has ever seen. Maybe Kino is being a pig-headed fool. 
Suppose he should really go to the capital and find no buyer for his pearl. He would never live that down.

And now, said other fearful ones, now that he had defied them, those buyers will not want to deal with 
him at all. Maybe Kino has cut off his own head and destroyed himself.

And others said, Kino is a brave man, and a fierce man; he is right. From his courage we may all profit. 
These were proud of Kino.

In his house Kino squatted on his sleeping mat, brooding. He had buried his pearl under a stone of the 
fire hole in his house, and he stared at the woven tules of his sleeping-mat until the crossed design danced 
in his head. He had lost one world and had not gained another. And Kino was afraid. Never in his life had 
he been far from home. He was afraid of strangers and of strange places. He was terrified of that monster 
of strangeness they called the capital. It lay over the water and through the mountains, over a thousand 
miles, and every strange terrible mile was frightening. But Kino had lost his old world and he must clamber 
on to a new one. For his dream of the future was real and never to be destroyed, and he had said "I will go," 
and that made a real thing too. To determine to go and to say it was to be halfway there.

Juana watched him while he buried his pearl, and she watched him while she cleaned Coyotito and 
nursed him, and Juana made the corn-cakes for supper.

Juan Tomás came in and squatted down beside Kino and remained silent for a long time, until at last 
Kino demanded: "What else could I do? They are cheats."

Juan Tomás nodded gravely. He was the elder, and Kino looked to him for wisdom. "It is hard to 
know," he said. "We do know that we are cheated from birth to the overcharge on our coffins. But we 
survive.You have defied not the pearl buyers, but the whole structure, the whole way of life, and I am afraid 
for you."

"What have I to fear but starvation?" Kino asked.
But Juan Tomás shook his head slowly. "That we must all fear. But suppose you are correct - suppose 

your pearl is of great value - do you think then the game is over?"
"What do you mean?"
"I don't know," said Juan Tomás, "but I am afraid for you. It is new ground you are walking on, you do 

not know the way."
"I will go. I will go soon," said Kino.
"Yes," Juan Tomás agreed. "That you must do. But I wonder if you will find it any different in the 

capital. Here, you have friends and me, your brother. There, you will have no one."
"What can I do?" Kino cried. "Some deep outrage is here. My son must have a chance. That is what 

they are striking at. My friends will protect me."
"Only so long as they are not in danger or discomfort from it," said Juan Tomás. He arose, saying: "Go 

with God."
And Kino said: "Go with God," and did not even look up, for the words had a strange chill in them.
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Long after Juan Tomás had gone Kino sat brooding on his sleeping-mat. A lethargy had settled on him, 
and a little gray hopelessness. Every road seemed blocked against him. In his head he heard only the dark 
music of the enemy. His senses were burningly alive, but his mind went back to the deep participation with 
all things, the gift he had from his people. He heard every little sound of the gathering night, the sleepy 
complaint of settling birds, the love agony of cats, the strike and withdrawal of little waves on the beach, 
and the simple hiss of distance. And he could smell the sharp odour of exposed kelp from the receding tide. 
The little flare of the twig fire made the design on his sleeping-mat jump before his entranced eyes.

Juana watched him with worry, but she knew him and she knew she could help him best by being silent 
and by being near. And as though she too could hear the Song of Evil, she fought it, singing softly the 
melody of the family, of the safety and warmth and wholeness of the family. She held Coyotito in her arms 
and sang the song to him, to keep the evil out, and her voice was brave against the threat of the dark music.

Kino did not move nor ask for his supper. She knew he would ask when he wanted it. His eyes were 
entranced, and he could sense the wary, watchful evil outside the brush house; he could feel the dark 
creeping things waiting for him to go out into the night. It was shadowy and dreadful, and yet it called to 
him and threatened him and challenged him. His right hand went into his shirt and felt his knife; his eyes 
were wide; he stood up and walked to the doorway.

Juana willed to stop him; she raised her hand to stop him, and her mouth opened with terror. For a 
long moment Kino looked out into the darkness and then he stepped outside. Juana heard the little rush, 
the grunting struggle, the blow. She froze with terror for a moment, and then her lips drew back from her 
teeth like a cat's lips. She set Coyotito down on the ground. She seized a stone from the fireplace and 
rushed outside, but it was over by then. Kino lay on the ground, struggling to rise, and there was no one 
near him. Only the shadows and the strike and rush of waves and the hiss of distance. But the evil was all 
about, hidden behind the brush fence, crouched beside the house in the shadow, hovering in the air.

Juana dropped her stone, and she put her arms around Kino and helped him to his feet and supported 
him into the house. Blood oozed down from his scalp and there was a long deep cut in his cheek from ear 
to chin, a deep, bleeding slash. And Kino was only half conscious. He shook his head from side to side. His 
shirt was torn open and his clothes half pulled off. Juana sat him down on his sleeping-mat and she wiped 
the thickening blood from his face with her skirt. She brought him pulque to drink in a little pitcher, and 
still he shook his head to clear out the darkness.

"Who?" Juana asked.
"I don't know," Kino said. "I didn't see."
Now Juana brought her clay pot of water and she washed the cut on his face while he stared dazed 

ahead of him.
"Kino, my husband," she cried, and his eyes stared past her. "Kino, can you hear me?"
"I hear you," he said dully.
"Kino, this pearl is evil. Let us destroy it before it destroys us. Let us crush it between two stones. Let 

us - let us throw it back in the sea where it belongs. Kino, it is evil, it is evil!"
And as she spoke the light came back in Kino's eyes so that they glowed fiercely and his muscles 

hardened and his will hardened.
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"No," he said. "I will fight this thing. I will win over it. We will have our chance." His fist pounded the 
sleeping-mat. "No one shall take our good fortune from us," he said. His eyes softened then and he raised a 
gentle hand to Juana's shoulder. "Believe me," he said. "I am a man." And his face grew crafty.

"In the morning we will take our canoe and we will go over the sea and over the mountains to the 
capital, you and I. We will not be cheated. I am a man."

"Kino," she said huskily, "I am afraid. A man can be killed. Let us throw the pearl back into the sea."
"Hush," he said fiercely. "I am a man. Hush." And she was silent, for his voice was command. "Let us 

sleep a little," he said. "In the first light we will start. You are not afraid to go with me?"
"No, my husband."
His eyes were soft and warm on her then, his hand touched her cheek. "Let us sleep a little," he said.

V

The late moon arose before the first rooster crowed. Kino opened his eyes in the darkness, for he 
sensed movement near him, but he did not move. Only his eyes searched the darkness, and in the pale light 
of the moon that crept through the holes in the brush house Kino saw Juana arise silently from beside him. 
He saw her move toward the fireplace. So carefully did she work that he heard only the lightest sound when 
she moved the fireplace stone. And then like a shadow she glided toward the door. She paused for a 
moment beside the hanging box where Coyotito lay, then for a second she was black in the doorway, and 
then she was gone.

And rage surged in Kino. He rolled up to his feet and followed her as silently as she had gone, and he 
could hear her quick footsteps going toward the shore. Quietly he tracked her, and his brain was red with 
anger. She burst clear out of the brush line and stumbled over the little boulders toward the water, and then 
she heard him coming and she broke into a run. Her arm was up to throw when he leaped at her and caught 
her arm and wrenched the pearl from her. He struck her in the face with his clenched fist and she fell 
among the boulders, and he kicked her in the side. In the pale light he could see the little waves break over 
her, and her skirt floated about and clung to her legs as the water receded.

Kino looked down at her and his teeth were bared. He hissed at her like a snake, and Juana stared at 
him with wide unfrightened eyes, like a sheep before the butcher. She knew there was murder in him, and 
it was all right; she had accepted it, and she would not resist or even protest. And then the rage left him 
and a sick disgust took its place. He turned away from her and walked up the beach and through the brush 
line. His senses were dulled by his emotion.

He heard the rush, got his knife out and lunged at one dark figure and felt his knife go home, and then 
he was swept to his knees and swept again to the ground. Greedy fingers went through his clothes, frantic 
fingers searched him, and the pearl, knocked from his hand, lay winking behind a little stone in the 
pathway. It glinted in the soft moonlight.

Juana dragged herself up from the rocks on the edge of the water. Her face was a dull pain and her side 
ached. She steadied herself on her knees for a while and her wet skirt clung to her. There was no anger in 
her for Kino. He had said: "I am a man," and that meant certain things to Juana. It meant that he was half 
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insane and half god. It meant that Kino would drive his strength against a mountain and plunge his 
strength against the sea. Juana, in her woman's soul, knew that the mountain would stand while the man 
broke himself; that the sea would surge while the man drowned in it. And yet it was this thing that made 
him a man, half insane and half god, and Juana had need of a man; she could not live without a man. 
Although she might be puzzled by these differences between man and woman, she knew them and 
accepted them and needed them. Of course she would follow him, there was no question of that. 
Sometimes the quality of woman, the reason, the caution, the sense of preservation, could cut through 
Kino's manness and save them all. She climbed painfully to her feet, and she dipped her cupped palms in 
the little waves and washed her bruised face with the stinging salt water, and then she went creeping up the 
beach after Kino.

A flight of herring clouds had moved over the sky from the south. The pale moon dipped in and out of 
the strands of clouds so that Juana walked in darkness for a moment and in light the next. Her back was 
bent with pain and her head was low. She went through the line of brush when the moon was covered, and 
when it looked through she saw the glimmer of the great pearl in the path behind the rock. She sank to her 
knees and picked it up, and the moon went into the darkness of the clouds again. Juana remained on her 
knees while she considered whether to go back to the sea and finish her job, and as she considered, the 
light came again, and she saw two dark figures lying in the path ahead of her. She leaped forward and saw 
that one was Kino and the other a stranger with dark shiny fluid leaking from his throat.

Kino moved sluggishly, arms and legs stirred like those of a crushed bug, and a thick muttering came 
from his mouth. Now, in an instant, Juana knew that the old life was gone forever. A dead man in the path 
and Kino's knife, dark-bladed beside him, convinced her. All of the time Juana had been trying to rescue 
something of the old peace, of the time before the pearl. But now it was gone, and there was no retrieving 
it. And knowing this, she abandoned the past instantly. There was nothing to do but to save themselves.

Her pain was gone now, her slowness. Quickly she dragged the dead man from the pathway into the 
shelter of the brush. She went to Kino and sponged his face with her wet skirt. His senses were coming 
back and he moaned.

"They have taken the pearl. I have lost it. Now it is over," he said. "The pearl is gone."
Juana quieted him as she would quiet a sick child. "Hush," she said. "Here is your pearl. I found it in 

the path. Can you hear me now? Here is your pearl. Can you understand? You have killed a man. We must 
go away. They will come for us, can you understand? We must be gone before the daylight comes."

"I was attacked," Kino said uneasily. "I struck to save my life."
"Do you remember yesterday?" Juana asked. "Do you think that will matter? Do you remember the 

men of the city? Do you think your explanation will help?"
Kino drew a great breath and fought off his weakness. "No," he said. "You are right." And his will 

hardened and he was a man again.
"Go to our house and bring Coyotito," he said, "and bring all the corn we have. I will drag the canoe 

into the water and we will go."
He took his knife and left her. He stumbled toward the beach and he came to his canoe. And when the 

light broke through again he saw that a great hole had been knocked in the bottom. And a searing rage 
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came to him and gave him strength. Now the darkness was closing in on his family; now the evil music 
filled the night, hung over the mangroves, skirled in the wave beat. The canoe of his grandfather, plastered 
over and over, and a splintered hole broken in it. This was an evil beyond thinking. The killing of a man was 
not so evil as the killing of a boat. For a boat does not have sons, and a boat cannot protect itself, and a 
wounded boat does not heal. There was sorrow in Kino's rage, but this last thing had tightened him beyond 
breaking. He was an animal now, for hiding, for attacking, and he lived only to preserve himself and his 
family. He was not conscious of the pain in his head. He leaped up the beach, through the brush line 
toward his brush house, and it did not occur to him to take one of the canoes of his neighbours. Never 
once did the thought enter his head, any more than he could have conceived breaking a boat.

The roosters were crowing and the dawn was not far off. Smoke of the first fires seeped out through 
the walls of the brush houses, and the first smell of cooking corncakes was in the air. Already the dawn 
birds were scampering in the bushes. The weak moon was losing its light and the clouds thickened and 
curdled to the southward. The wind blew freshly into the estuary, a nervous, restless wind with the smell of 
storm on its breath, and there was change and uneasiness in the air.

Kino, hurrying toward his house, felt a surge of exhilaration. Now he was not confused, for there was 
only one thing to do, and Kino's hand went first to the great pearl in his shirt and then to his knife hanging 
under his shirt.

He saw a little glow ahead of him, and then without interval a tall flame leaped up in the dark with a 
crackling roar, and a tall edifice of fire lighted the pathway. Kino broke into a run; it was his brush house, 
he knew. And he knew that these houses could burn down in a very few moments. And as he ran a scuttling 
figure ran toward him - Juana, with Coyotito in her arms and Kino's shoulder blanket-clutched in her hand. 
The baby moaned with fright, and Juana's eyes were wide and terrified. Kino could see the house was gone, 
and he did not question Juana. He knew, but she said: "It was torn up and the floor dug - even the baby's 
box turned out, and as I looked they put the fire to the outside."

The fierce light of the burning house lighted Kino's face strongly. "Who?" he demanded.
"I don't know," she said. "The dark ones."
The neighbours were tumbling from their houses now, and they watched the falling sparks and 

stamped them out to save their own houses. Suddenly Kino was afraid. The light made him afraid. He 
remembered the man lying dead in the brush beside the path, and he took Juana by the arm and drew her 
into the shadow of a house away from the light, for light was danger to him. For a moment he considered 
and then he worked among the shadows until he came to the house of Juan Tomás, his brother, and he 
slipped into the doorway and drew Juana after him. Outside, he could hear the squeal of children and the 
shouts of the neighbours, for his friends thought he might be inside the burning house.

The house of Juan Tomás was almost exactly like Kino's house; nearly all the brush houses were alike, 
and all leaked light and air, so that Juana and Kino, sitting in the corner of the brother's house, could see 
the leaping flames through the wall. They saw the flames tall and furious, they saw the roof fall and 
watched the fire die down as quickly as a twig fire dies. They heard the cries of warning of their friends, 
and the shrill, keening cry of Apolonia, wife of Juan Tomás. She, being the nearest woman relative, raised a 
formal lament for the dead of the family.
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Apolonia realized that she was wearing her second-best head-shawl and she rushed to her house to get 
her fine new one. As she rummaged in a box by the wall, Kino's voice said quietly: "Apolonia, do not cry 
out. We are not hurt."

"How do you come here?" she demanded.
"Do not question," he said. "Go now to Juan Tomás and bring him here and tell no one else. This is 

important to us, Apolonia."
She paused, her hands helpless in front of her, and then: "Yes, my brother-in-law," she said.
In a few moments Juan Tomás came back with her. He lighted a candle and came to them where they 

crouched in a corner and he said: "Apolonia, see to the door, and do not let anyone enter." He was older, 
Juan Tomás, and he assumed the authority. "Now, my brother," he said.

"I was attacked in the dark," said Kino. "And in the fight I have killed a man."
"Who?" asked Juan Tomás quickly.
"I do not know. It is all darkness - all darkness and shape of darkness."
"It is the pearl," said Juan Tomás. "There is a devil in this pearl. You should have sold it and passed on 

the devil. Perhaps you can still sell it and buy peace for yourself."
And Kino said: "Oh, my brother, an insult has been put on me that is deeper than my life. For on the 

beach my canoe is broken, my house is burned, and in the brush a dead man lies. Every escape is cut off. 
You must hide us, my brother."

And Kino, looking closely, saw deep worry come into his brother's eyes and he forestalled him in a 
possible refusal. "Not for long," he said quickly. "Only until a day has passed and the new night has come. 
Then we will go."

"I will hide you," said Juan Tomás.
"I do not want to bring danger to you," Kino said. "I know I am like a leprosy. I will go tonight and 

then you will be safe."
"I will protect you," said Juan Tomás, and he called: "Apolonia, close up the door. Do not even whisper 

that Kino is here."
They sat silently all day in the darkness of the house, and they could hear the neighbours speaking of 

them. Through the walls of the house they could watch their neighbours raking through the ashes to find 
the bones. Crouching in the house of Juan Tomás, they heard the shock go into their neighbours' minds at 
the news of the broken boat. Juan Tomás went out among the neighbours to divert their suspicions, and he 
gave them theories and ideas of what had happened to Kino and to Juana and to the baby. To one he said: 
"I think they have gone south along the coast to escape the evil that was on them." And to another: "Kino 
would never leave the sea. Perhaps he found another boat." And he said: "Apolonia is ill with grief."

And in that day the wind rose up to beat the Gulf and tore the kelps and weeds that lined the shore, 
and the wind cried through the brush houses and no boat was safe on the water. Then Juan Tomás told 
among the neighbours: "Kino is gone. If he went to the sea, he is drowned by now." And after each trip 
among the neighbours Juan Tomás came back with something borrowed. He brought a little woven straw 
bag of red beans and a gourd full of rice. He borrowed a cup of dried peppers and a block of salt, and he 
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brought in a long working knife, eighteen inches long and heavy, as a small ax, a tool and a weapon. And 
when Kino saw this knife his eyes lighted up, and he fondled the blade and his thumb tested the edge.

The wind screamed over the Gulf and turned the water white, and the mangroves plunged like 
frightened cattle, and a fine sandy dusta rose from the land and hung in a stifling cloud over the sea. The 
wind drove off the clouds and skimmed the sky clean and drifted the sand of the country like snow.

Then Juan Tomás, when the evening approached, talked long with his brother. "Where will you go?"
"To the north," said Kino. "I have heard that there are cities in the north."
"Avoid the shore," said Juan Tomás. "They are making a party to search the shore. The men in the city 

will look for you. Do you still have the pearl?"
"I have it," said Kino. "And I will keep it. I might have given it as a gift, but now it is my misfortune 

and my life and I will keep it." His eyes were hard and cruel and bitter.
Coyotito whimpered and Juana muttered little magics over him to make him silent.
"The wind is good," said Juan Tomás. "There will be no tracks."
They left quietly in the dark before the moon had risen. The family stood formally in the house of 

Juan Tomás. Juana carried Coyotito on her back, covered and held in by her head shawl, and the baby slept, 
cheek turned sideways against her shoulder. The head-shawl covered the baby, and one end of it came 
across Juana's nose to protect her from the evil night air. Juan Tomás embraced his brother with the double 
embrace and kissed him on both cheeks. "Go withGod," he said, and it was like a death. "You will not give 
up the pearl?"

"This pearl has become my soul," said Kino. "If I give it up I shall lose my soul. Go thou also with 
God."

VI

The wind blew fierce and strong, and it pelted them with bits of sticks, sand, and little rocks. Juana 
and Kino gathered their clothing tighter about them and covered their noses and went out into the world. 
The sky was brushed clean by the wind and the stars were cold in a black sky. The two walked carefully, and 
they avoided the center of the town where some sleeper in a doorway might see them pass. For the town 
closed itself in against the night, and anyone who moved about in the darkness would be noticeable. Kino 
threaded his way around the edge of the city and turned north, north by the stars, and found the rutted 
sandy road that led through the brushy country towards Loreto, where the miraculous Virgin has her 
station.

Kino could feel the blown sand against his ankles and he was glad, for he knew there would be no 
tracks. The little light from the stars made out for him the narrow road through the brushy country. And 
Kino could hear the pad of Juana's feet behind him. He went quickly and quietly, and Juana trotted behind 
him to keep up.

Some ancient thing stirred in Kino. Through his fear of dark and the devils that haunt the night, there 
came a rush of exhilaration; some animal thing was moving in him so that he was cautious and wary and 
dangerous; some ancient thing out of the past of his people was alive in him. The wind was at his back and 
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the stars guided him. The wind cried and whisked in the brush, and the family went on monotonously, hour 
after hour. They passed no one and saw no one. At last, to their right, the waning moon arose, and when it 
came up the wind died down, and the land was still.

Now they could see the little road ahead of them, deep cut with sand-drifted wheel tracks. With the 
wind gone there would be footprints, but they were a good distance from the town and perhaps their tracks 
might not be noticed. Kino walked carefully in a wheel-rut, and Juana followed in his path. One big cart, 
going to the town in the morning, could wipe out every trace of their passage.

All night they walked and never changed their pace. Once Coyotito awakened, and Juana shifted him 
in front of her and soothed him until he went to sleep again. And the evils of the night were about them. 
The coyotes cried and laughed in the brush, and the owls screeched and hissed over their heads. And once 
some large animal lumbered away, crackling the undergrowth as it went. And Kino gripped the handle of 
the big working knife and took a sense of protection from it.

The music of the pearl was triumphant in Kino's head, and the quiet melody of the family underlay it, 
and they wove themselves into the soft padding of sandalled feet in the dust. All night they walked, and in 
the first dawn Kino searched the roadside for a covert to lie in during the day. He found his place near to 
the road, a little clearing where deer might have lain, and it was curtained thickly with the dry brittle trees 
that lined the road. And when Juana had seated herself and had settled to nurse the baby, Kino went back 
to the road. He broke a branch and carefully swept the footprints where they had turned from the roadway. 
And then, in the first light, he heard the creak of a wagon, and he crouched beside the road and watched a 
heavy two-wheeled cart go by, drawn by slouching oxen. And when it had passed out of sight, he went back 
to the roadway and looked at the rut and found that the footprints were gone. And again he swept out his 
traces and went back to Juana.

She gave him the soft corn-cakes Apolonia had packed for them, and after a while she slept a little. But 
Kino sat on the ground and stared at the earth in front of him. He watched the ants moving, a little 
column of them near to his foot, and he put his foot in their path. Then the column climbed over his instep 
and continued on itsway, and Kino left his foot there and watched them move over it.

The sun arose hotly. They were not near the Gulf now, and the air was dry and hot so that the brush 
cricked with heat and a good resinous smell came from it. And when Juana awakened, when the sun was 
high, Kino told her things she knew already.

"Beware of that kind of tree there," he said, pointing. "Do not touch it, for if you do and then touch 
your eyes, it will blind you. And beware of the tree that bleeds. See, that one over there. For if you break it 
the red blood will flow from it, and it is evil luck." And she nodded and smiled a little at him, for she knew 
these things.

"Will they follow us?" she asked. "Do you think they will try to find us?"
"They will try," said Kino. "Whoever finds us will take the pearl. Oh, they will try."
And Juana said: "Perhaps the dealers were right and the pearl has no value. Perhaps this has all been an 

illusion."
Kino reached into his clothes and brought out the pearl. He let the sun play on it until it burned in his 

eyes. "No," he said, "they would not have tried to steal it if it had been valueless."
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"Do you know who attacked you? Was it the dealers?"
"I do not know," he said. "I didn't see them."
He looked into his pearl to find his vision. "When we sell it at last, I will have a rifle," he said, and he 

looked into the shining surface for his rifle, but he saw only a huddled dark body on the ground with 
shining blood dripping from its throat. And he said quickly: "We will be married in a great church." And in 
the pearl he saw Juana with her beaten face crawling home through the night. "Our son must learn to read," 
he said frantically. And there in the pearl Coyotito's face, thick and feverish from the medicine.

And Kino thrust the pearl back into his clothing, and the music of the pearl had become sinister in his 
ears, and it was interwoven with the music of evil.

The hot sun beat on the earth so that Kino and Juana moved into the lacy shade of the brush, and 
small gray birds scampered on the ground in the shade. In the heat of the day Kino relaxed and covered his 
eyes with his hat and wrapped his blanket about his face to keep the flies off, and he slept.

But Juana did not sleep. She sat quiet as a stone and her face was quiet. Her mouth was still swollen 
where Kino had struck her, and big flies buzzed around the cut on her chin. But she sat as still as a sentinel, 
and when Coyotito awakened she placed him on the ground in front of her and watched him wave his arms 
and kick his feet, and he smiled and gurgled at her until she smiled too. She picked up a little twig from the 
ground and tickled him, and she gave him water from the gourd she carried in her bundle.

Kino stirred in a dream, and he cried out in a guttural voice, and his hand moved in symbolic fighting. 
And then he moaned and sat up suddenly, his eyes wide and his nostrils flaring. He listened and heard only 
the cricking heat and the hiss of distance.

"What is it?" Juana asked.
"Hush," he said.
"You were dreaming."
"Perhaps." But he was restless, and when she gave him a corn-cake from her store he paused in his 

chewing to listen. He was uneasy and nervous; he glanced over his shoulder; he lifted the big knife and felt 
its edge. When Coyotito gurgled on the ground Kino said: "Keep him quiet."

"What is the matter?" Juana asked.
"I don't know."
He listened again, an animal light in his eyes. He stood up then, silently; and crouched low, he 

threaded his way through the brush towards the road. But he did not step into the road; he crept into the 
cover of a thorny tree and peered out along the way he had come.

And then he saw them moving along. His body stiffened and he drew down his head and peeked out 
from under a fallen branch. In the distance he could see three figures, two on foot and one on horseback. 
But he knew what they were, and a chill of fear went through him. Even in the distance he could see the 
two on foot moving slowly along, bent low to the ground. Here, one would pause and look at the earth, 
while the other joined him. They were the trackers, they could follow the trail of a big horn sheep in the 
stone mountains. They were as sensitive as hounds. Here, he and Juana might have stepped out of the 
wheel rut, and these people from the inland, these hunters, could follow, could read a broken straw or a 
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little tumbled pile of dust. Behind them, on a horse, was a dark man, his nose covered with a blanket, and 
across his saddle a rifle gleamed in the sun.

Kino lay as rigid as the tree limb. He barely breathed, and his eyes went to the place where he had 
swept out the track. Even the sweeping might be a message to the trackers. He knew these inland hunters. 
In a country where there was little game they managed to live because of their ability to hunt, and they 
were hunting him. They scuttled over the ground like animals and found a sign and crouched over it while 
the horseman waited.

The trackers whined a little, like excited dogs on a warming trail. Kino slowly drew his big knife to his 
hand and made it ready. He knew what he must do. If the trackers found the swept place, he must leap for 
the horseman, kill him quickly and take the rifle. That was his only chance in the world. And as the three 
drew nearer on the road, Kino dug little pits with his sandalled toes so that he could leap without warning, 
so that his feet would not slip. He had only a little vision under the fallen limb.

Now Juana, back in her hidden place, heard the pad of the horse's hoofs, and Coyotito gurgled. She 
took him up quickly and put him under her shawl and gave him her breast and he was silent.

When the trackers came near, Kino could see only their legs and only the legs of the horse from under 
the fallen branch. He saw the dark horny feet of the men and their ragged white clothes, and he heard the 
creak of leather of the saddle and the clink of spurs. The trackers stopped at the swept place and studied it, 
and the horseman stopped.The horse flung his head up against the bit and the bit-roller clicked under his 
tongue and the horse snorted. Then the dark trackers turned and studied the horse and watched his ears.

Kino was not breathing, but his back arched a little and the muscles of his arms and legs stood out 
with tension and a line of sweat formed on his upper lip. For a long moment the trackers bent over the 
road, and then they moved on slowly, studying the ground ahead of them, and the horseman moved after 
them. The trackers scuttled along, stopping, looking, and hurrying on. They would be back, Kino knew. 
They would be circling and searching, peeping, stopping, and they would come back sooner or later to his 
covered track.

He slid backward and did not bother to cover his tracks. He could not; too many little signs were 
there, too many broken twigs and scuffed places and displaced stones. And there was a panic in Kino now, a 
panic of flight. The trackers would find his trail, he knew it. There was no escape, except in flight. He 
edged away from the road and went quickly and silently to the hidden place where Juana was. She looked 
up at him in question.

"Trackers," he said. "Come!"
And then a helplessness and a hopelessness swept over him, and his face went black and his eyes were 

sad. "Perhaps I should let them take me."
Instantly Juana was on her feet and her hand lay on his arm. "You have the pearl," she cried hoarsely. 

"Do you think they would take you back alive to say they had stolen it?"
His hand strayed limply to the place where the pearl was hidden under his clothes. "They will find it," 

he said weakly.
"Come," she said. "Come!"
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And when he did not respond, "Do you think they would let me live? Do you think they would let the 
little one here live?"

Her goading struck into his brain; his lips snarled and his eyes were fierce again. "Come," he said. "We 
will go into the mountains. Maybe we can lose them in the mountains."

Frantically he gathered the gourds and the little bags that were their property. Kino carried a bundle in 
his left hand, but the big knife swung free in his right hand. He parted the brush for Juana and they hurried 
to the west, towards the high stone mountains. They trotted quickly through the tangle of the 
undergrowth. This was panic flight. Kino did not try to conceal his passage; he trotted, kicking the stones, 
knocking the tell-tale leaves from the little trees. The high sun streamed down on the dry creaking earth so 
that even the vegetation ticked in protest. But ahead were the naked granite mountains, rising out of 
erosion rubble and standing monolithic against the sky. And Kino ran for the high place, as nearly all 
animals do when they are pursued.

This land was waterless, furred with the cacti which could store water and with the great-rooted brush 
which could reach deep into the earth for a little moisture and get along on very little. And underfoot was 
not soil but broken rock, split into small cubes, great slabs, but none of it water-rounded. Little tufts of sad 
dry grass grew between the stones, grass that had sprouted with one single rain and headed, dropped its 
seed, and died. Horned toads watched the family go by and turned their little pivoting dragon heads. And 
now and then a great jack-rabbit, disturbed in his shade, bumped away and hid behind the nearest rock. 
The singing heat lay over this desert country, and ahead the stone mountains looked cool and welcoming.

And Kino fled. He knew what would happen. A little way along the road the trackers would become 
aware that they had missed the path, and they would come back, searching and judging, and in a little while 
they would find the place where Kino and Juana had rested. From there it would be easy for them - these 
little stones, the fallen leaves and the whipped branches, the scuffed places where a foot had slipped. Kino 
could see them in his mind, slipping along the track, whining a little with eagerness, and behind them, dark 
and half-interested, the horseman with the rifle. His work would come last, for he would not take them 
back. Oh, the music of evil sang loud in Kino's head now, it sang with the whine of heat and with the dry 
ringing of snake rattles. It was not large and overwhelming now, but secret and poisonous, and the 
pounding of his heart gave it undertone and rhythm.

The way began to rise, and as it did the rocks grew larger. But now Kino had put a little distance 
between his family and the trackers. Now, on the first rise, he rested. He climbed a great boulder and 
looked back over the shimmering country, but he could not see his enemies, not even the tall horseman 
riding through the brush. Juana had squatted in the shade of the boulder. She raised her bottle of water to 
Coyotito's lips; his little dried tongue sucked greedily at it. She looked up at Kino when he came back; she 
saw him examine her ankles, cut and scratched from the stones and brush, andshe covered them quickly 
with her skirt. Then she handed the bottle to him, but he shook his head. Her eyes were bright in her tired 
face. Kino moistened his cracked lips with his tongue.

"Juana," he said, "I will go on and you will hide. I will lead them into the mountains, and when they 
have gone past, you will go north to Loreto or to Santa Rosalia. Then, if I can escape them, I will come to 
you. It is the only safe way."
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She looked full into his eyes for a moment. "No," she said. "We go with you."
"I can go faster alone," he said harshly. "You will put the little one in more danger if you go with me."
"No," said Juana.
"You must. It is the wise thing and it is my wish," he said.
"No," said Juana.
He looked then for weakness in her face, for fear or irresolution, and there was none. Her eyes were 

very bright. He shrugged his shoulders helplessly then, but he had taken strength from her. When they 
moved on it was no longer panic flight.

The country, as it rose toward the mountains, changed rapidly. Now there were long outcroppings of 
granite with deep crevices between, and Kino walked on bare unmarkable stone when he could and leaped 
from ledge to ledge. He knew that wherever the trackers lost his path they must circle and lose time before 
they found it again. And so he did not go straight for the mountains any more; he moved in zigzags, and 
sometimes he cut back to the south and left a sign and then went toward the mountains over bare stone 
again. And the path rose steeply now, so that he panted a little as he went.

The sun moved downward toward the bare stone teeth of the mountains, and Kino set his direction 
for a dark and shadowy cleft in the range. If there were any water at all, it would be there where he could 
see, even in the distance, a hint of foliage. And if there were any passage through the smooth stone range, it 
would be by this same deep cleft. It had its danger, for the trackers would think of it too, but the empty 
water-bottle did not let that consideration enter. And as the sun lowered, Kino and Juana struggled wearily 
up the steep slope towards the cleft.

High in the gray stone mountains, under a frowning peak, a little spring bubbled out of a rupture in 
the stone. It was fed by shade-preserved snow in the summer, and now and then it died completely and 
bare rocks and dry algae were on its bottom. But nearly always it gushed out, cold and clean and lovely. In 
the times when the quick rains fell, it might become a freshet and send its column of white water crashing 
down the mountain cleft, but nearly always it was a lean little spring. It bubbled out into a pool and then 
fell a hundred feet to another pool, and this one, overflowing, dropped again, so that it continued, down 
and down, until it came to the rubble of the upland, and there it disappeared altogether. There wasn't much 
left of it then anyway, for every time it fell over an escarpment the thirsty air drank it, and it splashed from 
the pools to the dry vegetation. The animals from miles around came to drink from the little pools, and the 
wild sheep and the deer, the pumas and raccoons, and the mice - all came to drink. And the birds which 
spent the day in the brushland came at night to the little pools that were like steps in the mountain cleft. 
Beside this tiny stream, wherever enough earth collected for root-hold, colonies of plants grew, wild grape 
and little palms, maidenhair fern, hibiscus, and tall pampas grass with feathery rods raised above the spike 
leaves. And in the pool lived frogs and water-skaters, and water-worms crawled on the bottom of the pool. 
Everything that loved water came to these few shallow places. The cats took their prey there, and strewed 
feathers and lapped water through their bloody teeth. The little pools were places of life because of the 
water, and places of killing because of the water, too.

The lowest step, where the stream collected before it tumbled down a hundred feet and disappeared 
into the rubbly desert, was a little platform of stone and sand. Only a pencil of water fell into the pool, but 
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it was enough to keep the pool full and to keep the ferns green in the underhang of the cliff, and wild grape 
climbed the stone mountain and all manner of little plants found comfort here. The freshets had made a 
small sandy beach through which the pool flowed, and bright green watercress grew in the damp sand. The 
beach was cut and scarred and padded by the feet of animals that had come to drink and to hunt.

The sun had passed over the stone mountains when Kino and Juana struggled up the steep broken 
slope and came at last to the water. From this step they could look out over the sun-beaten desert to the 
blue Gulf in the distance. They came utterly weary to the pool, and Juana slumped to her knees and first 
washed Coyotito's face and then filled her bottle and gave him a drink. And the baby was weary and 
petulant, and he cried softly until Juana gave him her breast, and then he gurgled and clucked against her. 
Kino drank long and thirstily at the pool. For a moment, then, he stretched out beside the water and 
relaxed all his muscles and watched Juana feeding the baby, and then he got to his feet and went to the edge 
of the step where the water slipped over, and he searched the distance carefully. His eyes set on a point and 
he became rigid. Far down the slope he could see the two trackers; they were little more than dots or 
scurrying ants and behind them a larger ant.

Juana had turned to look at him and she saw his back stiffen.
"How far?" she asked quietly.
"They will be here by evening," said Kino. He looked up the long steep chimney of the cleft where the 

water came down. "We must go west," he said, and his eyes searched the stone shoulder behind the cleft. 
And thirty feet up on the gray shoulder he saw a series of little erosion caves. He slipped off his sandals and 
clambered up to them, gripping the bare stone with his toes, and he looked into the shallow caves. They 
were only a few feet deep, wind-hollowed scoops, but they sloped slightly downward and back. Kino 
crawled into the largest one and lay down and knew that he could not be seen from the outside. Quickly he 
went back to Juana.

"You must go up there. Perhaps they will not find us there," he said.
Without question she filled her water bottle to the top, and then Kino helped her up to the shallow 

cave and brought up the packages of food and passed them to her. And Juana sat in the cave entrance and 
watched him. She saw that he did not try to erase their tracks in the sand. Instead, he climbed up the brush 
cliff beside the water, clawing and tearing at the ferns and wild grape as he went. And when he had climbed 
a hundred feet to the next bench, he came down again. He looked carefully at the smooth rock shoulder 
toward the cave to see that there was no trace of passage, and last he climbed up and crept into the cave 
beside Juana.

"When they go up," he said, "we will slip away, down to the lowlands again. I am afraid only that the 
baby may cry. You must see that he does not cry."

"He will not cry," she said, and she raised the baby's face to her own and looked into his eyes and he 
stared solemnly back at her.

"He knows," said Juana.
Now Kino lay in the cave entrance, his chin braced on his crossed arms, and he watched the blue 

shadow of the mountain move out across the brushy desert below until it reached the Gulf, and the long 
twilight of the shadow was over the land.
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The trackers were long in coming, as though they had trouble with the trail Kino had left. It was dusk 
when they came at last to the little pool. And all three were on foot now, for a horse could not climb the 
last steep slope. From above they were thin figures in the evening. The two trackers scurried about on the 
little beach, and they saw Kino's progress up the cliff before they drank. The man with the rifle sat down 
and rested himself, and the trackers squatted near him, and in the evening the points of their cigarettes 
glowed and receded. And then Kino could see that they were eating, and the soft murmur of their voices 
came to him.

Then darkness fell, deep and black in the mountain cleft. The animals that used the pool came near 
and smelled men there and drifted away again into the darkness.

He heard a murmur behind him. Juana was whispering: "Coyotito." She was begging him to be quiet. 
Kino heard the baby whimper, and he knew from the muffled sounds that Juana had covered his head with 
her shawl.

Down on the beach a match flared, and in its momentary light Kino saw that two of the men were 
sleeping, curled up like dogs, while the third watched, and he saw the glint of the rifle in the match light. 
And then the match died, but it left a picture on Kino's eyes. He could see it, just how each man was, two 
sleeping curled up and the third squatting in the sand with the rifle between his knees.

Kino moved silently back into the cave. Juana's eyes were two sparks reflecting a low star. Kino 
crawled quietly close to her and he put his lips near to her cheek.

"There is a way," he said.
"But they will kill you."
"If I get first to the one with the rifle," Kino said, "I must get to him first, then I will be all right. Two 

are sleeping."
Her hand crept out from under her shawl and gripped his arm. "They will see your white clothes in the 

starlight."
"No," he said. "And I must go before moonrise."
He searched for a soft word and then gave it up. "If they kill me," he said, "lie quietly. And when they 

are gone away, go to Loreto."
Her hand shook a little, holding his wrist.
"There is no choice," he said. "It is the only way. They will find us in the morning."
Her voice trembled a little. "Go with God," she said.
He peered closely at her and he could see her large eyes. His hand fumbled out and found the baby, 

and for a moment his palm lay on Coyotito's head. And then Kino raised his hand and touched Juana's 
cheek, and she held her breath.

Against the sky in the cave entrance Juana could see that Kino was taking off his white clothes, for 
dirty and ragged though they were they would show up against the dark night. His own brown skin was a 
better protection for him. And then she saw how he hooked his amulet neck-string about the horn handle 
of his great knife, so that it hung down in front of him and left both hands free. He did not come back to 
her. For a moment his body was black in the cave entrance, crouched and silent, and then he was gone.
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Juana moved to the entrance and looked out. She peered like an owl from the hole in the mountain, 
and the baby slept under the blanket on her back, his face turned sideways against her neck and shoulder. 
She could feel his warm breath against her skin, and Juana whispered her combination of prayer and magic, 
her Hail Marys and her ancient intercession, against the black unhuman things.

The night seemed a little less dark when she looked out, and to the east there was a lightening in the 
sky, down near the horizon where the moon would show. And, looking down, she could see the cigarette of 
the man on watch.

Kino edged like a slow lizard down the smooth rock shoulder. He had turned his neck-string so that 
the great knife hung down from his back and could not clash against the stone. His spread fingers gripped 
the mountain, and his bare toes found support through contact, and even his chest lay against the stone so 
that he would not slip. For any sound, a rolling pebble or a sigh, a little slip of flesh on rock, would rouse 
the watchers below. Any sound that was not germane to the night would make them alert. But the night 
was not silent; the little tree frogs that lived near the stream twittered like birds, and the high metallic 
ringing of the cicadas filled the mountain cleft. And Kino's own music was in his head, the music of the 
enemy, low and pulsing, nearly asleep. But the Song of the Family had become as fierce and sharp and feline 
as the snarl of a female puma. The family song was alive now and driving him down on the dark enemy. The 
harsh cicada seemed to take up its melody, and the twittering tree frogs called little phrases of it.

And Kino crept silently as a shadow down the smooth mountain face. One bare foot moved a few 
inches and the toes touched the stone and gripped, and the other foot a few inches, and then the palm of 
one hand a little downwards, and then the other hand, until the whole body, without seeming to move, had 
moved. Kino's mouth was open so that even his breath would make no sound, for he knew that he was not 
invisible. If the watcher, sensing movement, looked at the dark place against the stone which was his body, 
he could see him. Kino must move so slowly he would not draw the watcher's eyes. It took him a long time 
to reach the bottom and to crouch behind a little dwarf palm. His heart thundered in his chest and his 
hands and face were wet with sweat. He crouched and took great slow long breaths to calm himself.

Only twenty feet separated him from the enemy now, and he tried to remember the ground between. 
Was there any stone which might trip him in his rush? He kneaded his legs against cramp and found that 
his muscles were jerking after their long tension. And then he looked apprehensively to the east. The moon 
would rise in a few moments now, and he must attack before it rose. He could see the outline of the 
watcher, but the sleeping men were below his vision. It was the watcher Kino must find - must find quickly 
and without hesitation. Silently he drew the amulet string over his shoulder and loosened the loop from the 
horn handle of his great knife.

He was too late, for as he rose from his crouch the silver edge of the moon slipped above the eastern 
horizon, and Kino sank back behind his bush.

It was an old and ragged moon, but it threw hard light and hard shadow into the mountain cleft, and 
now Kino could see the seated figure of the watcher on the little beach beside the pool. The watcher gazed 
full at the moon, and then he lighted another cigarette, and the match illumined his dark face for a 
moment. There could be no waiting now; when the watcher turned his head, Kino must leap. His legs were 
as tight as wound springs.
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And then from above came a little murmuring cry. The watcher turned his head to listen and then he 
stood up, and one of the sleepers stirred on the ground and awakened and asked quietly, "What is it?"

"I don't know," said the watcher. "It sounded like a cry, almost like a human - like a baby."
The man who had been sleeping said: "You can't tell. Some coyote bitch with a litter. I've heard a 

coyote pup cry like a baby."
The sweat rolled in drops down Kino's forehead and fell into his eyes and burned them. The little cry 

came again and the watcher looked up the side of the hill to the dark cave.
"Coyote maybe," he said, and Kino heard the harsh click as he cocked the rifle.
"If it's a coyote, this will stop it," the watcher said as he raised the gun.
Kino was in mid-leap when the gun crashed and the barrel-flash made a picture on his eyes. The great 

knife swung and crunched hollowly. It bit through neck and deep into chest, and Kino was a terrible 
machine now. He grasped the rifle even as he wrenched free his knife. His strength and his movement and 
his speed were a machine. He whirled and struck the head of the seated man like a melon. The third man 
scrabbled away like a crab, slipped into the pool, and then he began to climb frantically, to climb up the 
cliff where the water pencilled down. His hands and feet threshed in the tangle of the wild grapevine, and 
he whimpered and gibbered as he tried to get up. But Kino had become as cold and deadly as steel. 
Deliberately he threw the lever of the rifle, and then he raised the gun and aimed deliberately and fired. He 
saw his enemy tumble backward into the pool, and Kino strode to the water. In the moonlight he could see 
the frantic eyes, and Kino aimed and fired between the eyes.

And then Kino stood uncertainly. Something was wrong, some signal was trying to get through to his 
brain. Tree frogs and cicadas were silent now. And then Kino's brain cleared from its red concentration and 
he knew the sound - the keening, moaning, rising hysterical cry from the little cave in the side of the stone 
mountain, the cry of death.

Everyone in La Paz remembers the return of the family; there may be some old ones who saw it, but 
those whose fathers and whose grandfathers told it to them remember it nevertheless. It is an event that 
happened to everyone.

It was late in the golden afternoon when the first little boys ran hysterically in the town and spread the 
word that Kino and Juana were coming back. And everyone hurried to see them. The sun was settling 
toward the western mountains and the shadows on the ground were long. And perhaps that was what left 
the deep impression on those who saw them.

The two came from the rutted country road into the city, and they were not walking in single file, 
Kino ahead and Juana behind, as usual, but side by side. The sun was behind them and their long shadows 
stalked ahead, and they seemed to carry two towers of darkness with them. Kino had a rifle across his arm 
and Juana carried her shawl like a sack over her shoulder. And in it was a small limp heavy bundle. The 
shawl was crusted with dried blood, and the bundle swayed a little as she walked. Her face was hard and 
lined and leathery with fatigue and with the tightness with which she fought fatigue. And her wide eyes 
stared inward on herself. She was as remote and as removed as Heaven. Kino's lips were thin and his jaws 
tight, and the people say that he carried fear with him, that he was as dangerous as a rising storm. The 
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people say that the two seemed tobe removed from human experience; that they had gone through pain 
and had come out on the other side; that there was almost a magical protection about them. And those 
people who had rushed to see them crowded back and let them pass and did not speak to them.

Kino and Juana walked through the city as though it were not there. Their eyes glanced neither right 
nor left nor up nor down, but stared only straight ahead. Their legs moved a little jerkily, like well-made 
wooden dolls, and they carried pillars of black fear about them. And as they walked through the stone and 
plaster city brokers peered at them from barred windows and servants put one eye to a slitted gate and 
mothers turned the faces of their youngest children inward against their skirts. Kino and Juana strode side 
by side through the stone and plaster city and down among the brush houses, and the neighbours stood 
back and let them pass. Juan Tomás raised his hand in greeting and did not say the greeting and left his 
hand in the air for a moment uncertainly.

In Kino's ears the Song of the Family was as fierce as a cry. He was immune and terrible, and his song 
had become a battle cry. They trudged past the burned square where their house had been without even 
looking at it. They cleared the brush that edged the beach and picked their way down the shore toward the 
water. And they did not look toward Kino's broken canoe.

And when they came to the water's edge they stopped and stared out over the Gulf. And then Kino 
laid the rifle down, and he dug among his clothes, and then he held the great pearl in his hand. He looked 
into its surface and it was gray and ulcerous. Evil faces peered from it into his eyes, and he saw the light of 
burning. And in the surface of the pearl he saw the frantic eyes of the man in the pool. And in the surface 
of the pearl he saw Coyotito lying in the little cave with the top of his head shot away. And the pearl was 
ugly; it was gray, like a malignant growth. And Kino heard the music of the pearl, distorted and insane. 
Kino's hand shook a little, and he turned slowly to Juana and held the pearl out to her. She stood beside 
him, still holding her dead bundle over her shoulder. She looked at the pearl in his hand for a moment and 
then she looked into Kino's eyes and said softly: "No, you."

And Kino drew back his arm and flung the pearl with all his might. Kino and Juana watched it go, 
winking and glimmering under the setting sun. They saw the little splash in the distance, and they stood 
side by side watching the place for a long time.

And the pearl settled into the lovely green water and dropped towards the bottom. The waving 
branches of the algae called to it and beckoned to it. The lights on its surface were green and lovely. It 
settled down to the sand bottom among the fern-like plants. Above, the surface of the water was a green 
mirror. And the pearl lay on the floor of the sea. A crab scampering over the bottom raised a little cloud of 
sand, and when it settled the pearl was gone.

And the music of the pearl drifted to a whisper and disappeared.

Review Questions
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Frank Richard Stockton (b. 1834 - d. 1902) 
wrote primarily for children and in humor 
magazines of his day.  Born in Philadelphia, 
Stockton was initially discouraged from 
pursuing a writing career by his stern father, a 
Methodist preacher.  “The Lady or the Tiger” is 
his most famous work and reached a wider 
audience than most of his children’s fables.  
Decades after his death, several of his books 
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famous children’s artist Maurice Sendak and 
won Stockton new fame.

“THE LADY OR THE TIGER”
BY FRANK STOCKTON
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“THE LADY OR THE TIGER”

by Frank Stockton

In the very olden time there lived a semi-barbaric king, whose ideas, though somewhat polished and 
sharpened by the progressiveness of distant Latin neighbors, were still large, florid, and untrammeled, as 
became the half of him which was barbaric. He was a man of exuberant fancy, and, withal, of an authority 
so irresistible that, at his will, he turned his varied fancies into facts. He was greatly given to self-
communing, and, when he and himself agreed upon anything, the thing was done. When every member of 
his domestic and political systems moved smoothly in its appointed course, his nature was bland and genial; 
but, whenever there was a little hitch, and some of his orbs got out of their orbits, he was blander and more 
genial still, for nothing pleased him so much as to make the crooked straight and crush down uneven 
places.

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

But even here the exuberant and barbaric fancy asserted itself. The arena of the king was built, not to 
give the people an opportunity of hearing the rhapsodies of dying gladiators, nor to enable them to view 
the inevitable conclusion of a conflict between religious opinions and hungry jaws, but for purposes far 
better adapted to widen and develop the mental energies of the people. This vast amphitheater, with its 
encircling galleries, its mysterious vaults, and its unseen passages, was an agent of poetic justice, in which 
crime was punished, or virtue rewarded, by the decrees of an impartial and incorruptible chance.

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

When all the people had assembled in the galleries, and the king, surrounded by his court, sat high up 
on his throne of royal state on one side of the arena, he gave a signal, a door beneath him opened, and the 
accused subject stepped out into the amphitheater. Directly opposite him, on the other side of the inclosed 
space, were two doors, exactly alike and side by side. It was the duty and the privilege of the person on trial 
to walk directly to these doors and open one of them. He could open either door he pleased; he was subject 
to no guidance or influence but that of the aforementioned impartial and incorruptible chance. If he 
opened the one, there came out of it a hungry tiger, the fiercest and most cruel that could be procured, 
which immediately sprang upon him and tore him to pieces as a punishment for his guilt. The moment that 
the case of the criminal was thus decided, doleful iron bells were clanged, great wails went up from the 
hired mourners posted on the outer rim of the arena, and the vast audience, with bowed heads and 
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downcast hearts, wended slowly their homeward way, mourning greatly that one so young and fair, or so old 
and respected, should have merited so dire a fate.

But, if the accused person opened the other door, there came forth from it a lady, the most suitable to 
his years and station that his majesty could select among his fair subjects, and to this lady he was 
immediately married, as a reward of his innocence. It mattered not that he might already possess a wife and 
family, or that his affections might be engaged upon an object of his own selection; the king allowed no 
such subordinate arrangements to interfere with his great scheme of retribution and reward. The exercises, 
as in the other instance, took place immediately, and in the arena. Another door opened beneath the king, 
and a priest, followed by a band of choristers, and dancing maidens blowing joyous airs on golden horns and 
treading an epithalamic measure, advanced to where the pair stood, side by side, and the wedding was 
promptly and cheerily solemnized. Then the gay brass bells rang forth their merry peals, the people 
shouted glad hurrahs, and the innocent man, preceded by children strewing flowers on his path, led his 
bride to his home.

This was the king's semi-barbaric method of administering justice. Its perfect fairness is obvious. The 
criminal could not know out of which door would come the lady; he opened either he pleased, without 
having the slightest idea whether, in the next instant, he was to be devoured or married. On some occasions 
the tiger came out of one door, and on some out of the other. The decisions of this tribunal were not only 
fair, they were positively determinate: the accused person was instantly punished if he found himself guilty, 
and, if innocent, he was rewarded on the spot, whether he liked it or not. There was no escape from the 
judgments of the king's arena.

The institution was a very popular one. When the people gathered together on one of the great trial 
days, they never knew whether they were to witness a bloody slaughter or a hilarious wedding. This element 
of uncertainty lent an interest to the occasion which it could not otherwise have attained. Thus, the masses 
were entertained and pleased, and the thinking part of the community could bring no charge of unfairness 
against this plan, for did not the accused person have the whole matter in his own hands?

This semi-barbaric king had a daughter as blooming as his most florid fancies, and with a soul as 
fervent and imperious as his own. As is usual in such cases, she was the apple of his eye, and was loved by 
him above all humanity. Among his courtiers was a young man of that fineness of blood and lowness of 
station common to the conventional heroes of romance who love royal maidens. This royal maiden was well 
satisfied with her lover, for he was handsome and brave to a degree unsurpassed in all this kingdom, and she 
loved him with an ardor that had enough of barbarism in it to make it exceedingly warm and strong. This 
love affair moved on happily for many months, until one day the king happened to discover its existence. 
He did not hesitate nor waver in regard to his duty in the premises. The youth was immediately cast into 
prison, and a day was appointed for his trial in the king's arena. This, of course, was an especially important 
occasion, and his majesty, as well as all the people, was greatly interested in the workings and development 
of this trial. Never before had such a case occurred; never before had a subject dared to love the daughter 
of the king. In after years such things became commonplace enough, but then they were in no slight degree 
novel and startling.
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The tiger-cages of the kingdom were searched for the most savage and relentless beasts, from which 
the fiercest monster might be selected for the arena; and the ranks of maiden youth and beauty throughout 
the land were carefully surveyed by competent judges in order that the young man might have a fitting 
bride in case fate did not determine for him a different destiny. Of course, everybody knew that the deed 
with which the accused was charged had been done. He had loved the princess, and neither he, she, nor any 
one else, thought of denying the fact; but the king would not think of allowing any fact of this kind to 
interfere with the workings of the tribunal, in which he took such great delight and satisfaction. No matter 
how the affair turned out, the youth would be disposed of, and the king would take an aesthetic pleasure in 
watching the course of events, which would determine whether or not the young man had done wrong in 
allowing himself to love the princess.

The appointed day arrived. From far and near the people gathered, and thronged the great galleries of 
the arena, and crowds, unable to gain admittance, massed themselves against its outside walls. The king and 
his court were in their places, opposite the twin doors, those fateful portals, so terrible in their similarity.

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

As the youth advanced into the arena he turned, as the custom was, to bow to the king, but he did not 
think at all of that royal personage. His eyes were fixed upon the princess, who sat to the right of her 
father. Had it not been for the moiety of barbarism in her nature it is probable that lady would not have 
been there, but her intense and fervid soul would not allow her to be absent on an occasion in which she 
was so terribly interested. From the moment that the decree had gone forth that her lover should decide 
his fate in the king's arena, she had thought of nothing, night or day, but this great event and the various 
subjects connected with it. Possessed of more power, influence, and force of character than any one who 
had ever before been interested in such a case, she had done what no other person had done,--she had 
possessed herself of the secret of the doors. She knew in which of the two rooms, that lay behind those 
doors, stood the cage of the tiger, with its open front, and in which waited the lady. Through these thick 
doors, heavily curtained with skins on the inside, it was impossible that any noise or suggestion should 
come from within to the person who should approach to raise the latch of one of them. But gold, and the 
power of a woman's will, had brought the secret to the princess.

And not only did she know in which room stood the lady ready to emerge, all blushing and radiant, 
should her door be opened, but she knew who the lady was. It was one of the fairest and loveliest of the 
damsels of the court who had been selected as the reward of the accused youth, should he be proved 
innocent of the crime of aspiring to one so far above him; and the princess hated her. Often had she seen, 
or imagined that she had seen, this fair creature throwing glances of admiration upon the person of her 
lover, and sometimes she thought these glances were perceived, and even returned. Now and then she had 
seen them talking together; it was but for a moment or two, but much can be said in a brief space; it may 
have been on most unimportant topics, but how could she know that? The girl was lovely, but she had 
dared to raise her eyes to the loved one of the princess; and, with all the intensity of the savage blood 
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transmitted to her through long lines of wholly barbaric ancestors, she hated the woman who blushed and 
trembled behind that silent door.

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

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

Her right arm lay on the cushioned parapet before her. She raised her hand, and made a slight, quick 
movement toward the right. No one but her lover saw her. Every eye but his was fixed on the man in the 
arena.

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

Now, the point of the story is this: Did the tiger come out of that door, or did the lady ?
The more we reflect upon this question, the harder it is to answer. It involves a study of the human 

heart which leads us through devious mazes of passion, out of which it is difficult to find our way. Think of 
it, fair reader, not as if the decision of the question depended upon yourself, but upon that hot-blooded, 
semi-barbaric princess, her soul at a white heat beneath the combined fires of despair and jealousy. She had 
lost him, but who should have him?

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

But how much oftener had she seen him at the other door! How in her grievous reveries had she 
gnashed her teeth, and torn her hair, when she saw his start of rapturous delight as he opened the door of 
the lady! How her soul had burned in agony when she had seen him rush to meet that woman, with her 
flushing cheek and sparkling eye of triumph; when she had seen him lead her forth, his whole frame 
kindled with the joy of recovered life; when she had heard the glad shouts from the multitude, and the wild 
ringing of the happy bells; when she had seen the priest, with his joyous followers, advance to the couple, 
and make them man and wife before her very eyes; and when she had seen them walk away together upon 
their path of flowers, followed by the tremendous shouts of the hilarious multitude, in which her one 
despairing shriek was lost and drowned!

Would it not be better for him to die at once, and go to wait for her in the blessed regions of semi- 
barbaric futurity?
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And yet, that awful tiger, those shrieks, that blood!
Her decision had been indicated in an instant, but it had been made after days and nights of anguished 

deliberation. She had known she would be asked, she had decided what she would answer, and, without the 
slightest hesitation, she had moved her hand to the right.

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

Review Questions
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O. Henry was the pen name of American writer 
William Sydney Porter (b. 1862 - d. 1910).  
Quizzically, Porter lived and wrote during the 
same period of the English author H. H. Munro, 
who also used a pen name.  Both men’s stories 
contributed significantly to the development of 
the short story as literary entertainment, and 
many similarities may be noticed in their styles.  
Porter’s life may be considered even more 
interesting than his tales.  At different times, he 
worked as a pharmacist, a bank teller, a 
professional musician, a draftsman, a land 
surveyor, and a cartographer.  He famously fled 
the country after being indicted for 
embezzlement from his former employer.  He 
returned to the U.S. to visit his dying wife and 
was captured and imprisoned.  His work is 
noted for its use of irony and surprise endings.

“THE GIFT OF THE MAGI”
BY O. HENRY
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“THE GIFT OF THE MAGI”

by O. Henry

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

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl. So Della did it. 
Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles 
predominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first stage to the second, take a look at 
the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that 
word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and an electric button from 
which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name "Mr. 
James Dillingham Young."

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

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

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen a pierglass in an $8 
flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal 
strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. Della, being slender, had mastered the art.

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

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

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

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

Where she stopped the sign read: "Mne. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds." One flight up Della ran, 
and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the "Sofronie."

"Will you buy my hair?" asked Della.
"I buy hair," said Madame. "Take yer hat off and let's have a sight at the looks of it."
Down rippled the brown cascade.
"Twenty dollars," said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand.
"Give it to me quick," said Della.
Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was ransacking 

the stores for Jim's present.
She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no other like it in any 

of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in 
design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation--as all 
good things should do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be 
Jim's. It was like him. Quietness and value--the description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took 
from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be 
properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the 
sly on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a chain.

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

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

"If Jim doesn't kill me," she said to herself, "before he takes a second look at me, he'll say I look like a 
Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do--oh! what could I do with a dollar and eighty- seven cents?"

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

Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table near the 
door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she 
turned white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying little silent prayer about the simplest everyday 
things, and now she whispered: "Please God, make him think I am still pretty."
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The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he 
was only twenty-two--and to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without 
gloves.

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

Della wriggled off the table and went for him.
"Jim, darling," she cried, "don't look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold because I couldn't 

have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It'll grow out again--you won't mind, will you? I 
just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say `Merry Christmas!' Jim, and let's be happy. You don't know 
what a nice-- what a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you."

"You've cut off your hair?" asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent fact yet even 
after the hardest mental labor.

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

Jim looked about the room curiously.
"You say your hair is gone?" he said, with an air almost of idiocy.
"You needn't look for it," said Della. "It's sold, I tell you--sold and gone, too. It's Christmas Eve, boy. 

Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered," she went on with sudden 
serious sweetness, "but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?"

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us regard 
with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a million 
a year--what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi 
brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.
"Don't make any mistake, Dell," he said, "about me. I don't think there's anything in the way of a 

haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But if you'll unwrap that package 
you may see why you had me going a while at first."

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, 
alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all 
the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.

For there lay The Combs--the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped long in a 
Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jewelled rims--just the shade to wear in the 
beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and 
yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that 
should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile 
and say: "My hair grows so fast, Jim!"
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And them Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, "Oh, oh!"
Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull 

precious metal seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.
"Isn't it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You'll have to look at the time a hundred times a 

day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it."
Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and 

smiled.
"Dell," said he, "let's put our Christmas presents away and keep 'em a while. They're too nice to use 

just at present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops 
on."

The magi, as you know, were wise men--wonderfully wise men--who brought gifts to the Babe in the 
manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise 
ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here I have lamely related to 
you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other 
the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all 
who give gifts these two were the wisest. O all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. 
Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.

Review Questions
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“The ode lives upon the ideal, the epic upon the 
grandiose, the drama upon the real.”

-- Victor Hugo

2

READING DRAMA



Drama may be defined as a mode of storytelling enacted by live 
performers before an audience.  The Greek root of the word drama 
literally means "action happening before the eyes."  In this sense, the 
drama differs from fiction in that the plot, characters, and setting 
must all be conveyed to the audience with the limitations of space 
and time inherent in this form.  While a novel may stretch its plot 
across a nearly infinite length of time or pages and fill its story with 
as many characters as necessary, a play must simplify its structure to 
be enjoyed and understood within an audience's practical attention 
span and within the limited resources of a particular physical space.  
Because of these constraints placed upon the playwright, drama was 
prized as one of the highest forms of art by the Ancient Greeks.

From this classical heritage, drama has been an important form of 
popular entertainment, religious ritual, social commentary, and 
creative expression down to the present day.  Even in our modern 
age, with the proliferation of technology and amusement, 
contemporary audiences still respond to the immediacy and intimacy 
of live performers engaged in action unfolding in front of them.  
While its form has changed over time, the basic elements of the 
drama have remained since the Greeks.

THE ELEMENTS 
OF DRAMA
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Structural Elements

The Ancient Greeks used the word agon to mean a variety of things, but its principal meaning was a contest 
or conflict.  From this term, drama names its two most important characters, the protagonist and the 
antagonist.  The protagonist is the main character of the drama with whom the audience identifies and 
usually sympathizes.  This person’s enemy is the antagonist, the character diametrically opposed to the 
protagonist.

It should be noted, of course, that reading a play’s script is a poor substitute for viewing its live 
performance.  When tackling the text of a play, certain conventions must be understood.  Most of a play 
consists of its dialogue, the words spoken by actors portraying characters in the drama.  Certain elements 
of stage craft, movement, and set decoration are described in the stage direction.  Often at the opening 
of a play, the playwright will list all the characters with brief descriptions.  This is called the dramatis 
personae.

Certain dramatic conventions are used in a certain period or style of play, but many transcend time and are 
used as frequently today as they were in the time of the Ancient Greeks or the Elizabethan stage of 
Shakespeare.  At certain points in a story, the playwright might “break the fourth wall” and communicate 
directly to the audience, acknowledging its presence.  This may be done by a storytelling character such as 
the chorus or narrator, but it may also be done during a character’s monologue.  Here, we must note some 
differences in types of monologues in drama.  While the term monologue may govern any speech by one 
character, a soliloquy is a particular type of monologue delivered by a character to himself or herself.  A 
soliloquy may be thought of as a character thinking aloud for the benefit of the audience’s understanding.  
This differs from an aside, which is a comment made by a character that the audience hears and 
understands but of which the other characters in the drama are unaware.

Types of Drama

In his Poetics, Aristotle outlined two terms for drama that are still in use today (though their definitions 
were slightly different in his day and age).

Tragedy was considered by Aristotle to be the superior form of drama.  According to his conventions, 
tragedy featured characters of noble virtues who were plagued by a crucial flaw and made to suffer.  
Aristotle called the protagonist of a tragedy the tragic hero.  Tragedies inevitably had sad endings, often 
involving death.  To Aristotle, this sadness produced a catharsis, or a spontaneous release of emotional 
energy from the audience.

The lesser form of drama was comedy.  Aristotle believed that comedy portrayed characters of lesser 
qualities and virtues.  Our idea of comedy invoking laughter comes from an audience’s pleasure at the 
mistakes, pitfalls, and misfortunes of these comedic characters.  As comedy evolved, it usually called for a 
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happier ending.  By the time of Shakespeare, comedy traditionally ended in a wedding or some other great 
unifying event that would neatly tie up the main threads of the plot.

Literary Term Review
The dramas that follow span a great period of time, but each contains the elements described above.  
Though you will be reading these works on a screen, realize that they have delighted millions of audience 
members through the intimacy of live performance.
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The works of only three Ancient Greek 
tragedians have survived to our modern era.  
Chronologically, the first of these great writers 
was Aeschylus, called the father of tragedy.  The 
third, Euripides, was the most prolific, with more 
of his work surviving than any other writer of the 
period.  It was the middle of this trio, however, 
that Aristotle hailed as the greatest writer of his 
culture.  That playwright, Sophocles (b. 496 B.C. 
- d. 405 B.C.), competed against every other 
writer of his day in Athenian dramatic 
competitions and won more awards than any 
other.  He was an innovator in form, adding a 
third actor to his productions (most earlier writers 
had only two actors perform a variety of roles 
throughout the production).  This change 
reduced the role of the chorus in drama and 
created more dynamic, active performances.  
Though seven of his plays survive, he is best 
known for his three Theban Plays, one of which is 
Antigone.

ANTIGONE
BY SOPHOCLES
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ANTIGONE
by Sophocles

Dramatis Personae
Antigone, daughter of Oedipus 
Ismene, daughter of Oedipus  
Eurydice, wife of Creon  
Creon, King of Thebes  
Haimon, son of Creon  
Teiresias, A blind seer  
Sentry 
Messenger  
Priest 
Chorus 

Scene: Before the palace of Creon, King of Thebes. A central double door, and two lateral doors. A platform 
extends the length of the façade, and from this platform three steps lead down into the orchestra, or 
dancing place. Or, simply, in front of the palace at Thebes. 

Time: Dawn of the day after the repulse of the Argive army from the assault on Thebes, and the brothers 
Eteocles and Polyneices have killed each other. 

Prologue 

(Antigone and Ismene enter.) 

ANTIGONE 
You would think that we had already suffered enough for the curse on our father, Oedipus. I cannot 
imagine any grief that you and I have not gone through. And now--have they told you of the new decree of 
our uncle, King Creon?
 
ISMENE 
I have heard nothing. I know that two sisters lost two brothers, a double death in a single hour; and I know 
that the Argive army fled in the night; but beyond this, nothing. 

ANTIGONE 
I thought so. And that is why I wanted you to come out here with me. This is something we must do. 
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ISMENE 
Why do you speak so strangely? 

ANTIGONE 
Listen, Ismene: Creon buried our brother, Eteocles, with military honors, gave him a soldier's funeral, and 
it was right that he should--but Polyneices, who fought as bravely and died as miserably--they say that 
Creon has sworn no one shall bury him, no one mourn for him, but his body must lie in the fields, a sweet 
treasure for carrion birds to find as they search for food. That is what they say, and our good Creon is 
coming here to announce it publicly; and the penalty--stoning to death in the public square! There it is, and 
now you can prove what you are: a true sister, or a traitor to your family. 

ISMENE 
Antigone, you are mad! What could I possibly do? 

ANTIGONE 
You must decide whether you will help me or not. 

ISMENE 
I do not understand you. Help you in what? 

ANTIGONE 
Ismene, I am going to bury him. 

ISMENE 
Bury him! You have just said the new law forbids it. 

ANTIGONE 
He is my brother. And he is your brother, too. 

ISMENE 
But think of the danger! Think what Creon will do! 

ANTIGONE 
Creon is not strong enough to stand in my way. 

ISMENE 
Ah sister! Oedipus died, everyone hating him for what his own search brought to light, his eyes ripped out 
by his own hand, and Jocasta died, his mother and wife at once, our mother: she twisted the cords that 
strangled her life; and our two brothers died, each killed by the other's sword. And we are left. But, oh, 
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Antigone, think how much more terrible than this our own death would be if we should go against Creon 
and do what he has forbidden! We are only women. We cannot fight with men, Antigone! The law is strong, 
we must give in to the law in this thing. I beg the Dead to forgive me, but I am helpless: I must yield to 
those in authority, and I think it is dangerous business to be always meddling. 

ANTIGONE 
If that is what you think, then I should not want you, even if you asked to come. You have made your 
choice; you can be what you want to be. But I will bury him, and if I must die, I say that this crime is holy. 
I shall lie down with him in death, and I shall be as dear to him as he to me. It is the dead, not the living, 
who make the greatest demands: we die forever. . . 

ISMENE 
I have no strength to break laws that were made for the public good. 

ANTIGONE 
That must be your excuse, I suppose. But as for me, I will bury the brother I love. 

ISMENE 
Antigone, I am so afraid for you! 

ANTIGONE 
You need not be: you have yourself to consider, after all. 

ISMENE 
But no one must hear of this, you must tell no one! I will keep it a secret, I promise! 

ANTIGONE 
O tell it! Tell everyone! 

ISMENE 
So fiery! You should be cold with fear. 

ANTIGONE 
Perhaps. But I am doing only what I must. 

ISMENE 
But can you do it? I say that you cannot. 
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ANTIGONE 
When my strength gives out, I shall do no more. 

ISMENE 
Impossible things should not be tried at all. 

ANTIGONE 
Go away, Ismene: I shall be hating you soon, and the dead will, too. For your words are hateful. Leave me 
my foolish plan: I am not afraid of the danger; if it means death, it will not be the worst of deaths--death 
without honor. 

ISMENE 
Go then, if you feel that you must. You are unwise, but a loyal friend indeed to those who love you. 
(Exit) 

Parodos 
Strophe 1 

CHORUS 
Now the long blade of the sun, lying 
Level east to west, touches with glory 
Thebes of the Seven Gates. Open, unlidded 
Eye of golden day! O marching light 
Across the eddy and rush of Dirce's stream, 
Striking the white shields of the enemy 
thrown headlong backward from the blaze of morning! 

PRIEST 
Polyneices their commander 
Roused them with windy phrases 
He the wild eagle screaming 
Insults above our land, 
His wings their shields of snow, 
His crest their marshalled helms. 

Antistrophe 1 

CHORUS 
Against our seven gates in a yawning ring 
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The famished spears came onward in the night;' 
But before his jaws were sated with our blood, 
Or pine fire took the garland of our towers, 
He was thrown back, and as he turned, great Thebes-- 
No tender victim for his noisy power-- 
Rose like a dragon behind him, shouting war. 

PRIEST 
For God hates utterly 
The bray of bragging tongues; 
And when he beheld their smiling, 
Their swagger of golden helms, 
The frown of his thunder blasted 
Their first man from our walls. 

Strophe 2 

CHORUS 
We heard his shout of triumph high in the air 
Turn to a scream; far out in a flaming arc 
He fell with his windy torch, and the earth struck him. 
And others storming in fury no less than his 
Found shock of death in the dusty joy of battle.   

PRIEST 
Seven captains at seven gates 
Yielded their clanging arms to the god 
That bends the battle-line and breaks it. 
These two only, brothers in blood, 
Face to face in matchless rage, 
Mirroring each other's death 
Clashed in long combat. 

Antistrophe 2 

CHORUS 
But now in the beautiful morning of victory 
Let Thebes of the many chariots sing for joy! 
With hearts for dancing we'll take leave of war: 
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Our temples shall be sweet with hymns of praise, 
And the long nights shall echo with our chorus. 

SCENE 1 

PRIEST 
But now at least our new King is coming. Creon of Thebes, Menoeceus's son. In this auspicious dawn of his 
reign, what are the new complexities that shifting Fate has woven for him? What is his counsel? Why has 
he summoned us to hear him? 

(Enter Creon from the palace, center. He addresses the Chorus from the top step.) 

CREON 
Gentlemen: I have the honor to inform you that our Ship of State, which recent storms have threatened to 
destroy, has come safely to harbor at last, guided by the merciful wisdom of Heaven. 
(Cheers from the crowd.) 
I have summoned you here this morning because I know that I can depend upon you: your devotion to 
King Laios was absolute; you never hesitated in your duty to our late ruler Oedipus, and when Oedipus 
died, your loyalty was transferred to his children. Unfortunately, as you know, his two sons, the princes 
Eteocles and Polyneices, have killed each other in battle: and I, as the next in line, have succeeded to the 
full power of the throne. 
I am aware, of course, that no Ruler can expect complete loyalty from his subjects until he has been tested 
in office. Nevertheless, I say to you at the very outset that I have nothing but contempt for the kind of 
Governor who is afraid, for whatever reason, to follow the course that he knows is best for the State: and as 
for the man who sets private friendship above the public welfare, --I have no use for him, either. I call God 
to witness that if I saw my country headed for ruin, I should not be afraid to speak out plainly; and indeed 
hardly remind you that I would never have any dealings with an enemy of the people. No one values 
friendship more highly than I; but we must remember that friends made at the risk of destroying the State 
are not real friends at all. 
These are my principles, at any rate, and that is why I have made the following decision concerning the 
sons of Oedipus. Eteocles, who died as a man should die, fighting for his country, is to be buried with full 
military honors, with all the ceremony that is usual when the greatest heroes die, 
(Positive reaction from crowd.) 
but his brother Polyneices, who broke his exile to come back with fire and sword against his native city and 
the shrines of his fathers' gods, 
(Boos from crowd.) 
whose one idea was to spill the blood of his blood and sell his own people into slavery-- 
(More boos.) 
Polyneices, I say, is to have no burial, no man is to touch him or say the least prayer for him. 

160



(This is a surprise for the crowd, and they are shocked at the severity of the decree.) 
He shall lie on this plain, unburied, and the birds and the scavenging dogs can do with him whatever they 
like. 
(Utter silence from the crowd.) 
This is my command, and you can see the wisdom behind it. As long as I am King, no traitor is going to be 
honored. 

PRIEST 
If this is your will, Creon, son of Menoeceus, 
You have the right to enforce it. We are yours. 

(Chants of "WE ARE YOURS!" The crowd is back with him, maybe because of fear.) 

CREON 
That is my will. Take care that you do your part. 

PRIEST 
What is it that you would have us do? 

CREON 
You will give no support to whoever breaks this law. 

PRIEST 
Only a crazy man is in love with death! 

CREON 
And death it is; yet money talks, and the wisest have sometimes been known to count a few coins too many. 

(Entry Sentry from left.) 

SENTRY 
I'll not say that I'm out of breath from running, King, because every time I stopped to think about what I 
have to tell you, I felt like going back. And all the time a voice kept saying, "You fool, don't you know 
you're walking straight into trouble?"; and then another voice, "Yes, but if you let somebody else get the 
news to Creon first, it will be even worse than that for you!" But good sense won out, at least I hope it was 
good sense, and here I am with a story that makes no sense at all; but I'll tell it anyhow, because, as they say, 
what's going to happen is going to happen and-- 
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CREON 
Come to the point. What have you to say? 

SENTRY 
I did not do it. I did not see who did it. 
You must not punish me for what someone else has done. 

CREON 
A comprehensive defense! More effective, perhaps, 
If I knew its purpose. Come, what is it? 

SENTRY 
A dreadful thing...I don't know how to put it-- 

CREON 
Out with it! 

SENTRY 
Well, the-- the dead man--Polyneices-- 
(Pause. The Sentry is overcome, fumbles for words; Creon waits impassively.) 
--out there--someone,--New dust on the slimy flesh! Someone has given it burial that way, and gone... 
(Long pause. Creon finally speaks with deadly control.) 

CREON 
And the man who dared do this? 

SENTRY 
I swear I do not know! You must believe me! The ground was dry, not a sign of digging, no, not a 
wheeltrack in the dust, no trace of anyone. It was when they relieved us this morning, and one of them, the 
corporal, pointed to it. There it was, the strangest--Look: The body, just mounded over with light dust, you 
see? Not buried really, but as if they'd covered it Just enough for the ghost's peace. And no sign of dogs or 
any wild animal that had been there. 
And then what a scene there was! Every man of us accusing the other. We all proved the other man did it. 
We all had proof that we could not have done it. We were ready to take hot iron in our hands, Walk 
through fire, swear by all the gods "It was not I! I do not know who it was but it was not I!" 
(Creon's rage has been mounting steadily, but the Sentry is too intent upon his story to notice it.) 
And then, when this came to nothing, someone said A thing that silenced us and made us stare down at the 
ground, you had to be told the news, And one of us had to do it! We threw the dice, and the bad luck fell to 
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me. So here I am, no happier to be here than you are to have me. Nobody likes the messenger who brings 
bad news. 

PRIEST 
I have been wondering, King. Can it be that the gods have done this? 

CREON 
(Furiously.) 
Stop! The gods"! Intolerable! The gods favor this corpse? Why? How had he served them? Tried to loot 
their temples, burn their images, Yes, and the whole State, and its laws with it! Is it your senile opinion that 
the gods love to honor bad men? A pious thought--No, from the very beginning There have been those who 
have whispered together, Stiff-necked anarchists, putting their heads together, Scheming against me in 
alleys. These are the men, And they have bribed my own guard to do this thing. 
(He has figured it out, he thinks.) 
Money! There's nothing in the world so demoralizing as money. Down go your cities, Homes gone, men 
gone, honest hearts corrupted, Crookedness of all kinds, and all for money! 
(To Sentry) 
But you--I swear by God and the throne of God. The man who has done this thing shall pay for it! Find 
that man, bring him here to me, or your death will be the least of your problems: I'll string you up alive! 
And the process may teach you a lesson you seem to have missed: a fortune won is often misfortune. 

SENTRY 
King, may I speak? 

CREON 
Your very voice distresses me. 

SENTRY 
Are you sure; that is my voice, and not your conscience? 

CREON 
By God, he wants to analyze me now! 

SENTRY 
It is not what I say, but what has been done, that hurts you. 

CREON 
You talk too much. 
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SENTRY 
Maybe, but I've done nothing. 

CREON 
Sold your soul for some silver; that's all you've done. 

SENTRY 
How dreadful it is when the right judge judges wrong! 

CREON 
Your figures of speech may entertain you now. Bring me the man. 

(Exit Creon into the palace.) 

SENTRY 
"Bring me the man!" I'd like nothing better than bringing him the man! But bring him or not, you have seen 
the last of me here. At any rate, I am safe! 

(Exit Sentry.) 

Ode 1 

Strophe 1 

CHORUS 
Numberless are the world's wonders, but none 
More wonderful than man; the storm gray sea 
Yields to his prows, the huge crests bear him high; 
Earth, holy and inexhaustible, is graven 
With shining furrows where his plows have gone 
Year after year, the timeless labor of stallions. 

Antistrophe 1 

The light-boned birds and beasts that cling to cover, 
The lithe fish lighting their reaches of dim water, 
All are taken, tamed in the net of his mind; 
The lion on the hill, the wild horse windy-maned, 
Resign to him; and his blunt yoke has broken 
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The sultry shoulders of the mountain bull. 

Strophe 2 

Words also, and thought as rapid as air, 
He fashions to his good use; statecraft is his 
And his the skill that deflects the arrows of snow, 
The spears of winter rain: from every wind 
He has made himself secure--from all but one: 
In the late wind of death he cannot stand. 

Antistrophe 2 

O clear intelligence, force beyond all measure! 
O fate of man, working both good and evil! 
When the laws are kept, how proudly his city stands! 
When the laws are broken, what of his city then? 
Never may the anarchic man find rest at my hearth, 
Never be it said that my thoughts are his thoughts. 

Scene 2 

(Re-enter Sentry leading Antigone.) 

PRIEST 
What does this mean? Surely this captive woman Is the Princess, Antigone? Why should she be taken? 

SENTRY 
Here is the one who did it! We caught her In the very act of burying him. Where is Creon? 

PRIEST 
Just coming from the house. 

(Enter Creon, center.) 

CREON 
What has happened? Why have you come back so soon? 
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SENTRY 
(Expansively.) 
O King, A man should never be too sure of anything: I would have sworn That you'd not see me here again: 
your anger Frightened me so, and the things you threatened me with, But how could I tell then That I'd be 
able to solve the case so soon? No dice-throwing this time: I was only too glad to come! Here is this 
woman. She is the guilty one: We found her trying to bury him. Take her, then; question her; judge her as 
you will. I am through with the whole thing now, and glad of it. 

CREON 
But this is Antigone! Why have you brought her here? 

SENTRY 
She was burying him, I tell you! 

CREON (severely) 
Is this the truth? 

SENTRY 
I saw her with my own eyes. Can I say more? 

CREON 
Tell me quickly! 

SENTRY 
It was like this: After those terrible threats of yours, King, we went back and brushed the dust away from 
the body. The flesh was soft by now, and stinking, so we sat on a hill upwind and kept guard. No napping 
this time! We kept each other awake. And then we looked, and there was Antigone! I have seen a mother 
bird come back to a stripped nest, heard her crying bitterly a broken note or two for the young ones stolen, 
just so, when this girl found the bare corpse, and all her love's work wasted, she wept, and cried on heaven 
to damn the hands that had done this thing. And then she brought more dust and sprinkled wine three 
times for her brother's ghost. We ran and took her at once. She was not afraid, not even when we charged 
her with what she had done. She denied nothing. 

CREON 
(slowly, dangerously) 
And you, Antigone, you with your head hanging, do you confess this thing? 

ANTIGONE 
I do. I deny nothing. 
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CREON 
You may go. 

(Exit Sentry.) 

(To Antigone.) 
Tell me, tell me briefly: had you heard my proclamation touching this matter? 

ANTIGONE 
It was public. Could I help hearing it? 

CREON 
And yet you dared defy the law. 

ANTIGONE 
I dared. It was not God's proclamation. That final Justice that rules the world makes no such laws. Your 
edict, King, was strong, but all your strength is weakness itself against the immortal laws of God. They are 
not merely now: they were, and shall be, operative forever, beyond man utterly. 
I knew I must die, even without your decree: I am only mortal. Can anyone living, as I live, with evil all 
about me, think Death less than a friend? This death of mine 
is of no importance; but if I had left my brother lying in death unburied, I should have suffered. Now I do 
not. You smile at me. Ah, Creon, think me a fool, if you like, but it may well be that a fool convicts me of 
folly. 

PRIEST 
Like her father, Oedipus, both head strong and deaf to reason! She has never learned to yield. 

CREON 
She has much to learn. The inflexible heart breaks first, the toughest iron cracks first, and the wildest 
horses break their necks at the pull of the smallest cart. Pride? In a slave? This girl is guilty of a double 
insolence, breaking the given laws and boasting of it. Who is the man here, she or I, if this crime goes 
unpunished? She and her sister win bitter death for this! 
(To Servants) 
Go, some of you, arrest Ismene. I accuse her equally. Bring her: you will find her sniffling in the house 
there. Her mind's a traitor: crimes kept in the dark cry for light, but how much worse than this is brazen 
boasting of barefaced anarchy! 

ANTIGONE 
Creon, what more do you want than my death? 
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CREON 
Nothing. That gives me everything. 

ANTIGONE 
Then I beg you: kill me. This talking is a great weariness; your words are distasteful to me, and I am sure 
that mine seem so to you. And yet they should not seem so: I should have praise and honor for what I have 
done. All these men here would praise me were their lips not frozen shut with fear of you. (Bitterly) Ah the 
good fortune of kings, licensed to say and do whatever they please! 

CREON 
You are alone here in that opinion. 

ANTIGONE 
No, they are with me. But they keep their tongues in leash. 

CREON 
Maybe, but you are guilty, and they are not. 

ANTIGONE 
There is no guilt in reverence for the dead.  
    
CREON 
But Eteocles--was he not your brother, too? 

ANTIGONE 
My brother, too. 

CREON 
And you insult his memory? 

ANTIGONE 
(softly) The dead man would not say that I insult it. 

CREON 
He would: for you honor a traitor as much as him. 

ANTIGONE 
His own brother, traitor or not, and equal in blood. 
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CREON 
He made war on his country. Eteocles defended it. 

ANTIGONE 
Nevertheless, there are honors due all the dead. 

CREON 
But not the same for the wicked as for the just. 

ANTIGONE 
Ah, Creon, Creon. Which of us can say what the gods hold wicked? 

CREON 
An enemy is an enemy, even dead. 

ANTIGONE 
It is my nature to join in love, not hate. 

CREON 
(finally losing patience) Go join them then; if you must have your love. Find it in hell! 

PRIEST 
But see, Ismene comes: 
(Enter Ismene, guarded) 
Those tears are sisterly, the cloud that shadows her eyes rain down gentle sorrow. 

CREON 
You too, Ismene, snake in my ordered house, sucking my blood stealthily--and all the time I never knew 
that these two sisters were aiming at my throne! Ismene, do you confess your share in this crime, or deny 
it? Answer me. 

ISMENE 
Yes, if she will let me say so. I am guilty. 

ANTIGONE 
(coldly) No, Ismene. You have no right to say so. You would not help me, and I will not have you help me. 

ISMENE 
But now I know what you meant; and I am here to join you, to take my share of punishment. 
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ANTIGONE 
The dead man and the gods who rule the dead know whose act this was. Words are not friends. 

ISMENE 
Do you refuse me, Antigone? I want to die with you: I too have a duty that I must discharge to the dead. 

ANTIGONE 
You shall not lessen my death by sharing it. 

ISMENE 
What do I care for life when you are dead? 

ANTIGONE 
Ask Creon. You're always hanging on his opinions. 

ISMENE 
You are laughing at me. Why, Antigone? 

ANTIGONE 
It's a joyless laughter, Ismene. 

ISMENE 
But can I do nothing? 

ANTIGONE 
Yes. Save yourself. I shall not envy you. There are those who will praise you; I shall have honor, too. 

ISMENE 
But we are equally guilty! 

ANTIGONE 
No more, Ismene. You are alive, but I belong to Death. 

CREON (to the Chorus) 
Gentlemen I beg you to observe these girls: one has just now lost her mind; the other, it seems, has never 
had a mind at all.  
  
ISMENE 
Grief teaches the steadiest minds to waver, King. 
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CREON 
Yours certainly did, when you assumed guilt with the guilty! 

ISMENE 
But how could I go on living without her? 

CREON 
You are. She is already dead. 

ISMENE 
But your own son's bride! 

CREON 
There are places enough for him to push his plow. I want no wicked women for my sons! 

ISMENE 
O dearest Haimon, how your father wrongs you! 

CREON 
I've had enough of your childish talk of marriage! 

PRIEST 
Do you really intend to steal this girl from your son? 

CREON 
No; Death will do that for me. 

PRIEST 
The she must die? 

CREON 
(ironically) You dazzle me. --But enough of this talk! 
(To Guards) You, there, take them away and guard them well: for they are but women, and even brave men 
run when they see Death coming. 
(Exeunt Ismene, Antigone, and Guards)  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Ode 2 
Strophe 1 

CHORUS 
Fortunate is the man who has never tasted God's vengeance! 
Where once the anger of heaven has struck, that house is shaken 
Forever: damnation rises behind each child 
Like a wave cresting out of the black northeast, 
When the long darkness under sea roars up 
And bursts drumming death upon the wind-whipped sand. 
Antistrophe 1 
I have seen this gathering sorrow from time long past 
Loom upon Oedipus's children: generation from generation 
Takes the compulsive rage of the enemy god. 
So lately this last flower of Oedipus's line 
Drank the sunlight! But now a passionate word 
And a handful of dust have closed up all its beauty. 

Strophe 2 

What mortal arrogance 
Transcends the wrath of Zeus? 
Sleep cannot lull him nor the effortless long months 
Of the timeless gods: but he is young for ever, 
And his house is the shining day of high Olympus. 
And that is and shall be, 
And all the past, is his. 
No pride on earth is free of the curse of heaven. 
Antistrophe 2 
The straying dreams of men 
May bring them ghosts of joy: 
But as they drowse, the waking embers burn them; 
Or they walk with fixed eyes, as blind men walk. 
But the ancient wisdom speaks for our own time: 
Fate works most for woe 
With Folly's fairest show. 
Man's little pleasure is the spring of sorrow. 

Review Questions
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Scene 3 

PRIEST 
But here is Haimon, King, the last of all your sons. Is it grief for Antigone that brings him here, and 
bitterness at being robbed of his bride? 
(Enter Haimon.) 

CREON 
We shall soon see, and no need of diviners. Son, you have heard my final judgment on that girl: have you 
come here hating me, or have you come with deference and with love, whatever I do?  
   
HAIMON 
I am your son, father. You are my guide. You make things clear for me, and I obey you. No marriage means 
more to me than your continuing wisdom. 

CREON 
Good. That is the way to behave; subordinate everything else, my son, to your father's will. So you are right 
not to lose your head over this woman. Your pleasure with her would soon grow cold, Haimon, And then 
you'd have a hellcat in bed and elsewhere. Let her find her husband in hell! Of all the people in this city, 
only she has had contempt for my law. 
The woman dies. I suppose she'll plead "family ties." Well, let her. If I permit my own family to rebel, how 
shall I earn the world's obedience? Show me the man who keeps his house in hand, he's fit for public 
authority. I'll have no dealings with lawbreakers, critics of the government: Whoever is chosen to govern 
should be obeyed--Must be obeyed, in all things, great and small, Just and unjust! O Haimon, the man who 
knows how to obey, and that man only, knows how to give commands when the time comes. You can 
depend on him, no matter how fast the spears come: he's a good soldier, he'll stick it out. Anarchy, anarchy! 
Show me a greater evil! This is why cities tumble and the great houses fall, this is what scatters armies! No, 
no: good lives are made good by discipline. We keep the laws then, and the lawmakers, and no woman shall 
seduce us. If we must lose, let's lose to a man, at least! Is a woman stronger than we? 

PRIEST 
Unless time has rusted my wits, what you say, King, is said with point and dignity. 

HAIMON 
(boyishly earnest) Father: reason is God's crowning gift to man, and you are right to warn me against losing 
mine. I cannot say--I hope that I shall never want to say!--that you have reasoned badly. Yet there are other 
men who can reason, too; and their opinions might be helpful. You are not in a position to know everything 
that people say or do, or what they feel: your temper terrifies--everyone will tell you only what you like to 
hear. But I, at any rate, can listen; and I have heard them muttering and whispering in the dark about this 
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girl. They say no woman has ever, so unreasonably, died so shameful a death for a generous act: "She 
covered her brother's body. Is this indecent? She kept him from dogs and vultures. Is this a crime? Death?--
She should have all the honor that we can give her!" This is the way they talk out there in the city. You must 
believe me: nothing is closer to me than your happiness. I beg you, do not be unchangeable: do not believe 
that you alone ! can be right. It is not reasonable never to yield to reason! 
In flood time you can see how some trees bend, and because they bend, even their twigs are safe, while 
stubborn trees are torn up, roots and all. Forget you are angry! Let yourself be moved! I know I am young; 
but please let me say this: the ideal condition would be, I admit, that men should be right by instinct; but 
since we are all too likely to go astray, the reasonable thing is to learn from those who can teach. 

PRIEST 
You will do well to listen to him, King, If what he says is sensible. And you, Haimon, must listen to your 
father. --Both speak well. 

CREON 
You consider it right for a man of my years and experience to be schooled by a boy? 

HAIMON 
It is not right If I am wrong. But if I am young, and right, what does my age matter? 

CREON 
You think it right to stand up for an anarchist? 

HAIMON 
Not at all. I pay no respect to criminals. 

CREON 
Then she is not a criminal? 

HAIMON 
The City would deny it, to a man. 

CREON 
And the City proposes to teach me how to rule? 

HAIMON 
Ah. Who is it that's talking like a boy now? 
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CREON 
My voice is the one voice giving orders in this City! 

HAIMON 
It is not a City if it takes order from one voice. 

CREON 
The State is the King! 

HAIMON 
Yes, if the State is a desert. 
(Pause) 

CREON 
This boy, it seems, has sold out to a woman. 

HAIMON 
My concern is only for you. 

CREON 
So? Your "concern"! In a public brawl with your father! 

HAIMON 
How about you, in a public brawl with justice. 

CREON 
With justice, when all that I do is within my rights? 

HAIMON 
You have no right to trample on God's right. 

CREON 
(completely out of control) Fool, adolescent fool! Taken in by a woman! 

HAIMON 
You'll never see me taken in by anything vile. 

CREON 
Every word you say is for her! 
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HAIMON 
(quietly, darkly) And for you. And for me. And for the gods. 

CREON 
You'll never marry her while she lives. 

HAIMON 
Then she must die.--But her death will cause another. 

CREON 
Another? Have you lost your senses? Is this an open threat? 

HAIMON 
There is no threat in speaking to emptiness. 

CREON 
I swear you'll regret this superior tone of yours! You are the empty one! 

HAIMON 
If you were not my father, I'd say you were perverse. 

CREON 
You girl-struck fool, don't play at words with me! 

HAIMON 
I am sorry. You prefer silence. 

CREON 
Now, by God--I swear, by all the gods in heaven above us, You'll watch it, I swear you shall! 
(To the servants.) 
Bring her out! Bring the woman out! Let her die before his eyes! Here, this instant, with her bridegroom 
beside her! 

HAIMON 
Not here, no; she will not die here, King. And you will never see my face again. Go on raving as long as 
you've a friend to endure you. 
(Exit Haimon.) 
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PRIEST 
Gone, gone. Creon, a young man in a rage is dangerous! 

CREON 
Let him do, or dream to do, more than a man can. He shall not save these girls from death. 

PRIEST 
These girls? You have sentenced them both? 

CREON 
No, you are right. I will not kill the one whose hands are clean. 

PRIEST 
But Antigone? 

CREON 
(somberly) I will carry her far away out there in the wilderness, and lock her living in a vault of stone. She 
shall have food, as the custom is, to absolve the State of her death and to escape pollution. And there let 
her pray to the gods of hell: They are her only gods: perhaps they will show her an escape from death, or 
she may learn, though late, that piety [pity] shown the dead is piety [pity] in vain. 
(Exit Creon.) 

Ode 3 

Strophe 

CHORUS 
Love, unconquerable 
Waster of rich men, keeper 
Of warm lights and all-night vigil 
In the soft face of a girl: 
Sea-wanderers, forest-visitor! 
Even the pure Immortals cannot escape you, 
And mortal man, in his one day's dusk, 
Trembles before your glory. 

Antistrophe 

Surely you swerve upon ruin 
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The just man's consenting heart, 
As here you have made bright anger 
Strike between father and son-- 
And none has conquered but Love! 
A girl's glance working the will of heaven: 
Pleasure to her alone who mocks us, 
Merciless Aphrodite. 

Scene 4 

PRIEST 
(As Antigone enters guarded.) 
But I can no longer stand in awe of this, 
Nor, seeing what I see, keep back my tears. 
Here is Antigone, passing to that chamber 
Where all find sleep at last. 

Strophe 1 

ANTIGONE 
Look upon me, friends, and pity me 
Turning back at the night's edge to say 
Good-by to the sun that shines for me no longer; 
Now sleepy Death 
Summons me down to Acheron, that cold shore: 
There is no bridesong there, nor any music. 

CHORUS 
Yet not unpraised, not without a kind of honor, 
You walk at last into the underworld 
Untouched by sickness, broken by no sword. 
What woman has ever found your way to death?  
   
  
Antistrophe 1 
ANTIGONE 
How often have I heard the story of Niobe, 
Tantalus's wretched daughter, 
they say 
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The rain falls endlessly 
And sifting soft snow; her tears are never done. 
I feel the loneliness of her death in mine. 

CHORUS 
But she was born of heaven, and you 
Are woman, woman-born. If her death is yours, 
A mortal woman's, is this not for you 
Glory in our world and in the world beyond? 

Strophe 2 

ANTIGONE 
You laugh at me. Ah, friends, friends, 
Can you not wait until I am dead? Oh, Thebes, 
O men many-charioted, in love with Fortune, 
Dear springs of Dirce, sacred Theban grove, 
Be witnesses for me, denied all pity, 
Unjustly judged! and think a word of love 
For her whose path turns 
Under dark earth, where there are no more tears. 

CHORUS 
You have passed beyond human daring and come at last 
Into a place of stone where Justice sits. 
I cannot tell 
What shape of your father's guilt appears in this.  
  
Antistrophe 2 

ANTIGONE 
You have touched it at last: that bridal bed 
Unspeakable, horror of son and mother mingling: 
Their crime, infection of all our family! 
O Oedipus, father and brother! 
Your marriage strikes from the grave to murder mine. 
I have been a stranger here in my own land: 
All my life 
The blasphemy of my birth has followed me. 
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CHORUS 
Reverence is a virtue, but strength 
Lives in established law: that must prevail. 
You have made your choice, 
Your death is the doing of your conscious hand. 

Epode 

ANTIGONE 
Then let me go, since all your words are bitter, and the very light of the sun is cold to me. Lead me to my 
vigil, where I must have neither love nor lamentation; no song, but silence. 
(Creon interrupts impatiently.) 

CREON 
If dirges and planned lamentations could put off death, men would be singing forever. 
(To the Servants.) 
Take her, go! You know your orders: take her to the vault and leave her alone there. And if she lives or dies, 
that's her affair, not ours: our hands are clean. 

ANTIGONE 
O tomb, vaulted bride-bed in eternal rock, soon I shall be with my own again where Persephone welcomes 
the thin ghosts underground: and I shall see my father again, and you, mother, and dearest Polyneices--
dearest indeed to me, since it was my hand that washed him clean and poured the ritual wine: And my 
reward is death before my time! 
And yet, as men's hearts know, I have done no wrong, I have not sinned before God. Or if I have, I shall 
know the truth in death. But if the guilt lies upon Creon who judged me, then, I pray, may his punishment 
equal my own. 

PRIEST 
O passionate heart, unyielding, tormented still by the same winds! 

CREON 
Her guards shall have good cause to regret their delaying. 

ANTIGONE 
Ah! That voice is like the voice of death! 

CREON 
I can give you no reason to think you are mistaken. 
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ANTIGONE 
Thebes, and you my father's gods, And rulers of Thebes, you see me now, the last unhappy daughter of a 
line of kings, your kings, led away to death. You will remember what things I suffer, and at what men's 
hands, because I would not transgress the laws of heaven. 
(To the Guards, simply.) 
Come, let us wait no longer. 
(Exit Antigone, left, guarded.) 

Ode 4 

Strophe 1 

CHORUS 
All Danaë's beauty was locked away 
In a brazen cell where the sunlight could not come: 
A small room still as any grave, enclosed her. 
Yet she was a princess, too, 
And Zeus in a rain of gold poured love upon her. 
O child, child, 
No power in wealth or war 
Or tough sea-blackened ships 
Can prevail against untiring Destiny!  
    
Antistrophe 1 

And Dryas's son also, that furious king, 
Bore the god's prisoning anger for his pride: 
Sealed up by Dionysos in deaf stone, 
His madness died among echoes. 
So at the last he learned what dreadful power 
His tongue had mocked: 
For he had profaned the revels, 
And fired the wrath of the nine 
Implacable Sisters that love the sound of the flute. 

Strophe 2 

And old men tell a half-remembered tale 
Of horror where a dark ledge splits the sea 
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And a double surf beats on the gray shores: 
How a king's new woman, sick 
With hatred for the queen he had imprisoned, 
Ripped out his two sons' eyes with her bloody hands 
While grinning Ares watched the shuttle plunge 
Four times: four blind wounds crying for revenge, 
Antistrophe 2 
Crying, tears and blood mingled.--Piteously born, 
Those sons whose mother was of heavenly birth! 
Her father was the god of the North Wind 
And she was cradled by gales, 
She raced with young colts on the glittering hills 
And walked untrammeled in the open light: 
But in her marriage deathless Fate found means 
To build a tomb like yours for all her joy.  
    
Scene 5 

(Enter blind Teiresias, led by a boy. The opening speeches of Teiresias might be in singsong contrast to the 
realistic lines of Creon, or perhaps there is another way to establish that Teiresias is 'weird.') 

TEIRESIAS 
This is the way the blind man comes, Princes, Princes, Lockstep, two heads lit by the eyes of one. 

CREON 
What new thing have you to tell us, old Teiresias? 

TEIRESIAS 
I have much to tell you: listen to the prophet, Creon. 

CREON 
I am not aware that I have ever failed to listen. 

TEIRESIAS 
Then you have done wisely, King, and ruled well. 

CREON 
I admit my debt to you. But what have you to say? 
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TEIRESIAS 
This, Creon: you stand once more on the edge of fate. 

CREON 
What do you mean? Your words are a kind of dread. 

TEIRESIAS 
Listen, Creon: I was sitting in my chair of augury, at the place where the birds gather about me. They were 
all a-chatter, as is their habit, when suddenly I heard a strange note in their jangling, a scream a whirring 
fury; I knew that they were fighting, tearing each other, dying In a whirlwind of wings clashing. And I was 
afraid. I began the rites of burnt-offering at the altar but Hephaistos failed me: instead of bright flame, 
there was only the sputtering slime of the fat thigh-flesh melting: the entrails dissolved in gray smoke, the 
bare bone burst from the welter. And no blaze! 
This was a sign from heaven. My boy described it, seeing for me as I see for others. I tell you, Creon, you 
yourself have brought this new calamity upon us. Our hearths and altars are stained with the corruption of 
dogs and carrion birds that glut themselves on the corpse of Oedipus's son. The gods are deaf when we pray 
to them, their fire recoils from our offering, their birds of omen have no cry of comfort, for they are gorged 
with the thick blood of the dead. O my son, these are no trifles! Think: all men make mistakes, but a good 
man yields when he knows his course is wrong and repairs the evil. The only crime is pride. 
Give in to the dead man, then: do not fight with a corpse--What glory is it to kill a man who is dead? 
Think, I beg you: it is for our own good that I speak as I do. You should be able to yield for your own good. 

CREON 
It seems that prophets have made me their especial province. All my life long I have been a kind of butt for 
the dull arrows of doddering fortune-tellers. No, Teiresias, if your birds--if the great eagles of God himself 
should carry him stinking bit by bit to heaven, I would not yield. I am not afraid of pollution: no man can 
defile the gods. Do what you will, go into business, make money, speculate in India gold or that synthetic 
gold from Sardis, get rich otherwise than by my consent to bury him. Teiresias, it is a sorry thing when a 
wise man sells his wisdom, lets out his words for hire! 

TEIRESIAS 
Ah Creon! Is there no man left in the world-- 

CREON 
To do what? --Come, let's have the aphorism! 

TEIRESIAS 
No man who knows that wisdom outweighs any wealth? 
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CREON 
As surely as bribes are baser than any baseness. 

TEIRESIAS 
You are sick, Creon! You are deathly sick! 

CREON 
As you say: it is not my place to challenge a prophet. 

TEIRESIAS 
Yet you have said my prophecy is for sale. 

CREON 
The generation of prophets has always loved gold. 

TEIRESIAS 
The generation of kings has always loved brass. 

CREON 
You forget yourself! You are speaking to your King. 

TEIRESIAS 
I know it. You are a king because of me. 

CREON 
You have a certain skill; but you have sold out. 

TEIRESIAS 
King, you will drive me to words that-- 

CREON 
Say them, say them! Only remember: I will not pay you for them. 

TEIRESIAS 
No, you will find them too costly. 

CREON 
No doubt. Speak: Whatever you say, you will not change my will. 
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TEIRESIAS 
Then take this, and take it to heart! The time is not far off when you shall pay back corpse for corpse, flesh 
of your own flesh. You have thrust the child of this world into living night, you have kept from the gods the 
child that is theirs the one in a grave before her death, the other, dead, denied the grave. This is your crime: 
and the Furies and the dark gods of Hell are swift with terrible punishment for you. 
Do you want to buy me now, Creon? 
Not many days, And your house will be full of men and women weeping, and curses will be hurled at you 
from far cities grieving for sons unburied, left to rot before the walls of Thebes. 
These are my arrows, Creon: they are all for you. 
(to Boy.) But come, child: lead me home. Let him waste his fine anger upon younger men. Maybe he will 
learn at last to control a wiser tongue in a better head. 
(Exit Teiresias.) 

PRIEST 
The old man has gone, King, but his words remain to plague us. I am old, too, but I cannot remember that 
he was ever false. 

CREON 
That is true. It troubles me. Oh, it is hard to give in! But it is worse to risk everything for stubborn pride. 

PRIEST 
Creon, take my advice. 

CREON 
What shall I do? 

PRIEST 
Go quickly: free Antigone from her vault and build a tomb for the body of Polyneices. 

CREON 
You would have me do this! 

PRIEST 
Creon, yes! And it must be done at once: God moves swiftly to cancel the folly of stubborn men. 

CREON 
It is hard to deny the heart! But I will do it: I will not fight with destiny. 

185



PRIEST 
You must go yourself, you cannot leave it to others. 

CREON 
I will go. --Bring axes, servants: come with me to the tomb. I buried her, I will set her free. Oh quickly! My 
mind misgives--the laws of the gods are mighty, and a man must serve them to the last day of his life! 
(Exit Creon.)  
    
Paean 

Strophe 1 

PRIEST 
God of many names 

CHORUS 
O Iacchos 
son of Kadmeian Semele 
O born of the Thunder! 
Guardian of the West 
Regent 
of Eleusis's plain 
O Prince of maenad Thebes 
and the Dragon Field by rippling Ismenos. 

Antistrophe 1 

PRIEST 
God of many names 

CHORUS 
The flame of torches 
flares on our hills 
the nymphs of Iacchos 
dance at the spring of Castalia: 
from the vine-close mountain 
come ah come in ivy: 
Evohe evohe! sings through the streets of Thebes 
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Strophe 2 

PRIEST 
God of many names 

CHORUS 
Iacchos of Thebes 
heavenly Child 
of Semele bride of the Thunderer! 
The shadow of plague is upon us: 
come with clement feet 
oh come from Parnasos 
down the long slopes 
across the lamenting water 

Antistrophe 2 

PRIEST 
Io Fire! Chorister of the throbbing stars! 
O purest among the voices of the night! 
Thou son of God, blaze for us! 

CHORUS 
Come with choric rapture of circling Maenads 
Who cry Io Iacche! 
God of many names! 

Exodos 

(Enter Messenger from left) 

MESSENGER 
Men of the line of Cadmus, you who live Near Amphion's citadel, I cannot say 
of any condition of human life "This is fixed, this is clearly good, or bad." Fate raises up, and Fate casts 
down the happy and unhappy alike: no man can foretell his Fate. Take the case of Creon: Creon was happy 
once, as I count happiness; Victorious in battle, sole governor of the land, fortunate father of children 
nobly born, and now it has all gone from him! Who can say that a man is still alive when his life's joy fails? 
He is a walking dead man. Grant him rich, let him live like a king in his great house: if his pleasure is gone, 
I would not give so much as the shadow of smoke for all he owns. 

187



PRIEST 
Your words hint at sorrow; what is your news for us? 

MESSENGER 
They are dead. The living are guilty of their death. 

PRIEST 
Who is guilty? Who is dead? Speak! 

MESSENGER 
Haimon. Haimon is dead; and his own hand has shed his blood. 

PRIEST 
His father's? Or his own? 

MESSENGER 
His own, driven mad by the murder his father had done. 

PRIEST 
Teiresias, Teiresias, how clearly you saw it all!  
    
MESSENGER 
This is my news: you must draw what conclusions you can from it. 

PRIEST 
But look: Eurydice, our Queen: Has she overhead us? 

(Enter Eurydice from the palace, center.) 

EURYDICE 
I have heard something, friends: As I was unlocking the gate of Pallas's shrine, For I needed her help today, 
I heard a voice telling of some new sorrow. And I fainted there at the temple with all my maidens about 
me. But speak again: whatever it is, I can bear it: grief and I are no strangers. 

MESSENGER 
Dearest Lady, I will tell you plainly all that I have seen. I shall not try to comfort you: what is the use, since 
comfort could lie only in what is not true. The truth is always best. I went with Creon to the outer plain 
where Polyneices was lying, No friend to pity him, his body shredded by dogs. We made our prayers in that 
place to Hecate And Pluto, that they would be merciful, And we bathed the corpse with holy water, and we 
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brought fresh-broken branches to burn what was left of it, and upon the urn we heaped up a towering 
barrow of the earth of his own land. When we were done, we ran to the vault where Antigone lay on her 
couch of stone. One of the servants had gone ahead, and while he was yet far off he heard a voice grieving 
within the chamber, and he came back and told Creon. And as the king went closer, The air was fully of 
wailing, the words lost, and he begged us to make all haste. "Am I am prophet?" He said, weeping, "And 
must I walk this road, the saddest of ! all that I have gone before? My son's voice calls me on. Oh quickly, 
quickly! Look through the crevice there, and tell me if it is Haimon, or some deception of the gods!" 
We obeyed; and in the cavern's farthest corner we saw her lying: She had made a noose of her fine linen veil 
and hanged herself. Haimon lay beside her, his arms about her waist, lamenting her, his love lost under 
ground, crying out that his father had stolen her away from him. 
When Creon saw him the tears rushed to his eyes and he called to him: "What have you done, child? speak 
to me. What are you thinking that makes your eyes so strange? O my son, my son, I come to you on my 
knees!" But Haimon spat in his face. He said not a word, staring--and suddenly drew his sword and lunged. 
Creon shrank back, the blade missed; and the boy, desperate against himself, drove it half its length into his 
own side, and fell. And as he died he gathered Antigone close in his arms again, choking, his blood bright 
red on her white cheek. And now he lies dead with the dead, and she is his at last, his bride in the house of 
the dead. 

(Exit Eurydice into the palace.) 

PRIEST 
She has left us without a word. What can this mean? 

MESSENGER 
It troubles me, too; yet she knows what is best, her grief is too great for public lamentation, and doubtless 
she has gone to her chamber to weep for her dead son, leading her maidens in his dirge. 

(Pause.) 

PRIEST 
It may be so: but I fear this deep silence. 

MESSENGER 
I will see what she is doing. I will go in. 

(Exit Messenger into the palace.) 

(Enter Creon with attendants, bearing Haimon's body.) 
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PRIEST 
But here is the king himself; oh look at him, bearing his own damnation in his arms. 

CREON 
Nothing you say can touch me anymore. My own blind heart has brought me from darkness to final 
darkness. Here you see the father murdering, the murdered son--And all my civic wisdom! 
Haimon my son, so young, so young to die, I was the fool, not you; and you died for me. 

PRIEST 
That is the truth; but you were late in learning it. 

CREON 
This truth is hard to beat. Surely a god has crushed me beneath the hugest weight of heaven, and driven me 
headlong a barbaric way to trample out the thing I held most dear. 
The pains that men will take to come to pain! 

(Enter Messenger from the palace.) 

MESSENGER 
The burden you carry in your hands is heavy, but it is not all; you will find more in your house.  
  
CREON 
What burden worse than this shall I find there? 

MESSENGER 
The Queen is dead. 

CREON 
O port of death, deaf world, Is there no pity for me? And you, Angel of evil, I was dead, and your words are 
death again. Is it true, boy? Can it be true? Is my wife dead? Has death bred death? 

MESSENGER 
You can see for yourself. 

(The doors are opened and the body of Eurydice is disclosed within.) 

CREON 
Oh pity! All true, all true, and more than I can bear! Oh my wife, my son! 
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MESSENGER 
She stood before the altar, and her heart welcomed the knife her own hand guided, and a great cry burst 
from her lips for Megareus dead, and for Haimon dead, her sons, and her last breath was a curse for their 
father, the murderer of her sons. And she fell, and the dark flowed in through her closing eyes. 

CREON 
O God, I am sick with fear. Are there no swords here? Has no one a blow for me? 

MESSENGER 
Her curse is upon you for the deaths of both. 

CREON 
It is right that it should be. I alone am guilty. I know it, and I say it. Lead me in, quickly, friends. I have 
neither life nor substance. Lead me in. 

PRIEST 
You are right, if there can be right in so much wrong. The briefest way is best in a world of sorrow. 

CREON 
Let it come. Let death come quickly, and be kind to me. I would not ever see the sun again. 

PRIEST 
All that will come when it will; but we, meanwhile, have much to do. Leave the future to itself. 

CREON 
All my heart was in that prayer! 

PRIEST 
Then do not pray any more; the sky is deaf. 

CREON 
Lead me away. I have been rash and foolish. I have killed my son and my wife. I look for comfort; my 
comfort lies here dead. Whatever my hands have touched has come to nothing. Fate has brought all my 
pride to a thought of dust. 

(As Creon is being led into the house, the PRIEST advances and speaks directly to the audience.) 
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PRIEST 
There is no happiness where there is no wisdom; no wisdom but in submission to the gods. Big words are 
always punished, and proud men in old age learn to be wise. 

CURTAIN

Review Questions
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It becomes incredibly difficult in a short space to 
outline the vast achievements of William 
Shakespeare (b. 1564 - d. 1616) and his 
contributions to the English language.  It may be 
confidently stated that, after the Bible, 
Shakespeare has created more unique and 
popular turns of phrase in the language than any 
other single source.  His life’s work consists of 38 
plays, 154 sonnets, two long narrative poems, 
and other verses that are sometimes attributed to 
him.  Indeed, the question of authorship of 
Shakespeare’s works is one that continues to 
excite scholars.  He is the world’s most 
frequently performed playwright, and his works 
have been translated into every major living 
language.  Despite never attending a university 
and practicing the lowly and highly suspicious 
(in his day) trade of acting, Shakespeare is 
unquestionably one of the world’s greatest 
writers of any age, language, or genre.

JULIUS CAESAR
BY WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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THE TRAGEDY OF JULIUS CAESAR

by William Shakespeare

Dramatis Personae

  JULIUS CAESAR, Roman statesman and general
  OCTAVIUS, Triumvir after Caesar's death, later Augustus Caesar, first emperor of Rome
  MARK ANTONY, general and friend of Caesar, a Triumvir after his death
  LEPIDUS, third member of the Triumvirate
  MARCUS BRUTUS, leader of the conspiracy against Caesar
  CASSIUS, instigator of the conspiracy
  CASCA,          conspirator against Caesar
  TREBONIUS,   conspirator against Caesar
  CAIUS LIGARIUS,     conspirator against Caesar
  DECIUS BRUTUS,       conspirator against Caesar
  METELLUS CIMBER,     conspirator against Caesar
  CINNA,              conspirator against Caesar
  CALPURNIA, wife of Caesar
  PORTIA, wife of Brutus
  CICERO,     senator
  POPILIUS,   senator
  POPILIUS LENA, senator
  FLAVIUS, tribune 
  MARULLUS, tribune
  CATO,     supportor of Brutus
  LUCILIUS,     supportor of Brutus
  TITINIUS,    supportor of Brutus
  MESSALA,      supportor of Brutus
  VOLUMNIUS,    supportor of Brutus
  ARTEMIDORUS, a teacher of rhetoric
  CINNA, a poet
  VARRO,     servant to Brutus
  CLITUS,       servant to Brutus
  CLAUDIO,      servant to Brutus
  STRATO,      servant to Brutus
  LUCIUS,       servant to Brutus
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  DARDANIUS,    servant to Brutus
  PINDARUS, servant to Cassius
  The Ghost of Caesar
  A Soothsayer
  A Poet
  Senators, Citizens, Soldiers, Commoners, Messengers, and
Servants

SCENE: Rome, the conspirators' camp near Sardis,  and the plains
of Philippi.

ACT I. SCENE I.
Rome. A street.

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain Commoners.

  FLAVIUS. Hence, home, you idle creatures, get you home.
    Is this a holiday? What, know you not,
    Being mechanical, you ought not walk
    Upon a laboring day without the sign
    Of your profession? Speak, what trade art thou?
  FIRST COMMONER. Why, sir, a carpenter.
  MARULLUS. Where is thy leather apron and thy rule?
    What dost thou with thy best apparel on?
    You, sir, what trade are you?
  SECOND COMMONER. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I am
    but, as you would say, a cobbler.
  MARULLUS. But what trade art thou? Answer me directly.
  SECOND COMMONER. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with a
safe conscience, which is indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles.
  MARULLUS. What trade, thou knave? Thou naughty knave, what
trade?
  SECOND COMMONER. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me;
yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you. 
  MARULLUS. What mean'st thou by that? Mend me, thou saucy
fellow!
  SECOND COMMONER. Why, sir, cobble you.
  FLAVIUS. Thou art a cobbler, art thou?
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  SECOND COMMONER. Truly, Sir, all that I live by is with the
awl; I meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor women's matters, but
with awl. I am indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes; when they are
in great danger, I recover them. As proper men as ever trod upon 
neat's leather have gone upon my handiwork.
  FLAVIUS. But wherefore art not in thy shop today?
    Why dost thou lead these men about the streets?
  SECOND COMMONER. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes to get
myself into more work. But indeed, sir, we make holiday to see
Caesar and to rejoice in his triumph.
  MARULLUS. Wherefore rejoice? What conquest brings he home?
    What tributaries follow him to Rome
    To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels?
    You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things!
    O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,
    Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft
    Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
    To towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops,
    Your infants in your arms, and there have sat
    The livelong day with patient expectation
    To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome.
    And when you saw his chariot but appear,
    Have you not made an universal shout
    That Tiber trembled underneath her banks
    To hear the replication of your sounds
    Made in her concave shores?
    And do you now put on your best attire?
    And do you now cull out a holiday?
    And do you now strew flowers in his way
    That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood?
    Be gone!
    Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,
    Pray to the gods to intermit the plague
    That needs must light on this ingratitude.
  FLAVIUS. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault,
    Assemble all the poor men of your sort,
    Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears 
    Into the channel, till the lowest stream
    Do kiss the most exalted shores of all.
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                                           Exeunt all Commoners.
    See whether their basest metal be not moved;
    They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness.
    Go you down that way towards the Capitol;
    This way will I. Disrobe the images
    If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies.
  MARULLUS. May we do so?
    You know it is the feast of Lupercal.
  FLAVIUS. It is no matter; let no images
    Be hung with Caesar's trophies. I'll about
    And drive away the vulgar from the streets;
    So do you too, where you perceive them thick.
    These growing feathers pluck'd from Caesar's wing
    Will make him fly an ordinary pitch,
    Who else would soar above the view of men
    And keep us all in servile fearfulness.              
Exeunt.

SCENE II.
A public place.

Flourish. Enter Caesar; Antony, for the course; Calpurnia,
Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, and Casca; a great crowd
follows, among them a Soothsayer.

  CAESAR. Calpurnia!
  CASCA. Peace, ho! Caesar speaks.
                                                   Music ceases.
  CAESAR. Calpurnia!
  CALPURNIA. Here, my lord.
  CAESAR. Stand you directly in Antonio's way,
    When he doth run his course. Antonio!
  ANTONY. Caesar, my lord?
  CAESAR. Forget not in your speed, Antonio,
    To touch Calpurnia, for our elders say
    The barren, touched in this holy chase,
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    Shake off their sterile curse.
  ANTONY. I shall remember.
    When Caesar says "Do this," it is perform'd.
  CAESAR. Set on, and leave no ceremony out.           
Flourish. 
  SOOTHSAYER. Caesar!
  CAESAR. Ha! Who calls?
  CASCA. Bid every noise be still. Peace yet again!
  CAESAR. Who is it in the press that calls on me?
    I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music,
    Cry "Caesar." Speak, Caesar is turn'd to hear.
  SOOTHSAYER. Beware the ides of March.
  CAESAR. What man is that?
  BRUTUS. A soothsayer you beware the ides of March.
  CAESAR. Set him before me let me see his face.
  CASSIUS. Fellow, come from the throng; look upon Caesar.
  CAESAR. What say'st thou to me now? Speak once again.
  SOOTHSAYER. Beware the ides of March.
  CAESAR. He is a dreamer; let us leave him. Pass.
                      Sennet. Exeunt all but Brutus and Cassius.
  CASSIUS. Will you go see the order of the course?
  BRUTUS. Not I.
  CASSIUS. I pray you, do.
  BRUTUS. I am not gamesome; I do lack some part
    Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 
    Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires;
    I'll leave you.
  CASSIUS. Brutus, I do observe you now of late;
    I have not from your eyes that gentleness
    And show of love as I was wont to have;
    You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand
    Over your friend that loves you.
  BRUTUS. Cassius,
    Be not deceived; if I have veil'd my look,
    I turn the trouble of my countenance
    Merely upon myself. Vexed I am
    Of late with passions of some difference,
    Conceptions only proper to myself,
    Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviors;
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    But let not therefore my good friends be grieved-
    Among which number, Cassius, be you one-
    Nor construe any further my neglect
    Than that poor Brutus with himself at war
    Forgets the shows of love to other men.
  CASSIUS. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your passion, 
    By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried
    Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.
    Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face?
  BRUTUS. No, Cassius, for the eye sees not itself
    But by reflection, by some other things.
  CASSIUS. 'Tis just,
    And it is very much lamented, Brutus,
    That you have no such mirrors as will turn
    Your hidden worthiness into your eye
    That you might see your shadow. I have heard
    Where many of the best respect in Rome,
    Except immortal Caesar, speaking of Brutus
    And groaning underneath this age's yoke,
    Have wish'd that noble Brutus had his eyes.
  BRUTUS. Into what dangers would you lead me, Cassius,
    That you would have me seek into myself
    For that which is not in me?
  CASSIUS. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to hear,
    And since you know you cannot see yourself
    So well as by reflection, I your glass 
    Will modestly discover to yourself
    That of yourself which you yet know not of.
    And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus;
    Were I a common laugher, or did use
    To stale with ordinary oaths my love
    To every new protester, if you know
    That I do fawn on men and hug them hard
    And after scandal them, or if you know
    That I profess myself in banqueting
    To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.
                                             Flourish and shout.
  BRUTUS. What means this shouting? I do fear the people
    Choose Caesar for their king.
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  CASSIUS. Ay, do you fear it?
    Then must I think you would not have it so.
  BRUTUS. I would not, Cassius, yet I love him well.
    But wherefore do you hold me here so long?
    What is it that you would impart to me?
    If it be aught toward the general good,
    Set honor in one eye and death i' the other 
    And I will look on both indifferently.
    For let the gods so speed me as I love
    The name of honor more than I fear death.
  CASSIUS. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,
    As well as I do know your outward favor.
    Well, honor is the subject of my story.
    I cannot tell what you and other men
    Think of this life, but, for my single self,
    I had as lief not be as live to be
    In awe of such a thing as I myself.
    I was born free as Caesar, so were you;
    We both have fed as well, and we can both
    Endure the winter's cold as well as he.
    For once, upon a raw and gusty day,
    The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores,
    Caesar said to me, "Darest thou, Cassius, now
    Leap in with me into this angry flood
    And swim to yonder point?" Upon the word,
    Accoutred as I was, I plunged in
    And bade him follow. So indeed he did. 
    The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it
    With lusty sinews, throwing it aside
    And stemming it with hearts of controversy.
    But ere we could arrive the point proposed,
    Caesar cried, "Help me, Cassius, or I sink!
    I, as Aeneas our great ancestor
    Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder
    The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of Tiber
    Did I the tired Caesar. And this man
    Is now become a god, and Cassius is
    A wretched creature and must bend his body
    If Caesar carelessly but nod on him.
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    He had a fever when he was in Spain,
    And when the fit was on him I did mark
    How he did shake. 'Tis true, this god did shake;
    His coward lips did from their color fly,
    And that same eye whose bend doth awe the world
    Did lose his luster. I did hear him groan.
    Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans
    Mark him and write his speeches in their books, 
    Alas, it cried, "Give me some drink, Titinius,"
    As a sick girl. Ye gods! It doth amaze me
    A man of such a feeble temper should
    So get the start of the majestic world
    And bear the palm alone. Shout.                    
Flourish.
  BRUTUS. Another general shout!
    I do believe that these applauses are
    For some new honors that are heap'd on Caesar.
  CASSIUS. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world
    Like a Colossus, and we petty men
    Walk under his huge legs and peep about
    To find ourselves dishonorable graves.
    Men at some time are masters of their fates:
    The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars,
    But in ourselves that we are underlings.
    Brutus and Caesar: what should be in that "Caesar"?
    Why should that name be sounded more than yours?
    Write them together, yours is as fair a name;
    Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well;
    Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with 'em, 
    "Brutus" will start a spirit as soon as "Caesar."
    Now, in the names of all the gods at once,
    Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed
    That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed!
    Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods!
    When went there by an age since the great flood
    But it was famed with more than with one man?
    When could they say till now that talk'd of Rome
    That her wide walls encompass'd but one man?
    Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough,
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    When there is in it but one only man.
    O, you and I have heard our fathers say
    There was a Brutus once that would have brook'd
    The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome
    As easily as a king.
  BRUTUS. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous;
    What you would work me to, I have some aim.
    How I have thought of this and of these times,
    I shall recount hereafter; for this present,
    I would not, so with love I might entreat you, 
    Be any further moved. What you have said
    I will consider; what you have to say
    I will with patience hear, and find a time
    Both meet to hear and answer such high things.
    Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this:
    Brutus had rather be a villager
    Than to repute himself a son of Rome
    Under these hard conditions as this time
    Is like to lay upon us.
  CASSIUS. I am glad that my weak words
    Have struck but thus much show of fire from Brutus.

            Re-enter Caesar and his Train.

  BRUTUS. The games are done, and Caesar is returning.
  CASSIUS. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve,
    And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you
    What hath proceeded worthy note today.
  BRUTUS. I will do so. But, look you, Cassius,
    The angry spot doth glow on Caesar's brow, 
    And all the rest look like a chidden train:
    Calpurnia's cheek is pale, and Cicero
    Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes
    As we have seen him in the Capitol,
    Being cross'd in conference by some senators.
  CASSIUS. Casca will tell us what the matter is.
  CAESAR. Antonio!
  ANTONY. Caesar?
  CAESAR. Let me have men about me that are fat,
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    Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o' nights:
    Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look;
    He thinks too much; such men are dangerous.
  ANTONY. Fear him not, Caesar; he's not dangerous;
    He is a noble Roman and well given.
  CAESAR. Would he were fatter! But I fear him not,
    Yet if my name were liable to fear,
    I do not know the man I should avoid
    So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much,
    He is a great observer, and he looks
    Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays, 
    As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music;
    Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort
    As if he mock'd himself and scorn'd his spirit
    That could be moved to smile at anything.
    Such men as he be never at heart's ease
    Whiles they behold a greater than themselves,
    And therefore are they very dangerous.
    I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd
    Than what I fear, for always I am Caesar.
    Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf,
    And tell me truly what thou think'st of him.
              Sennet. Exeunt Caesar and all his Train but Casca.
  CASCA. You pull'd me by the cloak; would you speak with me?
  BRUTUS. Ay, Casca, tell us what hath chanced today
    That Caesar looks so sad.
  CASCA. Why, you were with him, were you not?
  BRUTUS. I should not then ask Casca what had chanced.
  CASCA. Why, there was a crown offered him, and being offered him,
     he put it by with the back of his hand, thus, and then the
     people fell ashouting. 
  BRUTUS. What was the second noise for?
  CASCA. Why, for that too.
  CASSIUS. They shouted thrice. What was the last cry for?
  CASCA. Why, for that too.
  BRUTUS. Was the crown offered him thrice?
  CASCA. Ay, marry, wast, and he put it by thrice, every time gentler
    than other, and at every putting by mine honest neighbors
    shouted.
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  CASSIUS. Who offered him the crown?
  CASCA. Why, Antony.
  BRUTUS. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.
  CASCA. I can as well be hang'd as tell the manner of it. It was
    mere foolery; I did not mark it. I saw Mark Antony offer him a
    crown (yet 'twas not a crown neither, 'twas one of these
    coronets) and, as I told you, he put it by once. But for all
    that, to my thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he offered
    it to him again; then he put it by again. But, to my thinking, he
    was very loath to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered it
    the third time; he put it the third time by; and still as he
    refused it, the rabblement hooted and clapped their chopped hands 
    and threw up their sweaty nightcaps and uttered such a deal of
    stinking breath because Caesar refused the crown that it had
    almost choked Caesar, for he swounded and fell down at it. And
    for mine own part, I durst not laugh for fear of opening my lips
    and receiving the bad air.
  CASSIUS. But, soft, I pray you, what, did Caesars wound?
  CASCA. He fell down in the marketplace and foamed at mouth and was
    speechless.
  BRUTUS. 'Tis very like. He hath the falling sickness.
  CASSIUS. No, Caesar hath it not, but you, and I,
    And honest Casca, we have the falling sickness.
  CASCA. I know not what you mean by that, but I am sure Caesar fell
    down. If the tagrag people did not clap him and hiss him
    according as he pleased and displeased them, as they use to do
    the players in the theatre, I am no true man.
  BRUTUS. What said he when he came unto himself?
  CASCA. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceived the common
    herd was glad he refused the crown, he plucked me ope his doublet
    and offered them his throat to cut. An had been a man of any
    occupation, if I would not have taken him at a word, I would I 
    might go to hell among the rogues. And so he fell. When he came
    to himself again, he said, if he had done or said anything amiss,
    he desired their worships to think it was his infirmity. Three or
    four wenches where I stood cried, "Alas, good soul!" and forgave
    him with all their hearts. But there's no heed to be taken of
    them; if Caesar had stabbed their mothers, they would have done
    no less.
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  BRUTUS. And after that he came, thus sad, away?
  CASCA. Ay.
  CASSIUS. Did Cicero say anything?
  CASCA. Ay, he spoke Greek.
  CASSIUS. To what effect?
  CASCA. Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you i' the face
    again; but those that understood him smiled at one another and
    shook their heads; but for mine own part, it was Greek to me. I
    could tell you more news too: Marullus and Flavius, for pulling
    scarfs off Caesar's images, are put to silence. Fare you well.
    There was more foolery yet, if could remember it.
  CASSIUS. Will you sup with me tonight, Casca?
  CASCA. No, I am promised forth. 
  CASSIUS. Will you dine with me tomorrow?
  CASCA. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your dinner worth
    the eating.
  CASSIUS. Good, I will expect you.
  CASCA. Do so, farewell, both.                            
Exit.
  BRUTUS. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be!
    He was quick mettle when he went to school.
  CASSIUS. So is he now in execution
    Of any bold or noble enterprise,
    However he puts on this tardy form.
    This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit,
    Which gives men stomach to digest his words
    With better appetite.
  BRUTUS. And so it is. For this time I will leave you.
    Tomorrow, if you please to speak with me,
    I will come home to you, or, if you will,
    Come home to me and I will wait for you.
  CASSIUS. I will do so. Till then, think of the world.
                                                    Exit Brutus.
    Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see 
    Thy honorable mettle may be wrought
    From that it is disposed; therefore it is meet
    That noble minds keep ever with their likes;
    For who so firm that cannot be seduced?
    Caesar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus.
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    If I were Brutus now and he were Cassius,
    He should not humor me. I will this night,
    In several hands, in at his windows throw,
    As if they came from several citizens,
    Writings, all tending to the great opinion
    That Rome holds of his name, wherein obscurely
    Caesar's ambition shall be glanced at.
    And after this let Caesar seat him sure;
    For we will shake him, or worse days endure.          
Exit.

SCENE III.
A street. Thunder and lightning.

Enter, from opposite sides, Casca, with his sword drawn, and
Cicero.

  CICERO. Good even, Casca. Brought you Caesar home?
    Why are you breathless, and why stare you so?
  CASCA. Are not you moved, when all the sway of earth
    Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero,
    I have seen tempests when the scolding winds
    Have rived the knotty oaks, and I have seen
    The ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam
    To be exalted with the threatening clouds,
    But never till tonight, never till now,
    Did I go through a tempest dropping fire.
    Either there is a civil strife in heaven,
    Or else the world too saucy with the gods
    Incenses them to send destruction.
  CICERO. Why, saw you anything more wonderful?
  CASCA. A common slave- you know him well by sight-
    Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn 
    Like twenty torches join'd, and yet his hand
    Not sensible of fire remain'd unscorch'd.
    Besides- I ha' not since put up my sword-
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    Against the Capitol I met a lion,
    Who glaz'd upon me and went surly by
    Without annoying me. And there were drawn
    Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women
    Transformed with their fear, who swore they saw
    Men all in fire walk up and down the streets.
    And yesterday the bird of night did sit
    Even at noonday upon the marketplace,
    Howling and shrieking. When these prodigies
    Do so conjointly meet, let not men say
    "These are their reasons; they are natural":
    For I believe they are portentous things
    Unto the climate that they point upon.
  CICERO. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time.
    But men may construe things after their fashion,
    Clean from the purpose of the things themselves.
    Comes Caesar to the Capitol tomorrow? 
  CASCA. He doth, for he did bid Antonio
    Send word to you he would be there tomorrow.
  CICERO. Good then, Casca. This disturbed sky
    Is not to walk in.
  CASCA. Farewell, Cicero.                          
Exit Cicero.

                        Enter Cassius.

  CASSIUS. Who's there?
  CASCA. A Roman.
  CASSIUS. Casca, by your voice.
  CASCA. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is this!
  CASSIUS. A very pleasing night to honest men.
  CASCA. Who ever knew the heavens menace so?
  CASSIUS. Those that have known the earth so full of faults.
    For my part, I have walk'd about the streets,
    Submitting me unto the perilous night,
    And thus unbraced, Casca, as you see,
    Have bared my bosom to the thunderstone;
    And when the cross blue lightning seem'd to open 
    The breast of heaven, I did present myself
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    Even in the aim and very flash of it.
  CASCA. But wherefore did you so much tempt the heavens?
    It is the part of men to fear and tremble
    When the most mighty gods by tokens send
    Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.
  CASSIUS. You are dull, Casca, and those sparks of life
    That should be in a Roman you do want,
    Or else you use not. You look pale and gaze
    And put on fear and cast yourself in wonder
    To see the strange impatience of the heavens.
    But if you would consider the true cause
    Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts,
    Why birds and beasts from quality and kind,
    Why old men, fools, and children calculate,
    Why all these things change from their ordinance,
    Their natures, and preformed faculties
    To monstrous quality, why, you shall find
    That heaven hath infused them with these spirits
    To make them instruments of fear and warning 
    Unto some monstrous state.
    Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man
    Most like this dreadful night,
    That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars
    As doth the lion in the Capitol,
    A man no mightier than thyself or me
    In personal action, yet prodigious grown
    And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.
  CASCA. 'Tis Caesar that you mean, is it not, Cassius?
  CASSIUS. Let it be who it is, for Romans now
    Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors.
    But, woe the while! Our fathers' minds are dead,
    And we are govern'd with our mothers' spirits;
    Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish.
  CASCA. Indeed they say the senators tomorrow
    Mean to establish Caesar as a king,
    And he shall wear his crown by sea and land
    In every place save here in Italy.
  CASSIUS. I know where I will wear this dagger then:
    Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius. 
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    Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong;
    Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat.
    Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass,
    Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron
    Can be retentive to the strength of spirit;
    But life, being weary of these worldly bars,
    Never lacks power to dismiss itself.
    If I know this, know all the world besides,
    That part of tyranny that I do bear
    I can shake off at pleasure.                  
Thunder still.
  CASCA. So can I.
    So every bondman in his own hand bears
    The power to cancel his captivity.
  CASSIUS. And why should Caesar be a tyrant then?
    Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf
    But that he sees the Romans are but sheep.
    He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.
    Those that with haste will make a mighty fire
    Begin it with weak straws. What trash is Rome,
    What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
    For the base matter to illuminate
    So vile a thing as Caesar? But, O grief,
    Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak this
    Before a willing bondman; then I know
    My answer must be made. But I am arm'd,
    And dangers are to me indifferent.
  CASCA. You speak to Casca, and to such a man
    That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand.
    Be factious for redress of all these griefs,
    And I will set this foot of mine as far
    As who goes farthest.
  CASSIUS. There's a bargain made.
    Now know you, Casca, I have moved already
    Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans
    To undergo with me an enterprise
    Of honorable-dangerous consequence;
    And I do know by this, they stay for me
    In Pompey's Porch. For now, this fearful night,
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    There is no stir or walking in the streets,
    And the complexion of the element 
    In favor's like the work we have in hand,
    Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible.

                       Enter Cinna.

  CASCA. Stand close awhile, for here comes one in haste.
  CASSIUS. 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait;
    He is a friend. Cinna, where haste you so?
  CINNA. To find out you. Who's that? Metellus Cimber?
  CASSIUS. No, it is Casca, one incorporate
    To our attempts. Am I not stay'd for, Cinna?
  CINNA. I am glad on't. What a fearful night is this!
    There's two or three of us have seen strange sights.
  CASSIUS. Am I not stay'd for? Tell me.
  CINNA. Yes, you are.
    O Cassius, if you could
    But win the noble Brutus to our party-
  CASSIUS. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper,
    And look you lay it in the praetor's chair,
    Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
    In at his window; set this up with wax
    Upon old Brutus' statue. All this done,
    Repair to Pompey's Porch, where you shall find us.
    Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there?
  CINNA. All but Metellus Cimber, and he's gone
    To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie
    And so bestow these papers as you bade me.
  CASSIUS. That done, repair to Pompey's Theatre.
                                                     Exit Cinna.
    Come, Casca, you and I will yet ere day
    See Brutus at his house. Three parts of him
    Is ours already, and the man entire
    Upon the next encounter yields him ours.
  CASCA. O, he sits high in all the people's hearts,
    And that which would appear offense in us,
    His countenance, like richest alchemy,
    Will change to virtue and to worthiness.
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  CASSIUS. Him and his worth and our great need of him
    You have right well conceited. Let us go,
    For it is after midnight, and ere day 
    We will awake him and be sure of him.               
Exeunt.

Review Questions

ACT II. SCENE I.

Enter Brutus in his orchard.

  BRUTUS. What, Lucius, ho!
    I cannot, by the progress of the stars,
    Give guess how near to day. Lucius, I say!
    I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.
    When, Lucius, when? Awake, I say! What, Lucius!

                            Enter Lucius.

  LUCIUS. Call'd you, my lord?
  BRUTUS. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius.
    When it is lighted, come and call me here.
  LUCIUS. I will, my lord.                                
Exit.
  BRUTUS. It must be by his death, and, for my part,
    I know no personal cause to spurn at him,
    But for the general. He would be crown'd:
    How that might change his nature, there's the question.
    It is the bright day that brings forth the adder
    And that craves wary walking. Crown him that, 
    And then, I grant, we put a sting in him
    That at his will he may do danger with.
    The abuse of greatness is when it disjoins
    Remorse from power, and, to speak truth of Caesar,
    I have not known when his affections sway'd
    More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof
    That lowliness is young ambition's ladder,
    Whereto the climber-upward turns his face;
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    But when he once attains the upmost round,
    He then unto the ladder turns his back,
    Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees
    By which he did ascend. So Caesar may;
    Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel
    Will bear no color for the thing he is,
    Fashion it thus, that what he is, augmented,
    Would run to these and these extremities;
    And therefore think him as a serpent's egg
    Which hatch'd would as his kind grow mischievous,
    And kill him in the shell.
 
                        Re-enter Lucius.

  LUCIUS. The taper burneth in your closet, sir.
    Searching the window for a flint I found
    This paper thus seal'd up, and I am sure
    It did not lie there when I went to bed.
                                           Gives him the letter.
  BRUTUS. Get you to bed again, it is not day.
    Is not tomorrow, boy, the ides of March?
  LUCIUS. I know not, sir.
  BRUTUS. Look in the calendar and bring me word.
  LUCIUS. I will, sir.                                     
Exit.
  BRUTUS. The exhalations whizzing in the air
    Give so much light that I may read by them.
                                     Opens the letter and reads.
    "Brutus, thou sleep'st: awake and see thyself!
    Shall Rome, etc. Speak, strike, redress!"

    "Brutus, thou sleep'st: awake!"
    Such instigations have been often dropp'd 
    Where I have took them up.
    "Shall Rome, etc." Thus must I piece it out.
    Shall Rome stand under one man's awe? What, Rome?
    My ancestors did from the streets of Rome
    The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king.
    "Speak, strike, redress!" Am I entreated
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    To speak and strike? O Rome, I make thee promise,
    If the redress will follow, thou receivest
    Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus!

                        Re-enter Lucius.

  LUCIUS. Sir, March is wasted fifteen days.
                                                Knocking within.
  BRUTUS. 'Tis good. Go to the gate, somebody knocks.
                                                    Exit Lucius.
    Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar
    I have not slept.
    Between the acting of a dreadful thing
    And the first motion, all the interim is 
    Like a phantasma or a hideous dream;
    The genius and the mortal instruments
    Are then in council, and the state of man,
    Like to a little kingdom, suffers then
    The nature of an insurrection.

                         Re-enter Lucius.

  LUCIUS. Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the door,
    Who doth desire to see you.
  BRUTUS. Is he alone?
  LUCIUS. No, sir, there are more with him.
  BRUTUS. Do you know them?
  LUCIUS. No, sir, their hats are pluck'd about their ears,
    And half their faces buried in their cloaks,
    That by no means I may discover them
    By any mark of favor.
  BRUTUS. Let 'em enter.                            
Exit Lucius.
    They are the faction. O Conspiracy,
    Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 
    When evils are most free? O, then, by day
    Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough
    To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, Conspiracy;
    Hide it in smiles and affability;
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    For if thou path, thy native semblance on,
    Not Erebus itself were dim enough
    To hide thee from prevention.

    Enter the conspirators, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna,
                Metellus Cimber, and Trebonius.

  CASSIUS. I think we are too bold upon your rest.
    Good morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you?
  BRUTUS. I have been up this hour, awake all night.
    Know I these men that come along with you?
  CASSIUS. Yes, every man of them, and no man here
    But honors you, and every one doth wish
    You had but that opinion of yourself
    Which every noble Roman bears of you.
    This is Trebonius. 
  BRUTUS. He is welcome hither.
  CASSIUS. This, Decius Brutus.
  BRUTUS. He is welcome too.
CASSIUS. This, Casca; this, Cinna; and this, Metellus Cimber.
  BRUTUS. They are all welcome.
    What watchful cares do interpose themselves
    Betwixt your eyes and night?
  CASSIUS. Shall I entreat a word?                 
They whisper.
  DECIUS. Here lies the east. Doth not the day break here?
  CASCA. No.
  CINNA. O, pardon, sir, it doth, and yongrey lines
    That fret the clouds are messengers of day.
  CASCA. You shall confess that you are both deceived.
    Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises,
    Which is a great way growing on the south,
    Weighing the youthful season of the year.
    Some two months hence up higher toward the north
    He first presents his fire, and the high east
    Stands as the Capitol, directly here.
  BRUTUS. Give me your hands all over, one by one.
  CASSIUS. And let us swear our resolution. 
  BRUTUS. No, not an oath. If not the face of men,
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    The sufferance of our souls, the time's abuse-
    If these be motives weak, break off betimes,
    And every man hence to his idle bed;
    So let high-sighted tyranny range on
    Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,
    As I am sure they do, bear fire enough
    To kindle cowards and to steel with valor
    The melting spirits of women, then, countrymen,
    What need we any spur but our own cause
    To prick us to redress? What other bond
    Than secret Romans that have spoke the word
    And will not palter? And what other oath
    Than honesty to honesty engaged
    That this shall be or we will fall for it?
    Swear priests and cowards and men cautelous,
    Old feeble carrions and such suffering souls
    That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear
    Such creatures as men doubt; but do not stain
    The even virtue of our enterprise, 
    Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits,
    To think that or our cause or our performance
    Did need an oath; when every drop of blood
    That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,
    Is guilty of a several bastardy
    If he do break the smallest particle
    Of any promise that hath pass'd from him.
  CASSIUS. But what of Cicero? Shall we sound him?
    I think he will stand very strong with us.
  CASCA. Let us not leave him out.
  CINNA. No, by no means.
  METELLUS. O, let us have him, for his silver hairs
    Will purchase us a good opinion,
    And buy men's voices to commend our deeds.
    It shall be said his judgement ruled our hands;
    Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear,
    But all be buried in his gravity.
  BRUTUS. O, name him not; let us not break with him,
    For he will never follow anything
    That other men begin. 
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  CASSIUS. Then leave him out.
  CASCA. Indeed he is not fit.
  DECIUS. Shall no man else be touch'd but only Caesar?
  CASSIUS. Decius, well urged. I think it is not meet
    Mark Antony, so well beloved of Caesar,
    Should outlive Caesar. We shall find of him
    A shrewd contriver; and you know his means,
    If he improve them, may well stretch so far
    As to annoy us all, which to prevent,
    Let Antony and Caesar fall together.
  BRUTUS. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius Cassius,
    To cut the head off and then hack the limbs
    Like wrath in death and envy afterwards;
    For Antony is but a limb of Caesar.
    Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius.
    We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar,
    And in the spirit of men there is no blood.
    O, that we then could come by Caesar's spirit,
    And not dismember Caesar! But, alas,
    Caesar must bleed for it! And, gentle friends, 
    Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully;
    Let's carve him as a dish fit for the gods,
    Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds;
    And let our hearts, as subtle masters do,
    Stir up their servants to an act of rage
    And after seem to chide 'em. This shall make
    Our purpose necessary and not envious,
    Which so appearing to the common eyes,
    We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers.
    And for Mark Antony, think not of him,
    For he can do no more than Caesar's arm
    When Caesar's head is off.
  CASSIUS. Yet I fear him,
    For in the ingrated love he bears to Caesar-
  BRUTUS. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him.
    If he love Caesar, all that he can do
    Is to himself, take thought and die for Caesar.
    And that were much he should, for he is given
    To sports, to wildness, and much company.
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  TREBONIUS. There is no fear in him-let him not die, 
    For he will live and laugh at this hereafter.
                                                  Clock strikes.
  BRUTUS. Peace, count the clock.
  CASSIUS. The clock hath stricken three.
  TREBONIUS. 'Tis time to part.
  CASSIUS. But it is doubtful yet
    Whether Caesar will come forth today or no,
    For he is superstitious grown of late,
    Quite from the main opinion he held once
    Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies.
    It may be these apparent prodigies,
    The unaccustom'd terror of this night,
    And the persuasion of his augurers
    May hold him from the Capitol today.
  DECIUS. Never fear that. If he be so resolved,
    I can o'ersway him, for he loves to hear
    That unicorns may be betray'd with trees,
    And bears with glasses, elephants with holes,
    Lions with toils, and men with flatterers;
    But when I tell him he hates flatterers, 
    He says he does, being then most flattered.
    Let me work;
    For I can give his humor the true bent,
    And I will bring him to the Capitol.
  CASSIUS. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.
  BRUTUS. By the eighth hour. Is that the utter most?
  CINNA. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then.
  METELLUS. Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard,
    Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey.
    I wonder none of you have thought of him.
  BRUTUS. Now, good Metellus, go along by him.
    He loves me well, and I have given him reasons;
    Send him but hither, and I'll fashion him.
  CASSIUS. The morning comes upon 's. We'll leave you, Brutus,
    And, friends, disperse yourselves, but all remember
    What you have said and show yourselves true Romans.
  BRUTUS. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily;
    Let not our looks put on our purposes,
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    But bear it as our Roman actors do,
    With untired spirits and formal constancy. 
    And so, good morrow to you every one.
                                          Exeunt all but Brutus.
    Boy! Lucius! Fast asleep? It is no matter.
    Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber;
    Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies,
    Which busy care draws in the brains of men;
    Therefore thou sleep'st so sound.

                           Enter Portia.

  PORTIA. Brutus, my lord!
  BRUTUS. Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rise you now?
    It is not for your health thus to commit
    Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.
  PORTIA. Nor for yours neither. have ungently, Brutus,
    Stole from my bed; and yesternight at supper
    You suddenly arose and walk'd about,
    Musing and sighing, with your arms across;
    And when I ask'd you what the matter was,
    You stared upon me with ungentle looks. 
    I urged you further; then you scratch'd your head,
    And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot.
    Yet I insisted, yet you answer'd not,
    But with an angry waiter of your hand
    Gave sign for me to leave you. So I did,
    Fearing to strengthen that impatience
    Which seem'd too much enkindled, and withal
    Hoping it was but an effect of humor,
    Which sometime hath his hour with every man.
    It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep,
    And, could it work so much upon your shape
    As it hath much prevail'd on your condition,
    I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,
    Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.
  BRUTUS. I am not well in health, and that is all.
  PORTIA. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health,
    He would embrace the means to come by it.
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  BRUTUS. Why, so I do. Good Portia, go to bed.
  PORTIA. Is Brutus sick, and is it physical
    To walk unbraced and suck up the humors 
    Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick,
    And will he steal out of his wholesome bed
    To dare the vile contagion of the night
    And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air
    To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus,
    You have some sick offense within your mind,
    Which by the right and virtue of my place
    I ought to know of; and, upon my knees,
    I charm you, by my once commended beauty,
    By all your vows of love and that great vow
    Which did incorporate and make us one,
    That you unfold to me, yourself, your half,
    Why you are heavy and what men tonight
    Have had resort to you; for here have been
    Some six or seven, who did hide their faces
    Even from darkness.
  BRUTUS. Kneel not, gentle Portia.
  PORTIA. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus.
    Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,
    Is it excepted I should know no secrets 
    That appertain to you? Am I yourself
    But, as it were, in sort or limitation,
    To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,
    And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the suburbs
    Of your good pleasure? If it be no more,
    Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife.
  BRUTUS. You are my true and honorable wife,
    As dear to me as are the ruddy drops
    That visit my sad heart.
  PORTIA. If this were true, then should I know this secret.
    I grant I am a woman, but withal
    A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife.
    I grant I am a woman, but withal
    A woman well reputed, Cato's daughter.
    Think you I am no stronger than my sex,
    Being so father'd and so husbanded?
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    Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose 'em.
    I have made strong proof of my constancy,
    Giving myself a voluntary wound
    Here in the thigh. Can I bear that with patience 
    And not my husband's secrets?
  BRUTUS. O ye gods,
    Render me worthy of this noble wife! Knocking within.
    Hark, hark, one knocks. Portia, go in awhile,
    And by and by thy bosom shall partake
    The secrets of my heart.
    All my engagements I will construe to thee,
    All the charactery of my sad brows.
    Leave me with haste. [Exit Portia.] Lucius, who's that
knocks?

                  Re-enter Lucius with Ligarius.

  LUCIUS. Here is a sick man that would speak with you.
  BRUTUS. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of.
    Boy, stand aside. Caius Ligarius, how?
  LIGARIUS. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.
  BRUTUS. O, what a time have you chose out, brave Caius,
    To wear a kerchief! Would you were not sick!
  LIGARIUS. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand
    Any exploit worthy the name of honor. 
  BRUTUS. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,
    Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.
  LIGARIUS. By all the gods that Romans bow before,
    I here discard my sickness! Soul of Rome!
    Brave son, derived from honorable loins!
    Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjured up
    My mortified spirit. Now bid me run,
    And I will strive with things impossible,
    Yea, get the better of them. What's to do?
  BRUTUS. A piece of work that will make sick men whole.
  LIGARIUS. But are not some whole that we must make sick?
  BRUTUS. That must we also. What it is, my Caius,
    I shall unfold to thee, as we are going
    To whom it must be done.
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  LIGARIUS. Set on your foot,
    And with a heart new-fired I follow you,
    To do I know not what; but it sufficeth
    That Brutus leads me on.
  BRUTUS. Follow me then.                                
Exeunt.

SCENE II.
Caesar's house. Thunder and lightning.

Enter Caesar, in his nightgown.

  CAESAR. Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace tonight.
    Thrice hath Calpurnia in her sleep cried out,
    "Help, ho! They murther Caesar!" Who's within?

                         Enter a Servant.

  SERVANT. My lord?
  CAESAR. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice,
    And bring me their opinions of success.
  SERVANT. I will, my lord.                                
Exit.

                         Enter Calpurnia.

  CALPURNIA. What mean you, Caesar? Think you to walk forth?
    You shall not stir out of your house today.
  CAESAR. Caesar shall forth: the things that threaten'd me
    Ne'er look'd but on my back; when they shall see 
    The face of Caesar, they are vanished.
  CALPURNIA. Caesar, I I stood on ceremonies,
    Yet now they fright me. There is one within,
    Besides the things that we have heard and seen,
    Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch.
    A lioness hath whelped in the streets;
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    And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead;
    Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,
    In ranks and squadrons and right form of war,
    Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol;
    The noise of battle hurtled in the air,
    Horses did neigh and dying men did groan,
    And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets.
    O Caesar! These things are beyond all use,
    And I do fear them.
  CAESAR. What can be avoided
    Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods?
    Yet Caesar shall go forth, for these predictions
    Are to the world in general as to Caesar.
  CALPURNIA. When beggars die, there are no comets seen; 
    The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of princes.
  CAESAR. Cowards die many times before their deaths;
    The valiant never taste of death but once.
    Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,
    It seems to me most strange that men should fear
    Seeing that death, a necessary end,
    Will come when it will come.

                      Re-enter Servant.

    What say the augurers?
  SERVANT. They would not have you to stir forth today.
    Plucking the entrails of an offering forth,
    They could not find a heart within the beast.
  CAESAR. The gods do this in shame of cowardice.
    Caesar should be a beast without a heart
    If he should stay at home today for fear.
    No, Caesar shall not. Danger knows full well
    That Caesar is more dangerous than he.
    We are two lions litter'd in one day, 
    And I the elder and more terrible.
    And Caesar shall go forth.
  CALPURNIA. Alas, my lord,
    Your wisdom is consumed in confidence.
    Do not go forth today. Call it my fear
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    That keeps you in the house and not your own.
    We'll send Mark Antony to the Senate House,
    And he shall say you are not well today.
    Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.
  CAESAR. Mark Antony shall say I am not well,
    And, for thy humor, I will stay at home.

                        Enter Decius.

    Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so.
  DECIUS. Caesar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy Caesar!
    I come to fetch you to the Senate House.
  CAESAR. And you are come in very happy time
    To bear my greeting to the senators
    And tell them that I will not come today. 
    Cannot, is false, and that I dare not, falser:
    I will not come today. Tell them so, Decius.
  CALPURNIA. Say he is sick.
  CAESAR. Shall Caesar send a lie?
    Have I in conquest stretch'd mine arm so far
    To be afeard to tell greybeards the truth?
    Decius, go tell them Caesar will not come.
  DECIUS. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some cause,
    Lest I be laugh'd at when I tell them so.
  CAESAR. The cause is in my will: I will not come,
    That is enough to satisfy the Senate.
    But, for your private satisfaction,
    Because I love you, I will let you know.
    Calpurnia here, my wife, stays me at home;
    She dreamt tonight she saw my statue,
    Which, like a fountain with an hundred spouts,
    Did run pure blood, and many lusty Romans
    Came smiling and did bathe their hands in it.
    And these does she apply for warnings and portents
    And evils imminent, and on her knee 
    Hath begg'd that I will stay at home today.
  DECIUS. This dream is all amiss interpreted;
    It was a vision fair and fortunate.
    Your statue spouting blood in many pipes,
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    In which so many smiling Romans bathed,
    Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck
    Reviving blood, and that great men shall press
    For tinctures, stains, relics, and cognizance.
    This by Calpurnia's dream is signified.
  CAESAR. And this way have you well expounded it.
  DECIUS. I have, when you have heard what I can say.
    And know it now, the Senate have concluded
    To give this day a crown to mighty Caesar.
    If you shall send them word you will not come,
    Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock
    Apt to be render'd, for someone to say
    "Break up the Senate till another time,
    When Caesar's wife shall meet with better dreams."
    If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper
    "Lo, Caesar is afraid"? 
    Pardon me, Caesar, for my dear dear love
    To your proceeding bids me tell you this,
    And reason to my love is liable.
  CAESAR. How foolish do your fears seem now, Calpurnia!
    I am ashamed I did yield to them.
    Give me my robe, for I will go.

         Enter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Casca,
                     Trebonius, and Cinna.

    And look where Publius is come to fetch me.
  PUBLIUS. Good morrow,Caesar.
  CAESAR. Welcome, Publius.
    What, Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too?
    Good morrow, Casca. Caius Ligarius,
    Caesar was ne'er so much your enemy
    As that same ague which hath made you lean.
    What is't o'clock?
  BRUTUS. Caesar, 'tis strucken eight.
  CAESAR. I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

                           Enter Antony.
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    See, Antony, that revels long o' nights,
    Is notwithstanding up. Good morrow, Antony.
  ANTONY. So to most noble Caesar.
  CAESAR. Bid them prepare within.
    I am to blame to be thus waited for.
    Now, Cinna; now, Metellus; what, Trebonius,
    I have an hour's talk in store for you;
    Remember that you call on me today;
    Be near me, that I may remember you.
  TREBONIUS. Caesar, I will. [Aside.] And so near will I be
    That your best friends shall wish I had been further.
  CAESAR. Good friends, go in and taste some wine with me,
    And we like friends will straightway go together.
  BRUTUS. [Aside.] That every like is not the same, O Caesar,
    The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon!            
Exeunt.

SCENE III.
A street near the Capitol.

Enter Artemidorus, reading paper.

  ARTEMIDORUS. "Caesar, beware of Brutus; take heed of Cassius; come
    not near Casca; have an eye to Cinna; trust not Trebonius; mark
    well Metellus Cimber; Decius Brutus loves thee not; thou hast
    wronged Caius Ligarius. There is but one mind in all these men,
    and it is bent against Caesar. If thou beest not immortal, look
    about you. Security gives way to conspiracy. The mighty gods
    defend thee!
                                        Thy lover, Artemidorus."
    Here will I stand till Caesar pass along,
    And as a suitor will I give him this.
    My heart laments that virtue cannot live
    Out of the teeth of emulation.
    If thou read this, O Caesar, thou mayest live;
    If not, the Fates with traitors do contrive.           
Exit.
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SCENE IV.
Another part of the same street, before the house of Brutus.

Enter Portia and Lucius.

  PORTIA. I prithee, boy, run to the Senate House;
    Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone.
    Why dost thou stay?
  LUCIUS. To know my errand, madam.
  PORTIA. I would have had thee there, and here again,
    Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do there.
    O constancy, be strong upon my side!
    Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue!
    I have a man's mind, but a woman's might.
    How hard it is for women to keep counsel!
    Art thou here yet?
  LUCIUS. Madam, what should I do?
    Run to the Capitol, and nothing else?
    And so return to you, and nothing else?
  PORTIA. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well,
    For he went sickly forth; and take good note
    What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
    Hark, boy, what noise is that?
  LUCIUS. I hear none, madam.
  PORTIA. Prithee, listen well.
    I heard a bustling rumor like a fray,
    And the wind brings it from the Capitol.
  LUCIUS. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.

                     Enter the Soothsayer.

  PORTIA. Come hither, fellow;
    Which way hast thou been?
  SOOTHSAYER. At mine own house, good lady.
  PORTIA. What is't o'clock?
  SOOTHSAYER. About the ninth hour, lady.
  PORTIA. Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol?
  SOOTHSAYER. Madam, not yet. I go to take my stand
    To see him pass on to the Capitol.
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  PORTIA. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not?
  SOOTHSAYER. That I have, lady. If it will please Caesar
    To be so good to Caesar as to hear me, 
    I shall beseech him to befriend himself.
  PORTIA. Why, know'st thou any harm's intended towards him?
  SOOTHSAYER. None that I know will be, much that I fear may chance.
    Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow,
    The throng that follows Caesar at the heels,
    Of senators, of praetors, common suitors,
    Will crowd a feeble man almost to death.
    I'll get me to a place more void and there
    Speak to great Caesar as he comes along.               
Exit.
  PORTIA. I must go in. Ay me, how weak a thing
    The heart of woman is! O Brutus,
    The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise!
    Sure, the boy heard me. Brutus hath a suit
    That Caesar will not grant. O, I grow faint.
    Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord;
    Say I am merry. Come to me again,
    And bring me word what he doth say to thee.
                                               Exeunt severally.

Review Questions

ACT III. SCENE I.
Rome. Before the Capitol; the Senate sitting above.
A crowd of people, among them Artemidorus and the Soothsayer.

Flourish. Enter Caesar, Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Metellus,
Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Popilius, Publius, and others.

  CAESAR. The ides of March are come.
  SOOTHSAYER. Ay, Caesar, but not gone.
  A Hail, Caesar! Read this schedule.
  DECIUS. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er read,
    At your best leisure, this his humble suit.
  ARTEMIDORUS. O Caesar, read mine first, for mine's a suit
    That touches Caesar nearer. Read it, great Caesar.
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  CAESAR. What touches us ourself shall be last served.
  ARTEMIDORUS. Delay not, Caesar; read it instantly.
  CAESAR. What, is the fellow mad?
  PUBLIUS. Sirrah, give place.
  CASSIUS. What, urge you your petitions in the street?
    Come to the Capitol.
 
      Caesar goes up to the Senate House, the rest follow.

  POPILIUS. I wish your enterprise today may thrive.
  CASSIUS. What enterprise, Popilius?
  POPILIUS. Fare you well.
                                             Advances to Caesar.
  BRUTUS. What said Popilius Lena?
  CASSIUS. He wish'd today our enterprise might thrive.
    I fear our purpose is discovered.
  BRUTUS. Look, how he makes to Caesar. Mark him.
  CASSIUS. Casca,
    Be sudden, for we fear prevention.
    Brutus, what shall be done? If this be known,
    Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back,
    For I will slay myself.
  BRUTUS. Cassius, be constant.
    Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes;
    For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change.
  CASSIUS. Trebonius knows his time, for, look you, Brutus,
    He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 
                                    Exeunt Antony and Trebonius.
  DECIUS. Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him
    And presently prefer his suit to Caesar.
  BRUTUS. He is address'd; press near and second him.
  CINNA. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand.
  CAESAR. Are we all ready? What is now amiss
    That Caesar and his Senate must redress?
  METELLUS. Most high, most mighty, and most puissant Caesar,
    Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat
    An humble heart.                                    
Kneels.
  CAESAR. I must prevent thee, Cimber.
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    These couchings and these lowly courtesies
    Might fire the blood of ordinary men
    And turn preordinance and first decree
    Into the law of children. Be not fond
    To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood
    That will be thaw'd from the true quality
    With that which melteth fools- I mean sweet words,
    Low-crooked court'sies, and base spaniel-fawning.
    Thy brother by decree is banished. 
    If thou dost bend and pray and fawn for him,
    I spurn thee like a cur out of my way.
    Know, Caesar doth not wrong, nor without cause
    Will he be satisfied.
  METELLUS. Is there no voice more worthy than my own,
    To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear
    For the repealing of my banish'd brother?
  BRUTUS. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar,
    Desiring thee that Publius Cimber may
    Have an immediate freedom of repeal.
  CAESAR. What, Brutus?
  CASSIUS. Pardon, Caesar! Caesar, pardon!
    As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall
    To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber.
  CAESAR. I could be well moved, if I were as you;
    If I could pray to move, prayers would move me;
    But I am constant as the northern star,
    Of whose true-fix'd and resting quality
    There is no fellow in the firmament.
    The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks; 
    They are all fire and every one doth shine;
    But there's but one in all doth hold his place.
    So in the world, 'tis furnish'd well with men,
    And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive;
    Yet in the number I do know but one
    That unassailable holds on his rank,
    Unshaked of motion; and that I am he,
    Let me a little show it, even in this;
    That I was constant Cimber should be banish'd,
    And constant do remain to keep him so.
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  CINNA. O Caesar-
  CAESAR. Hence! Wilt thou lift up Olympus?
  DECIUS. Great Caesar-
  CAESAR. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel?
  CASCA. Speak, hands, for me!
                        Casca first, then the other Conspirators
                                  and Marcus Brutus stab Caesar.
  CAESAR. Et tu, Brute?- Then fall, Caesar! 
Dies.
  CINNA. Liberty! Freedom! Tyranny is dead!
    Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 
  CASSIUS. Some to the common pulpits and cry out
    "Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement!"
  BRUTUS. People and senators, be not affrighted,
    Fly not, stand still; ambition's debt is paid.
  CASCA. Go to the pulpit, Brutus.
  DECIUS. And Cassius too.
  BRUTUS. Where's Publius?
  CINNA. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.
  METELLUS. Stand fast together, lest some friend of Caesar's
    Should chance-
  BRUTUS. Talk not of standing. Publius, good cheer,
    There is no harm intended to your person,
    Nor to no Roman else. So tell them, Publius.
  CASSIUS. And leave us, Publius, lest that the people
    Rushing on us should do your age some mischief.
  BRUTUS. Do so, and let no man abide this deed
    But we the doers.

                        Re-enter Trebonius.
 
  CASSIUS. Where is Antony?
  TREBONIUS. Fled to his house amazed.
    Men, wives, and children stare, cry out, and run
    As it were doomsday.
  BRUTUS. Fates, we will know your pleasures.
    That we shall die, we know; 'tis but the time
    And drawing days out that men stand upon.
  CASSIUS. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life
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    Cuts off so many years of fearing death.
  BRUTUS. Grant that, and then is death a benefit;
    So are we Caesar's friends that have abridged
    His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, stoop,
    And let us bathe our hands in Caesar's blood
    Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords;
    Then walk we forth, even to the marketplace,
    And waving our red weapons o'er our heads,
    Let's all cry, "Peace, freedom, and liberty!"
  CASSIUS. Stoop then, and wash. How many ages hence
    Shall this our lofty scene be acted over
    In states unborn and accents yet unknown! 
  BRUTUS. How many times shall Caesar bleed in sport,
    That now on Pompey's basis lies along
    No worthier than the dust!
  CASSIUS. So oft as that shall be,
    So often shall the knot of us be call'd
    The men that gave their country liberty.
  DECIUS. What, shall we forth?
  CASSIUS. Ay, every man away.
    Brutus shall lead, and we will grace his heels
    With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome.

                        Enter a Servant.

  BRUTUS. Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony's.
  SERVANT. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel,
    Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down,
    And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say:
    Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest;
    Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving.
    Say I love Brutus and I honor him; 
    Say I fear'd Caesar, honor'd him, and loved him.
    If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony
    May safely come to him and be resolved
    How Caesar hath deserved to lie in death,
    Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead
    So well as Brutus living, but will follow
    The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus
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    Thorough the hazards of this untrod state
    With all true faith. So says my master Antony.
  BRUTUS. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman;
    I never thought him worse.
    Tell him, so please him come unto this place,
    He shall be satisfied and, by my honor,
    Depart untouch'd.
  SERVANT. I'll fetch him presently.                       Exit.
  BRUTUS. I know that we shall have him well to friend.
  CASSIUS. I wish we may, but yet have I a mind
    That fears him much, and my misgiving still
    Falls shrewdly to the purpose.
 
                          Re-enter Antony.

  BRUTUS. But here comes Antony. Welcome, Mark Antony.
  ANTONY. O mighty Caesar! Dost thou lie so low?
    Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils,
    Shrunk to this little measure? Fare thee well.
    I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,
    Who else must be let blood, who else is rank.
    If I myself, there is no hour so fit
    As Caesar's death's hour, nor no instrument
    Of half that worth as those your swords, made rich
    With the most noble blood of all this world.
    I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard,
    Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke,
    Fulfill your pleasure. Live a thousand years,
    I shall not find myself so apt to die;
    No place will please me so, no means of death,
    As here by Caesar, and by you cut off,
    The choice and master spirits of this age.
  BRUTUS. O Antony, beg not your death of us! 
    Though now we must appear bloody and cruel,
    As, by our hands and this our present act
    You see we do, yet see you but our hands
    And this the bleeding business they have done.
    Our hearts you see not; they are pitiful;
    And pity to the general wrong of Rome-
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    As fire drives out fire, so pity pity-
    Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part,
    To you our swords have leaden points, Mark Antony;
    Our arms in strength of malice, and our hearts
    Of brothers' temper, do receive you in
    With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.
  CASSIUS. Your voice shall be as strong as any man's
    In the disposing of new dignities.
  BRUTUS. Only be patient till we have appeased
    The multitude, beside themselves with fear,
    And then we will deliver you the cause
    Why I, that did love Caesar when I struck him,
    Have thus proceeded.
  ANTONY. I doubt not of your wisdom. 
    Let each man render me his bloody hand.
    First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you;
    Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand;
    Now, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Metellus;
    Yours, Cinna; and, my valiant Casca, yours;
    Though last, not least in love, yours, good Trebonius.
    Gentlemen all- alas, what shall I say?
    My credit now stands on such slippery ground,
    That one of two bad ways you must conceit me,
    Either a coward or a flatterer.
    That I did love thee, Caesar, O, 'tis true!
    If then thy spirit look upon us now,
    Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death
    To see thy Antony making his peace,
    Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,
    Most noble! In the presence of thy corse?
    Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds,
    Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood,
    It would become me better than to close
    In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 
    Pardon me, Julius! Here wast thou bay'd, brave hart,
    Here didst thou fall, and here thy hunters stand,
    Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy Lethe.
    O world, thou wast the forest to this hart,
    And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.
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    How like a deer strucken by many princes
    Dost thou here lie!
  CASSIUS. Mark Antony-
  ANTONY. Pardon me, Caius Cassius.
    The enemies of Caesar shall say this:
    Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty.
  CASSIUS. I blame you not for praising Caesar so;
    But what compact mean you to have with us?
    Will you be prick'd in number of our friends,
    Or shall we on, and not depend on you?
  ANTONY. Therefore I took your hands, but was indeed
    Sway'd from the point by looking down on Caesar.
    Friends am I with you all and love you all,
    Upon this hope that you shall give me reasons
    Why and wherein Caesar was dangerous. 
  BRUTUS. Or else were this a savage spectacle.
    Our reasons are so full of good regard
    That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar,
    You should be satisfied.
  ANTONY. That's all I seek;
    And am moreover suitor that I may
    Produce his body to the marketplace,
    And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend,
    Speak in the order of his funeral.
  BRUTUS. You shall, Mark Antony.
  CASSIUS. Brutus, a word with you.
    [Aside to Brutus.] You know not what you do. Do not consent
    That Antony speak in his funeral.
    Know you how much the people may be moved
    By that which he will utter?
  BRUTUS. By your pardon,
    I will myself into the pulpit first,
    And show the reason of our Caesar's death.
    What Antony shall speak, I will protest
    He speaks by leave and by permission, 
    And that we are contented Caesar shall
    Have all true rites and lawful ceremonies.
    It shall advantage more than do us wrong.
  CASSIUS. I know not what may fall; I like it not.

234



  BRUTUS. Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar's body.
    You shall not in your funeral speech blame us,
    But speak all good you can devise of Caesar,
    And say you do't by our permission,
    Else shall you not have any hand at all
    About his funeral. And you shall speak
    In the same pulpit whereto I am going,
    After my speech is ended.
  ANTONY. Be it so,
    I do desire no more.
  BRUTUS. Prepare the body then, and follow us.
                                          Exeunt all but Antony.
  ANTONY. O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth,
    That I am meek and gentle with these butchers!
    Thou art the ruins of the noblest man
    That ever lived in the tide of times. 
    Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood!
    Over thy wounds now do I prophesy
    (Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips
    To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue)
    A curse shall light upon the limbs of men;
    Domestic fury and fierce civil strife
    Shall cumber all the parts of Italy;
    Blood and destruction shall be so in use,
    And dreadful objects so familiar,
    That mothers shall but smile when they behold
    Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war;
    All pity choked with custom of fell deeds,
    And Caesar's spirit ranging for revenge,
    With Ate by his side come hot from hell,
    Shall in these confines with a monarch's voice
    Cry "Havoc!" and let slip the dogs of war,
    That this foul deed shall smell above the earth
    With carrion men, groaning for burial.

                        Enter a Servant. 

    You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not?
  SERVANT. I do, Mark Antony.
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  ANTONY. Caesar did write for him to come to Rome.
  SERVANT. He did receive his letters, and is coming,
    And bid me say to you by word of mouth-
    O Caesar!                                     
Sees the body.
  ANTONY. Thy heart is big; get thee apart and weep.
    Passion, I see, is catching, for mine eyes,
    Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine,
    Began to water. Is thy master coming?
  SERVANT. He lies tonight within seven leagues of Rome.
  ANTONY. Post back with speed and tell him what hath chanced.
    Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
    No Rome of safety for Octavius yet;
    Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet stay awhile,
    Thou shalt not back till I have borne this corse
    Into the marketplace. There shall I try,
    In my oration, how the people take
    The cruel issue of these bloody men, 
    According to the which thou shalt discourse
    To young Octavius of the state of things.
    Lend me your hand.                
Exeunt with Caesar's body.

SCENE II.
The Forum.

Enter Brutus and Cassius, and a throng of Citizens.

  CITIZENS. We will be satisfied! Let us be satisfied!
  BRUTUS. Then follow me and give me audience, friends.
    Cassius, go you into the other street
    And part the numbers.
    Those that will hear me speak, let 'em stay here;
    Those that will follow Cassius, go with him;
    And public reasons shall be rendered
    Of Caesar's death.
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  FIRST CITIZEN. I will hear Brutus speak.
  SECOND CITIZEN. I will hear Cassius and compare their reasons,
    When severally we hear them rendered.
                               Exit Cassius, with some Citizens.
                                    Brutus goes into the pulpit.
  THIRD CITIZEN. The noble Brutus is ascended. Silence!
  BRUTUS. Be patient till the last.
    Romans, countrymen, and lovers! Hear me for my cause, and be
    silent, that you may hear. Believe me for mine honor, and have 
    respect to mine honor, that you may believe. Censure me in your
    wisdom, and awake your senses, that you may the better judge. If
    there be any in this assembly, any dear friend of Caesar's, to
    him I say that Brutus' love to Caesar was no less than his. If
    then that friend demand why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is
    my answer: Not that I loved Caesar less, but that I loved Rome
    more. Had you rather Caesar were living and die all slaves, than
    that Caesar were dead to live all freemen? As Caesar loved me, I
    weep for him; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was
    valiant, I honor him; but as he was ambitious, I slew him. There
    is tears for his love, joy for his fortune, honor for his valor,
    and death for his ambition. Who is here so base that would be a
    bondman? If any, speak, for him have I offended. Who is here so
    rude that would not be a Roman? If any, speak, for him have I
    offended. Who is here so vile that will not love his country? If
    any, speak, for him have I offended. I pause for a reply.
  ALL. None, Brutus, none.
  BRUTUS. Then none have I offended. I have done no more to Caesar
    than you shall do to Brutus. The question of his death is
    enrolled in the Capitol, his glory not extenuated, wherein he was 
    worthy, nor his offenses enforced, for which he suffered death.

              Enter Antony and others, with Caesar's body.

    Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony, who, though he had
    no hand in his death, shall receive the benefit of his dying, a
    place in the commonwealth, as which of you shall not? With this I
    depart- that, as I slew my best lover for the good of Rome, I
    have the same dagger for myself, when it shall please my country
    to need my death.
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  ALL. Live, Brutus, live, live!
  FIRST CITIZEN. Bring him with triumph home unto his house.
  SECOND CITIZEN. Give him a statue with his ancestors.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Let him be Caesar.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. Caesar's better parts
    Shall be crown'd in Brutus.
  FIRST CITIZEN. We'll bring him to his house with shouts and
    clamors.
  BRUTUS. My countrymen-
  SECOND CITIZEN. Peace! Silence! Brutus speaks. 
  FIRST CITIZEN. Peace, ho!
  BRUTUS. Good countrymen, let me depart alone,
    And, for my sake, stay here with Antony.
    Do grace to Caesar's corse, and grace his speech
    Tending to Caesar's glories, which Mark Antony,
    By our permission, is allow'd to make.
    I do entreat you, not a man depart,
    Save I alone, till Antony have spoke.                  
Exit.
  FIRST CITIZEN. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Let him go up into the public chair;
    We'll hear him. Noble Antony, go up.
  ANTONY. For Brutus' sake, I am beholding to you.
                                           Goes into the pulpit.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. What does he say of Brutus?
  THIRD CITIZEN. He says, for Brutus' sake,
    He finds himself beholding to us all.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. 'Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus here.
  FIRST CITIZEN. This Caesar was a tyrant.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Nay, that's certain.
    We are blest that Rome is rid of him. 
  SECOND CITIZEN. Peace! Let us hear what Antony can say.
  ANTONY. You gentle Romans-
  ALL. Peace, ho! Let us hear him.
  ANTONY. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears!
    I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.
    The evil that men do lives after them,
    The good is oft interred with their bones;
    So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus
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    Hath told you Caesar was ambitious;
    If it were so, it was a grievous fault,
    And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it.
    Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest-
    For Brutus is an honorable man;
    So are they all, all honorable men-
    Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral.
    He was my friend, faithful and just to me;
    But Brutus says he was ambitious,
    And Brutus is an honorable man.
    He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
    Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill. 
    Did this in Caesar seem ambitious?
    When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept;
    Ambition should be made of sterner stuff:
    Yet Brutus says he was ambitious,
    And Brutus is an honorable man.
    You all did see that on the Lupercal
    I thrice presented him a kingly crown,
    Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition?
    Yet Brutus says he was ambitious,
    And sure he is an honorable man.
    I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,
    But here I am to speak what I do know.
    You all did love him once, not without cause;
    What cause withholds you then to mourn for him?
    O judgement, thou art fled to brutish beasts,
    And men have lost their reason. Bear with me;
    My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,
    And I must pause till it come back to me.
  FIRST CITIZEN. Methinks there is much reason in his sayings.
  SECOND CITIZEN. If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
    Caesar has had great wrong.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Has he, masters?
    I fear there will a worse come in his place.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. Mark'd ye his words? He would not take the crown;
    Therefore 'tis certain he was not ambitious.
  FIRST CITIZEN. If it be found so, some will dear abide it.
  SECOND CITIZEN. Poor soul, his eyes are red as fire with weeping.
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  THIRD CITIZEN. There's not a nobler man in Rome than Antony.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. Now mark him, he begins again to speak.
  ANTONY. But yesterday the word of Caesar might
    Have stood against the world. Now lies he there,
    And none so poor to do him reverence.
    O masters! If I were disposed to stir
    Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,
    I should do Brutus wrong and Cassius wrong,
    Who, you all know, are honorable men.
    I will not do them wrong; I rather choose
    To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you,
    Than I will wrong such honorable men.
    But here's a parchment with the seal of Caesar; 
    I found it in his closet, 'tis his will.
    Let but the commons hear this testament-
    Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read-
    And they would go and kiss dead Caesar's wounds
    And dip their napkins in his sacred blood,
    Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
    And, dying, mention it within their wills,
    Bequeathing it as a rich legacy
    Unto their issue.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. We'll hear the will. Read it, Mark Antony.
  ALL. The will, the will! We will hear Caesar's will.
  ANTONY. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not read it;
    It is not meet you know how Caesar loved you.
    You are not wood, you are not stones, but men;
    And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar,
    It will inflame you, it will make you mad.
    'Tis good you know not that you are his heirs,
    For if you should, O, what would come of it!
  FOURTH CITIZEN. Read the will; we'll hear it, Antony.
    You shall read us the will, Caesar's will. 
  ANTONY. Will you be patient? Will you stay awhile?
    I have o'ershot myself to tell you of it.
    I fear I wrong the honorable men
    Whose daggers have stabb'd Caesar; I do fear it.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. They were traitors. Honorable men!
  ALL. The will! The testament!
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  SECOND CITIZEN. They were villains, murtherers. The will!
    Read the will!
  ANTONY. You will compel me then to read the will?
    Then make a ring about the corse of Caesar,
    And let me show you him that made the will.
    Shall I descend? And will you give me leave?
  ALL. Come down.
  SECOND CITIZEN. Descend.
                                  He comes down from the pulpit.
  THIRD CITIZEN. You shall have leave.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. A ring, stand round.
  FIRST CITIZEN. Stand from the hearse, stand from the body.
  SECOND CITIZEN. Room for Antony, most noble Antony.
  ANTONY. Nay, press not so upon me, stand far off. 
  ALL. Stand back; room, bear back!
  ANTONY. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now.
    You all do know this mantle. I remember
    The first time ever Caesar put it on;
    'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent,
    That day he overcame the Nervii.
    Look, in this place ran Cassius' dagger through;
    See what a rent the envious Casca made;
    Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd;
    And as he pluck'd his cursed steel away,
    Mark how the blood of Caesar follow'd it,
    As rushing out of doors, to be resolved
    If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no;
    For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's angel.
    Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar loved him!
    This was the most unkindest cut of all;
    For when the noble Caesar saw him stab,
    Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms,
    Quite vanquish'd him. Then burst his mighty heart,
    And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
    Even at the base of Pompey's statue,
    Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell.
    O, what a fall was there, my countrymen!
    Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
    Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us.
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    O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel
    The dint of pity. These are gracious drops.
    Kind souls, what weep you when you but behold
    Our Caesar's vesture wounded? Look you here,
    Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors.
  FIRST CITIZEN. O piteous spectacle!
  SECOND CITIZEN. O noble Caesar!
  THIRD CITIZEN. O woeful day!
  FOURTH CITIZEN. O traitors villains!
  FIRST CITIZEN. O most bloody sight!
  SECOND CITIZEN. We will be revenged.
  ALL. Revenge! About! Seek! Burn! Fire! Kill!
    Slay! Let not a traitor live!
  ANTONY. Stay, countrymen.
  FIRST CITIZEN. Peace there! Hear the noble Antony. 
  SECOND CITIZEN. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die with
    him.
  ANTONY. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up
    To such a sudden flood of mutiny.
    They that have done this deed are honorable.
    What private griefs they have, alas, I know not,
    That made them do it. They are wise and honorable,
    And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.
    I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts.
    I am no orator, as Brutus is;
    But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,
    That love my friend, and that they know full well
    That gave me public leave to speak of him.
    For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
    Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech,
    To stir men's blood. I only speak right on;
    I tell you that which you yourselves do know;
    Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor dumb mouths,
    And bid them speak for me. But were I Brutus,
    And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
    Would ruffle up your spirits and put a tongue
    In every wound of Caesar that should move
    The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.
  ALL. We'll mutiny.

242



  FIRST CITIZEN. We'll burn the house of Brutus.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Away, then! Come, seek the conspirators.
  ANTONY. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me speak.
  ALL. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, most noble Antony!
  ANTONY. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what.
    Wherein hath Caesar thus deserved your loves?
    Alas, you know not; I must tell you then.
    You have forgot the will I told you of.
  ALL. Most true, the will! Let's stay and hear the will.
  ANTONY. Here is the will, and under Caesar's seal.
    To every Roman citizen he gives,
    To every several man, seventy-five drachmas.
  SECOND CITIZEN. Most noble Caesar! We'll revenge his death.
  THIRD CITIZEN. O royal Caesar!
  ANTONY. Hear me with patience.
  ALL. Peace, ho! 
  ANTONY. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,
    His private arbors, and new-planted orchards,
    On this side Tiber; he hath left them you,
    And to your heirs forever- common pleasures,
    To walk abroad and recreate yourselves.
    Here was a Caesar! When comes such another?
  FIRST CITIZEN. Never, never. Come, away, away!
    We'll burn his body in the holy place
    And with the brands fire the traitors' houses.
    Take up the body.
  SECOND CITIZEN. Go fetch fire.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Pluck down benches.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. Pluck down forms, windows, anything.
                                  Exeunt Citizens with the body.
  ANTONY. Now let it work. Mischief, thou art afoot,
    Take thou what course thou wilt.

                        Enter a Servant.

    How now, fellow? 
  SERVANT. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome.
  ANTONY. Where is he?
  SERVANT. He and Lepidus are at Caesar's house.
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  ANTONY. And thither will I straight to visit him.
    He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry,
    And in this mood will give us anything.
  SERVANT. I heard him say Brutus and Cassius
    Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome.
  ANTONY. Be like they had some notice of the people,
    How I had moved them. Bring me to Octavius.          
Exeunt.

SCENE III.
A street.

Enter Cinna the poet.

  CINNA. I dreamt tonight that I did feast with Caesar,
    And things unluckily charge my fantasy.
    I have no will to wander forth of doors,
    Yet something leads me forth.

                        Enter Citizens.

  FIRST CITIZEN. What is your name?
  SECOND CITIZEN. Whither are you going?
  THIRD CITIZEN. Where do you dwell?
  FOURTH CITIZEN. Are you a married man or a bachelor?
  SECOND CITIZEN. Answer every man directly.
  FIRST CITIZEN. Ay, and briefly.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. Ay, and wisely.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Ay, and truly, you were best.
  CINNA. What is my name? Whither am I going? Where do I dwell? Am I
    a married man or a bachelor? Then, to answer every man directly 
    and briefly, wisely and truly: wisely I say, I am a bachelor.
  SECOND CITIZEN. That's as much as to say they are fools that marry.
    You'll bear me a bang for that, I fear. Proceed directly.
  CINNA. Directly, I am going to Caesar's funeral.
  FIRST CITIZEN. As a friend or an enemy?
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  CINNA. As a friend.
  SECOND CITIZEN. That matter is answered directly.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. For your dwelling, briefly.
  CINNA. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Your name, sir, truly.
  CINNA. Truly, my name is Cinna.
  FIRST CITIZEN. Tear him to pieces, he's a conspirator.
  CINNA. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for his bad
    verses.
  CINNA. I am not Cinna the conspirator.
  FOURTH CITIZEN. It is no matter, his name's Cinna. Pluck but his
    name out of his heart, and turn him going.
  THIRD CITIZEN. Tear him, tear him! Come, brands, ho, firebrands. To
    Brutus', to Cassius'; burn all. Some to Decius' house, and some 
    to Casca's, some to Ligarius'. Away, go!             
Exeunt.

Review Questions

ACT IV. SCENE I.
A house in Rome. Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus, seated at a
table.

  ANTONY. These many then shall die, their names are prick'd.
  OCTAVIUS. Your brother too must die; consent you, Lepidus?
  LEPIDUS. I do consent-
  OCTAVIUS. Prick him down, Antony.
  LEPIDUS. Upon condition Publius shall not live,
    Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony.
  ANTONY. He shall not live; look, with a spot I damn him.
    But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar's house,
    Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine
    How to cut off some charge in legacies.
  LEPIDUS. What, shall I find you here?
  OCTAVIUS. Or here, or at the Capitol.            
Exit Lepidus.
  ANTONY. This is a slight unmeritable man,
    Meet to be sent on errands. Is it fit,
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    The three-fold world divided, he should stand
    One of the three to share it?
  OCTAVIUS. So you thought him,
    And took his voice who should be prick'd to die 
    In our black sentence and proscription.
  ANTONY. Octavius, I have seen more days than you,
    And though we lay these honors on this man
    To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads,
    He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold,
    To groan and sweat under the business,
    Either led or driven, as we point the way;
    And having brought our treasure where we will,
    Then take we down his load and turn him off,
    Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears
    And graze in commons.
  OCTAVIUS. You may do your will,
    But he's a tried and valiant soldier.
  ANTONY. So is my horse, Octavius, and for that
    I do appoint him store of provender.
    It is a creature that I teach to fight,
    To wind, to stop, to run directly on,
    His corporal motion govern'd by my spirit.
    And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so:
    He must be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth; 
    A barren-spirited fellow, one that feeds
    On objects, arts, and imitations,
    Which, out of use and staled by other men,
    Begin his fashion. Do not talk of him
    But as a property. And now, Octavius,
    Listen great things. Brutus and Cassius
    Are levying powers; we must straight make head;
    Therefore let our alliance be combined,
    Our best friends made, our means stretch'd;
    And let us presently go sit in council,
    How covert matters may be best disclosed,
    And open perils surest answered.
  OCTAVIUS. Let us do so, for we are at the stake,
    And bay'd about with many enemies;
    And some that smile have in their hearts, I fear,
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    Millions of mischiefs.                               
Exeunt.

SCENE II.
Camp near Sardis. Before Brutus' tent. Drum.

Enter Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius, and Soldiers; Titinius and
Pindarus meet them.

  BRUTUS. Stand, ho!
  LUCILIUS. Give the word, ho, and stand.
  BRUTUS. What now, Lucilius, is Cassius near?
  LUCILIUS. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come
    To do you salutation from his master.
  BRUTUS. He greets me well. Your master, Pindarus,
    In his own change, or by ill officers,
    Hath given me some worthy cause to wish
    Things done undone; but if he be at hand,
    I shall be satisfied.
  PINDARUS. I do not doubt
    But that my noble master will appear
    Such as he is, full of regard and honor.
  BRUTUS. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius,
    How he received you. Let me be resolved.
  LUCILIUS. With courtesy and with respect enough, 
    But not with such familiar instances,
    Nor with such free and friendly conference,
    As he hath used of old.
  BRUTUS. Thou hast described
    A hot friend cooling. Ever note, Lucilius,
    When love begins to sicken and decay
    It useth an enforced ceremony.
    There are no tricks in plain and simple faith;
    But hollow men, like horses hot at hand,
    Make gallant show and promise of their mettle;
    But when they should endure the bloody spur,
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    They fall their crests and like deceitful jades
    Sink in the trial. Comes his army on?
  LUCILIUS. They meant his night in Sard is to be quarter'd;
    The greater part, the horse in general,
    Are come with Cassius.                     
Low march within.
  BRUTUS. Hark, he is arrived.
    March gently on to meet him.

                  Enter Cassius and his Powers. 

  CASSIUS. Stand, ho!
  BRUTUS. Stand, ho! Speak the word along.
  FIRST SOLDIER. Stand!
  SECOND SOLDIER. Stand!
  THIRD SOLDIER. Stand!
  CASSIUS. Most noble brother, you have done me wrong.
  BRUTUS. Judge me, you gods! Wrong I mine enemies?
    And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother?
  CASSIUS. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides wrongs,
    And when you do them-
  BRUTUS. Cassius, be content,
    Speak your griefs softly, I do know you well.
    Before the eyes of both our armies here,
    Which should perceive nothing but love from us,
    Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away;
    Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs,
    And I will give you audience.
  CASSIUS. Pindarus,
    Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
    A little from this ground.
  BRUTUS. Lucilius, do you the like, and let no man
    Come to our tent till we have done our conference.
    Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door.             
Exeunt.

SCENE III.
Brutus' tent.
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Enter Brutus and Cassius.

  CASSIUS. That you have wrong'd me doth appear in this:
    You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella
    For taking bribes here of the Sardians,
    Wherein my letters, praying on his side,
    Because I knew the man, were slighted off.
  BRUTUS. You wrong'd yourself to write in such a case.
  CASSIUS. In such a time as this it is not meet
    That every nice offense should bear his comment.
  BRUTUS. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself
    Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm,
    To sell and mart your offices for gold
    To undeservers.
  CASSIUS. I an itching palm?
    You know that you are Brutus that speaks this,
    Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last.
  BRUTUS. The name of Cassius honors this corruption,
    And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 
  CASSIUS. Chastisement?
  BRUTUS. Remember March, the ides of March remember.
    Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake?
    What villain touch'd his body, that did stab,
    And not for justice? What, shall one of us,
    That struck the foremost man of all this world
    But for supporting robbers, shall we now
    Contaminate our fingers with base bribes
    And sell the mighty space of our large honors
    For so much trash as may be grasped thus?
    I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
    Than such a Roman.
  CASSIUS. Brutus, bait not me,
    I'll not endure it. You forget yourself
    To hedge me in. I am a soldier, I,
    Older in practice, abler than yourself
    To make conditions.
  BRUTUS. Go to, you are not, Cassius.
  CASSIUS. I am.
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  BRUTUS. I say you are not. 
  CASSIUS. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself;
    Have mind upon your health, tempt me no farther.
  BRUTUS. Away, slight man!
  CASSIUS. Is't possible?
  BRUTUS. Hear me, for I will speak.
    Must I give way and room to your rash choler?
    Shall I be frighted when a madman stares?
  CASSIUS. O gods, ye gods! Must I endure all this?
  BRUTUS. All this? Ay, more. Fret till your proud heart break.
    Go show your slaves how choleric you are,
    And make your bondmen tremble. Must I bouge?
    Must I observe you? Must I stand and crouch
    Under your testy humor? By the gods,
    You shall digest the venom of your spleen,
    Though it do split you, for, from this day forth,
    I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,
    When you are waspish.
  CASSIUS. Is it come to this?
  BRUTUS. You say you are a better soldier:
    Let it appear so, make your vaunting true, 
    And it shall please me well. For mine own part,
    I shall be glad to learn of noble men.
  CASSIUS. You wrong me every way, you wrong me, Brutus.
    I said, an elder soldier, not a better.
    Did I say "better"?
  BRUTUS. If you did, I care not.
  CASSIUS. When Caesar lived, he durst not thus have moved me.
  BRUTUS. Peace, peace! You durst not so have tempted him.
  CASSIUS. I durst not?
  BRUTUS. No.
  CASSIUS. What, durst not tempt him?
  BRUTUS. For your life you durst not.
  CASSIUS. Do not presume too much upon my love;
    I may do that I shall be sorry for.
  BRUTUS. You have done that you should be sorry for.
    There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats,
    For I am arm'd so strong in honesty,
    That they pass by me as the idle wind
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    Which I respect not. I did send to you
    For certain sums of gold, which you denied me, 
    For I can raise no money by vile means.
    By heaven, I had rather coin my heart
    And drop my blood for drachmas than to wring
    From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash
    By any indirection. I did send
    To you for gold to pay my legions,
    Which you denied me. Was that done like Cassius?
    Should I have answer'd Caius Cassius so?
    When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous
    To lock such rascal counters from his friends,
    Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts,
    Dash him to pieces!
  CASSIUS. I denied you not.
  BRUTUS. You did.
  CASSIUS. I did not. He was but a fool
    That brought my answer back. Brutus hath rived my heart.
    A friend should bear his friend's infirmities,
    But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
  BRUTUS. I do not, till you practise them on me.
  CASSIUS. You love me not. 
  BRUTUS. I do not like your faults.
  CASSIUS. A friendly eye could never see such faults.
  BRUTUS. A flatterer's would not, though they do appear
    As huge as high Olympus.
  CASSIUS. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come,
    Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,
    For Cassius is aweary of the world:
    Hated by one he loves; braved by his brother;
    Check'd like a bondman; all his faults observed,
    Set in a notebook, learn'd and conn'd by rote,
    To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep
    My spirit from mine eyes! There is my dagger,
    And here my naked breast; within, a heart
    Dearer than Pluto's mine, richer than gold.
    If that thou best a Roman, take it forth;
    I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart.
    Strike, as thou didst at Caesar, for I know,

251



    When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst him better
    Than ever thou lovedst Cassius.
  BRUTUS. Sheathe your dagger. 
    Be angry when you will, it shall have scope;
    Do what you will, dishonor shall be humor.
    O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb,
    That carries anger as the flint bears fire,
    Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark
    And straight is cold again.
  CASSIUS. Hath Cassius lived
    To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,
    When grief and blood ill-temper'd vexeth him?
  BRUTUS. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper'd too.
  CASSIUS. Do you confess so much? Give me your hand.
  BRUTUS. And my heart too.
  CASSIUS. O Brutus!
  BRUTUS. What's the matter?
  CASSIUS. Have not you love enough to bear with me
    When that rash humor which my mother gave me
    Makes me forgetful?
  BRUTUS. Yes, Cassius, and from henceforth,
    When you are overearnest with your Brutus,
    He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 
  POET. [Within.] Let me go in to see the generals.
    There is some grudge between 'em, 'tis not meet
    They be alone.
  LUCILIUS. [Within.] You shall not come to them.
  POET. [Within.] Nothing but death shall stay me.

      Enter Poet, followed by Lucilius, Titinius, and Lucius.

  CASSIUS. How now, what's the matter?
  POET. For shame, you generals! What do you mean?
    Love, and be friends, as two such men should be;
    For I have seen more years, I'm sure, than ye.
  CASSIUS. Ha, ha! How vilely doth this cynic rhyme!
  BRUTUS. Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow, hence!
  CASSIUS. Bear with him, Brutus; 'tis his fashion.
  BRUTUS. I'll know his humor when he knows his time.
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    What should the wars do with these jigging fools?
    Companion, hence!
  CASSIUS. Away, away, be gone!                       
Exit Poet.
  BRUTUS. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
    Prepare to lodge their companies tonight.
  CASSIUS. And come yourselves and bring Messala with you
    Immediately to us.             
Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius.
  BRUTUS. Lucius, a bowl of wine!                   
Exit Lucius.
  CASSIUS. I did not think you could have been so angry.
  BRUTUS. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs.
  CASSIUS. Of your philosophy you make no use,
    If you give place to accidental evils.
  BRUTUS. No man bears sorrow better. Portia is dead.
  CASSIUS. Ha? Portia?
  BRUTUS. She is dead.
  CASSIUS. How 'scaped killing when I cross'd you so?
    O insupportable and touching loss!
    Upon what sickness?
  BRUTUS. Impatient of my absence,
    And grief that young Octavius with Mark Antony
    Have made themselves so strong- for with her death
    That tidings came- with this she fell distract,
    And (her attendants absent) swallow'd fire.
  CASSIUS. And died so? 
  BRUTUS. Even so.
  CASSIUS. O ye immortal gods!

               Re-enter Lucius, with wine and taper.

  BRUTUS. Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl of wine.
    In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius.              
Drinks.
  CASSIUS. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge.
  Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup;
  I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love.               
Drinks.
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  BRUTUS. Come in, Titinius!                        
Exit Lucius.

                 Re-enter Titinius, with Messala.

    Welcome, good Messala.
    Now sit we close about this taper here,
    And call in question our necessities.
  CASSIUS. Portia, art thou gone?
  BRUTUS. No more, I pray you.
    Messala, I have here received letters 
    That young Octavius and Mark Antony
    Come down upon us with a mighty power,
    Bending their expedition toward Philippi.
  MESSALA. Myself have letters of the selfsame tenure.
  BRUTUS. With what addition?
  MESSALA. That by proscription and bills of outlawry
    Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus
    Have put to death an hundred senators.
  BRUTUS. There in our letters do not well agree;
    Mine speak of seventy senators that died
    By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.
  CASSIUS. Cicero one!
  MESSALA. Cicero is dead,
    And by that order of proscription.
    Had you your letters from your wife, my lord?
  BRUTUS. No, Messala.
  MESSALA. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?
  BRUTUS. Nothing, Messala.
  MESSALA. That, methinks, is strange.
  BRUTUS. Why ask you? Hear you aught of her in yours? 
  MESSALA. No, my lord.
  BRUTUS. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.
  MESSALA. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell:
    For certain she is dead, and by strange manner.
  BRUTUS. Why, farewell, Portia. We must die, Messala.
    With meditating that she must die once
    I have the patience to endure it now.
  MESSALA. Even so great men great losses should endure.
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  CASSIUS. I have as much of this in art as you,
    But yet my nature could not bear it so.
  BRUTUS. Well, to our work alive. What do you think
    Of marching to Philippi presently?
  CASSIUS. I do not think it good.
  BRUTUS. Your reason?
  CASSIUS. This it is:
    'Tis better that the enemy seek us;
    So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers,
    Doing himself offense, whilst we lying still
    Are full of rest, defense, and nimbleness.
  BRUTUS. Good reasons must of force give place to better. 
    The people 'twixt Philippi and this ground
    Do stand but in a forced affection,
    For they have grudged us contribution.
    The enemy, marching along by them,
    By them shall make a fuller number up,
    Come on refresh'd, new-added, and encouraged;
    From which advantage shall we cut him off
    If at Philippi we do face him there,
    These people at our back.
  CASSIUS. Hear me, good brother.
  BRUTUS. Under your pardon. You must note beside
    That we have tried the utmost of our friends,
    Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe:
    The enemy increaseth every day;
    We, at the height, are ready to decline.
    There is a tide in the affairs of men
    Which taken at the flood leads on to fortune;
    Omitted, all the voyage of their life
    Is bound in shallows and in miseries.
    On such a full sea are we now afloat, 
    And we must take the current when it serves,
    Or lose our ventures.
  CASSIUS. Then, with your will, go on;
    We'll along ourselves and meet them at Philippi.
  BRUTUS. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,
    And nature must obey necessity,
    Which we will niggard with a little rest.
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    There is no more to say?
  CASSIUS. No more. Good night.
    Early tomorrow will we rise and hence.
  BRUTUS. Lucius!

                       Re-enter Lucius.

    My gown.                                        
Exit Lucius.
    Farewell, good Messala;
    Good night, Titinius; noble, noble Cassius,
    Good night and good repose.
  CASSIUS. O my dear brother!
    This was an ill beginning of the night. 
    Never come such division 'tween our souls!
    Let it not, Brutus.
  BRUTUS. Everything is well.
  CASSIUS. Good night, my lord.
  BRUTUS. Good night, good brother.
  TITINIUS. MESSALA. Good night, Lord Brutus.
  BRUTUS. Farewell, everyone.
                                          Exeunt all but Brutus.

               Re-enter Lucius, with the gown.

    Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument?
  LUCIUS. Here in the tent.
  BRUTUS. What, thou speak'st drowsily?
    Poor knave, I blame thee not, thou art o'erwatch'd.
    Call Claudio and some other of my men,
    I'll have them sleep on cushions in my tent.
  LUCIUS. Varro and Claudio!

                   Enter Varro and Claudio. 

  VARRO. Calls my lord?
  BRUTUS. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent and sleep;
    It may be I shall raise you by and by
    On business to my brother Cassius.
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  VARRO. So please you, we will stand and watch your pleasure.
  BRUTUS. I would not have it so. Lie down, good sirs.
    It may be I shall otherwise bethink me.
    Look Lucius, here's the book I sought for so;
    I put it in the pocket of my gown.
                                     Varro and Claudio lie down.
  LUCIUS. I was sure your lordship did not give it me.
  BRUTUS. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful.
    Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile,
    And touch thy instrument a strain or two?
  LUCIUS. Ay, my lord, an't please you.
  BRUTUS. It does, my boy.
    I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.
  LUCIUS. It is my duty, sir.
  BRUTUS. I should not urge thy duty past thy might; 
    I know young bloods look for a time of rest.
  LUCIUS. I have slept, my lord, already.
  BRUTUS. It was well done, and thou shalt sleep again;
    I will not hold thee long. If I do live,
    I will be good to thee.                   
Music, and a song.
    This is a sleepy tune. O murtherous slumber,
    Layest thou thy leaden mace upon my boy
    That plays thee music? Gentle knave, good night.
    I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee.
    If thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument;
    I'll take it from thee; and, good boy, good night.
    Let me see, let me see; is not the leaf turn'd down
    Where I left reading? Here it is, I think.        
Sits down.

                 Enter the Ghost of Caesar.

    How ill this taper burns! Ha, who comes here?
    I think it is the weakness of mine eyes
    That shapes this monstrous apparition.
    It comes upon me. Art thou anything? 
    Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil
    That makest my blood cold and my hair to stare?
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    Speak to me what thou art.
  GHOST. Thy evil spirit, Brutus.
  BRUTUS. Why comest thou?
  GHOST. To tell thee thou shalt see me at Philippi.
  BRUTUS. Well, then I shall see thee again?
  GHOST. Ay, at Philippi.
  BRUTUS. Why, I will see thee at Philippi then.     
Exit Ghost.
    Now I have taken heart thou vanishest.
    Ill spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.
    Boy! Lucius! Varro! Claudio! Sirs, awake!
    Claudio!
  LUCIUS. The strings, my lord, are false.
  BRUTUS. He thinks he still is at his instrument.
    Lucius, awake!
  LUCIUS. My lord?
  BRUTUS. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so criedst out?
  LUCIUS. My lord, I do not know that I did cry.
  BRUTUS. Yes, that thou didst. Didst thou see anything? 
  LUCIUS. Nothing, my lord.
  BRUTUS. Sleep again, Lucius. Sirrah Claudio!
    [To Varro.] Fellow thou, awake!
  VARRO. My lord?
  CLAUDIO. My lord?
  BRUTUS. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep?
  VARRO. CLAUDIO. Did we, my lord?
  BRUTUS. Ay, saw you anything?
  VARRO. No, my lord, I saw nothing.
  CLAUDIO. Nor I, my lord.
  BRUTUS. Go and commend me to my brother Cassius;
    Bid him set on his powers betimes before,
    And we will follow.
  VARRO. CLAUDIO. It shall be done, my lord.             
Exeunt.

Review Questions
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ACT V. SCENE I.
The plains of Philippi.

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army.

  OCTAVIUS. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered.
    You said the enemy would not come down,
    But keep the hills and upper regions.
    It proves not so. Their battles are at hand;
    They mean to warn us at Philippi here,
    Answering before we do demand of them.
  ANTONY. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know
    Wherefore they do it. They could be content
    To visit other places, and come down
    With fearful bravery, thinking by this face
    To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage;
    But 'tis not so.

                    Enter a Messenger.

  MESSENGER. Prepare you, generals.
    The enemy comes on in gallant show; 
    Their bloody sign of battle is hung out,
    And something to be done immediately.
  ANTONY. Octavius, lead your battle softly on,
    Upon the left hand of the even field.
  OCTAVIUS. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left.
  ANTONY. Why do you cross me in this exigent?
  OCTAVIUS. I do not cross you, but I will do so.

      March. Drum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their Army;
           Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, and others.

  BRUTUS. They stand, and would have parley.
  CASSIUS. Stand fast, Titinius; we must out and talk.
  OCTAVIUS. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle?
  ANTONY. No, Caesar, we will answer on their charge.
    Make forth, the generals would have some words.
  OCTAVIUS. Stir not until the signal not until the signal.
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  BRUTUS. Words before blows. Is it so, countrymen?
  OCTAVIUS. Not that we love words better, as you do.
  BRUTUS. Good words are better than bad strokes, Octavius. 
  ANTONY. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good words.
    Witness the hole you made in Caesar's heart,
    Crying "Long live! Hail, Caesar!"
  CASSIUS. Antony,
    The posture of your blows are yet unknown;
    But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,
    And leave them honeyless.
  ANTONY. Not stingless too.
  BRUTUS. O, yes, and soundless too,
    For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony,
    And very wisely threat before you sting.
  ANTONY. Villains! You did not so when your vile daggers
    Hack'd one another in the sides of Caesar.
    You show'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like hounds,
    And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Caesar's feet;
    Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind
    Strooke Caesar on the neck. O you flatterers!
  CASSIUS. Flatterers? Now, Brutus, thank yourself.
    This tongue had not offended so today,
    If Cassius might have ruled. 
  OCTAVIUS. Come, come, the cause. If arguing make us sweat,
    The proof of it will turn to redder drops.
    Look,
    I draw a sword against conspirators;
    When think you that the sword goes up again?
    Never, till Caesar's three and thirty wounds
    Be well avenged, or till another Caesar
    Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors.
  BRUTUS. Caesar, thou canst not die by traitors' hands,
    Unless thou bring'st them with thee.
  OCTAVIUS. So I hope,
    I was not born to die on Brutus' sword.
  BRUTUS. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain,
    Young man, thou couldst not die more honorable.
  CASSIUS. A peevish school boy, worthless of such honor,
    Join'd with a masker and a reveler!
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  ANTONY. Old Cassius still!
  OCTAVIUS. Come, Antony, away!
    Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth.
    If you dare fight today, come to the field; 
    If not, when you have stomachs.
                        Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and their Army.
  CASSIUS. Why, now, blow and, swell billow, and swim bark!
    The storm is up, and all is on the hazard.
  BRUTUS. Ho, Lucilius! Hark, a word with you.
  LUCILIUS. [Stands forth.] My lord?
                             Brutus and Lucilius converse apart.
  CASSIUS. Messala!
  MESSALA. [Stands forth.] What says my general?
  CASSIUS. Messala,
    This is my birthday, as this very day
    Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand, Messala.
    Be thou my witness that, against my will,
    As Pompey was, am I compell'd to set
    Upon one battle all our liberties.
    You know that I held Epicurus strong,
    And his opinion. Now I change my mind,
    And partly credit things that do presage.
    Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign
    Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch'd, 
    Gorging and feeding from our soldiers' hands,
    Who to Philippi here consorted us.
    This morning are they fled away and gone,
    And in their steads do ravens, crows, and kites
    Fly o'er our heads and downward look on us,
    As we were sickly prey. Their shadows seem
    A canopy most fatal, under which
    Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost.
  MESSALA. Believe not so.
  CASSIUS. I but believe it partly,
    For I am fresh of spirit and resolved
    To meet all perils very constantly.
  BRUTUS. Even so, Lucilius.
  CASSIUS. Now, most noble Brutus,
    The gods today stand friendly that we may,
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    Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age!
    But, since the affairs of men rest still incertain,
    Let's reason with the worst that may befall.
    If we do lose this battle, then is this
    The very last time we shall speak together. 
    What are you then determined to do?
  BRUTUS. Even by the rule of that philosophy
    By which I did blame Cato for the death
    Which he did give himself- I know not how,
    But I do find it cowardly and vile,
    For fear of what might fall, so to prevent
    The time of life- arming myself with patience
    To stay the providence of some high powers
    That govern us below.
  CASSIUS. Then, if we lose this battle,
    You are contented to be led in triumph
    Thorough the streets of Rome?
  BRUTUS. No, Cassius, no. Think not, thou noble Roman,
    That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome;
    He bears too great a mind. But this same day
    Must end that work the ides of March begun.
    And whether we shall meet again I know not.
    Therefore our everlasting farewell take.
    Forever, and forever, farewell, Cassius!
    If we do meet again, why, we shall smile; 
    If not, why then this parting was well made.
  CASSIUS. Forever and forever farewell, Brutus!
    If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed;
    If not, 'tis true this parting was well made.
  BRUTUS. Why then, lead on. O, that a man might know
    The end of this day's business ere it come!
    But it sufficeth that the day will end,
    And then the end is known. Come, ho! Away!           
Exeunt.

SCENE II.
The field of battle.

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Messala.
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  BRUTUS. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these bills
    Unto the legions on the other side.             
Loud alarum.
    Let them set on at once, for I perceive
    But cold demeanor in Octavia's wing,
    And sudden push gives them the overthrow.
    Ride, ride, Messala. Let them all come down.         
Exeunt.

SCENE III.
Another part of the field.

Alarums. Enter Cassius and Titinius.

  CASSIUS. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly!
    Myself have to mine own turn'd enemy.
    This ensign here of mine was turning back;
    I slew the coward, and did take it from him.
  TITINIUS. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early,
    Who, having some advantage on Octavius,
    Took it too eagerly. His soldiers fell to spoil,
    Whilst we by Antony are all enclosed.

                       Enter Pindarus.

  PINDARUS. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off;
    Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord;
    Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off.
  CASSIUS. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius:
    Are those my tents where I perceive the fire?
  TITINIUS. They are, my lord. 
  CASSIUS. Titinius, if thou lovest me,
    Mount thou my horse and hide thy spurs in him,
    Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops
    And here again, that I may rest assured
    Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.
  TITINIUS. I will be here again, even with a thought.     
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Exit.
  CASSIUS. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill;
    My sight was ever thick; regard Titinius,
    And tell me what thou notest about the field.
                                      Pindarus ascends the hill.
    This day I breathed first: time is come round,
    And where I did begin, there shall I end;
    My life is run his compass. Sirrah, what news?
  PINDARUS. [Above.] O my lord!
  CASSIUS. What news?
  PINDARUS. [Above.] Titinius is enclosed round about
    With horsemen, that make to him on the spur;
    Yet he spurs on. Now they are almost on him.
    Now, Titinius! Now some light. O, he lights too.
    He's ta'en [Shout.] And, hark! They shout for joy. 
  CASSIUS. Come down; behold no more.
    O, coward that I am, to live so long,
    To see my best friend ta'en before my face!
                                              Pindarus descends.
    Come hither, sirrah.
    In Parthia did I take thee prisoner,
    And then I swore thee, saving of thy life,
    That whatsoever I did bid thee do,
    Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath;
    Now be a freeman, and with this good sword,
    That ran through Caesar's bowels, search this bosom.
    Stand not to answer: here, take thou the hilts;
    And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now,
    Guide thou the sword. [Pindarus stabs him.] Caesar, thou art revenged,
    Even with the sword that kill'd thee.                  
Dies.
  PINDARUS. So, I am free, yet would not so have been,
    Durst I have done my will. O Cassius!
    Far from this country Pindarus shall run,
    Where never Roman shall take note of him.              
Exit. 

                Re-enter Titinius with Messala.
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  MESSALA. It is but change, Titinius, for Octavius
    Is overthrown by noble Brutus' power,
    As Cassius' legions are by Antony.
  TITINIUS. These tidings would well comfort Cassius.
  MESSALA. Where did you leave him?
  TITINIUS. All disconsolate,
    With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.
  MESSALA. Is not that he that lies upon the ground?
  TITINIUS. He lies not like the living. O my heart!
  MESSALA. Is not that he?
  TITINIUS. No, this was he, Messala,
    But Cassius is no more. O setting sun,
    As in thy red rays thou dost sink to night,
    So in his red blood Cassius' day is set,
    The sun of Rome is set! Our day is gone;
    Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are done!
    Mistrust of my success hath done this deed. 
  MESSALA. Mistrust of good success hath done this deed.
    O hateful error, melancholy's child,
    Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men
    The things that are not? O error, soon conceived,
    Thou never comest unto a happy birth,
    But kill'st the mother that engender'd thee!
  TITINIUS. What, Pindarus! Where art thou, Pindarus?
  MESSALA. Seek him, Titinius, whilst I go to meet
    The noble Brutus, thrusting this report
    Into his ears. I may say "thrusting" it,
    For piercing steel and darts envenomed
    Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus
    As tidings of this sight.
  TITINIUS. Hie you, Messala,
    And I will seek for Pindarus the while.        Exit Messala.
    Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius?
    Did I not meet thy friends? And did not they
    Put on my brows this wreath of victory,
    And bid me give it thee? Didst thou not hear their shouts?
    Alas, thou hast misconstrued everything! 
    But, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow;
    Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I
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    Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace,
    And see how I regarded Caius Cassius.
    By your leave, gods, this is a Roman's part.
    Come, Cassius' sword, and find Titinius' heart.
                                                  Kills himself.

       Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus, young Cato, and others.

  BRUTUS. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie?
  MESSALA. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it.
  BRUTUS. Titinius' face is upward.
  CATO. He is slain.
  BRUTUS. O Julius Caesar, thou art mighty yet!
    Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords
    In our own proper entrails.                     
Low alarums.
  CATO. Brave Titinius!
    Look whe'er he have not crown'd dead Cassius! 
  BRUTUS. Are yet two Romans living such as these?
    The last of all the Romans, fare thee well!
    It is impossible that ever Rome
    Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe moe tears
    To this dead man than you shall see me pay.
    I shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time.
    Come therefore, and to Thasos send his body;
    His funerals shall not be in our camp,
    Lest it discomfort us. Lucilius, come,
    And come, young Cato; let us to the field.
    Labio and Flavio, set our battles on.
    'Tis three o'clock, and Romans, yet ere night
    We shall try fortune in a second fight.             
Exeunt.

SCENE IV.
Another part of the field.

Alarum. Enter, fighting, Soldiers of both armies; then Brutus,
young Cato, Lucilius, and others.

266



  BRUTUS. Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your heads!
  CATO. What bastard doth not? Who will go with me?
    I will proclaim my name about the field.
    I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho!
    A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend.
    I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho!
  BRUTUS. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I;
    Brutus, my country's friend; know me for Brutus!       Exit.
  LUCILIUS. O young and noble Cato, art thou down?
    Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius,
    And mayst be honor'd, being Cato's son.
  FIRST SOLDIER. Yield, or thou diest.
  LUCILIUS. Only I yield to die.
    [Offers money.] There is so much that thou wilt kill me straight:
    Kill Brutus, and be honor'd in his death.
  FIRST SOLDIER. We must not. A noble prisoner! 
  SECOND SOLDIER. Room, ho! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta'en.
  FIRST SOLDIER. I'll tell the news. Here comes the general.

                         Enter Antony.

    Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord.
  ANTONY. Where is he?
  LUCILIUS. Safe, Antony, Brutus is safe enough.
    I dare assure thee that no enemy
    Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus;
    The gods defend him from so great a shame!
    When you do find him, or alive or dead,
    He will be found like Brutus, like himself.
  ANTONY. This is not Brutus, friend, but, I assure you,
    A prize no less in worth. Keep this man safe,
    Give him all kindness; I had rather have
    Such men my friends than enemies. Go on,
    And see wheer Brutus be alive or dead,
    And bring us word unto Octavius' tent
    How everything is chanced.                           
Exeunt.
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SCENE V.
Another part of the field.

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and Volumnius.

  BRUTUS. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this rock.
  CLITUS. Statilius show'd the torchlight, but, my lord,
    He came not back. He is or ta'en or slain.
  BRUTUS. Sit thee down, Clitus. Slaying is the word:
    It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus.        
Whispers.
  CLITUS. What, I, my lord? No, not for all the world.
  BRUTUS. Peace then, no words.
  CLITUS. I'll rather kill myself.
  BRUTUS. Hark thee, Dardanius.                        
Whispers.
  DARDANIUS. Shall I do such a deed?
  CLITUS. O Dardanius!
  DARDANIUS. O Clitus!
  CLITUS. What ill request did Brutus make to thee?
  DARDANIUS. To kill him, Clitus. Look, he meditates.
  CLITUS. Now is that noble vessel full of grief,
    That it runs over even at his eyes.
  BRUTUS. Come hither, good Volumnius, list a word. 
  VOLUMNIUS. What says my lord?
  BRUTUS. Why, this, Volumnius:
    The ghost of Caesar hath appear'd to me
    Two several times by night; at Sardis once,
    And this last night here in Philippi fields.
    I know my hour is come.
  VOLUMNIUS. Not so, my lord.
  BRUTUS. Nay I am sure it is, Volumnius.
    Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes;
    Our enemies have beat us to the pit;            
Low alarums.
    It is more worthy to leap in ourselves
    Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius,
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    Thou know'st that we two went to school together;
    Even for that our love of old, I prithee,
    Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it.
  VOLUMNIUS. That's not an office for a friend, my lord.
                                                   Alarum still.
  CLITUS. Fly, fly, my lord, there is no tarrying here.
  BRUTUS. Farewell to you, and you, and you, Volumnius.
    Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep; 
    Farewell to thee too, Strato. Countrymen,
    My heart doth joy that yet in all my life
    I found no man but he was true to me.
    I shall have glory by this losing day,
    More than Octavius and Mark Antony
    By this vile conquest shall attain unto.
    So, fare you well at once, for Brutus' tongue
    Hath almost ended his life's history.
    Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would rest
    That have but labor'd to attain this hour.
                            Alarum. Cry within, "Fly, fly, fly!"
  CLITUS. Fly, my lord, fly.
  BRUTUS. Hence! I will follow.
                        Exeunt Clitus, Dardanius, and Volumnius.
    I prithee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord.
    Thou art a fellow of a good respect;
    Thy life hath had some smatch of honor in it.
    Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face,
    While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato?
  STRATO. Give me your hand first. Fare you well, my lord. 
  BRUTUS. Farewell, good Strato.              
Runs on his sword.
    Caesar, now be still;
    I kill'd not thee with half so good a will.            
Dies.

     Alarum. Retreat. Enter Octavius, Antony, Messala, Lucilius, and the Army.

  OCTAVIUS. What man is that?
  MESSALA. My master's man. Strato, where is thy master?
  STRATO. Free from the bondage you are in, Messala:
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    The conquerors can but make a fire of him;
    For Brutus only overcame himself,
    And no man else hath honor by his death.
  LUCILIUS. So Brutus should be found. I thank thee, Brutus,
    That thou hast proved Lucilius' saying true.
  OCTAVIUS. All that served Brutus, I will entertain them.
    Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me?
  STRATO. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you.
  OCTAVIUS. Do so, good Messala.
  MESSALA. How died my master, Strato? 
  STRATO. I held the sword, and he did run on it.
  MESSALA. Octavius, then take him to follow thee
    That did the latest service to my master.
  ANTONY. This was the noblest Roman of them all.
    All the conspirators, save only he,
    Did that they did in envy of great Caesar;
    He only, in a general honest thought
    And common good to all, made one of them.
    His life was gentle, and the elements
    So mix'd in him that Nature might stand up
    And say to all the world, "This was a man!"
  OCTAVIUS. According to his virtue let us use him
    With all respect and rites of burial.
    Within my tent his bones tonight shall lie,
    Most like a soldier, ordered honorably.
    So call the field to rest, and let's away,
    To part the glories of this happy day.              

Exeunt.

THE END
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                            SCENE.--Verona; Mantua.

                        THE PROLOGUE

                        Enter Chorus.

  Chor. Two households, both alike in dignity,
    In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,
    From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,
    Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.
    From forth the fatal loins of these two foes
    A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life;
    Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows
    Doth with their death bury their parents' strife.
    The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love,
    And the continuance of their parents' rage,
    Which, but their children's end, naught could remove,
    Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage;
    The which if you with patient ears attend,
    What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.
                                                         [Exit.]

ACT I. Scene I.
Verona. A public place.

Enter Sampson and Gregory (with swords and bucklers) of the house
of Capulet.

  Samp. Gregory, on my word, we'll not carry coals.

  Greg. No, for then we should be colliers.
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  Samp. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw.

  Greg. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of collar.

  Samp. I strike quickly, being moved.

  Greg. But thou art not quickly moved to strike.

  Samp. A dog of the house of Montague moves me.

  Greg. To move is to stir, and to be valiant is to stand.
    Therefore, if thou art moved, thou runn'st away.

  Samp. A dog of that house shall move me to stand. I will take
    the wall of any man or maid of Montague's.

  Greg. That shows thee a weak slave; for the weakest goes to the
    wall.

  Samp. 'Tis true; and therefore women, being the weaker vessels,
    are ever thrust to the wall. Therefore I will push Montague's men
    from the wall and thrust his maids to the wall.

  Greg. The quarrel is between our masters and us their men.

  Samp. 'Tis all one. I will show myself a tyrant. When I have
    fought with the men, I will be cruel with the maids- I will cut off
    their heads.

  Greg. The heads of the maids?

  Samp. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maidenheads.
    Take it in what sense thou wilt.

  Greg. They must take it in sense that feel it.

  Samp. Me they shall feel while I am able to stand; and 'tis known I
    am a pretty piece of flesh.

273



  Greg. 'Tis well thou art not fish; if thou hadst, thou hadst
    been poor-John. Draw thy tool! Here comes two of the house of
    Montagues.

           Enter two other Servingmen [Abram and Balthasar].

  Samp. My naked weapon is out. Quarrel! I will back thee.

  Greg. How? turn thy back and run?

  Samp. Fear me not.

  Greg. No, marry. I fear thee!

  Samp. Let us take the law of our sides; let them begin.

  Greg. I will frown as I pass by, and let them take it as they list.

  Samp. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at them; which is
    disgrace to them, if they bear it.

  Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

  Samp. I do bite my thumb, sir.

  Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

  Samp. [aside to Gregory] Is the law of our side if I say ay?

  Greg. [aside to Sampson] No.

  Samp. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir; but I bite my
    thumb, sir.

  Greg. Do you quarrel, sir?

  Abr. Quarrel, sir? No, sir.
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  Samp. But if you do, sir, am for you. I serve as good a man as
    you.

  Abr. No better.

  Samp. Well, sir.

                        Enter Benvolio.

  Greg. [aside to Sampson] Say 'better.' Here comes one of my
    master's kinsmen.

  Samp. Yes, better, sir.

  Abr. You lie.

  Samp. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy swashing blow.
                                                     They fight.

  Ben. Part, fools! [Beats down their swords.]
    Put up your swords. You know not what you do.

                          Enter Tybalt.

  Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these heartless hinds?
    Turn thee Benvolio! look upon thy death.

  Ben. I do but keep the peace. Put up thy sword,
    Or manage it to part these men with me.

  Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peace? I hate the word
    As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee.
    Have at thee, coward!                            They fight.

     Enter an officer, and three or four Citizens with clubs or
                          partisans.
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  Officer. Clubs, bills, and partisans! Strike! beat them down!

  Citizens. Down with the Capulets! Down with the Montagues!

           Enter Old Capulet in his gown, and his Wife.

  Cap. What noise is this? Give me my long sword, ho!

  Wife. A crutch, a crutch! Why call you for a sword?

  Cap. My sword, I say! Old Montague is come
    And flourishes his blade in spite of me.

                 Enter Old Montague and his Wife.

  Mon. Thou villain Capulet!- Hold me not, let me go.

  M. Wife. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek a foe.

                Enter Prince Escalus, with his Train.

  Prince. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,
    Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel-
    Will they not hear? What, ho! you men, you beasts,
    That quench the fire of your pernicious rage
    With purple fountains issuing from your veins!
    On pain of torture, from those bloody hands
    Throw your mistempered weapons to the ground
    And hear the sentence of your moved prince.
    Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word
    By thee, old Capulet, and Montague,
    Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets
    And made Verona's ancient citizens
    Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments
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    To wield old partisans, in hands as old,
    Cank'red with peace, to part your cank'red hate.
    If ever you disturb our streets again,
    Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.
    For this time all the rest depart away.
    You, Capulet, shall go along with me;
    And, Montague, come you this afternoon,
    To know our farther pleasure in this case,
    To old Freetown, our common judgment place.
    Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.
              Exeunt [all but Montague, his Wife, and Benvolio].

  Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach?
    Speak, nephew, were you by when it began?

  Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary
    And yours, close fighting ere I did approach.
    I drew to part them. In the instant came
    The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar'd;
    Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears,
    He swung about his head and cut the winds,
    Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss'd him in scorn.
    While we were interchanging thrusts and blows,
    Came more and more, and fought on part and part,
    Till the Prince came, who parted either part.

  M. Wife. O, where is Romeo? Saw you him to-day?
    Right glad I am he was not at this fray.

  Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp'd sun
    Peer'd forth the golden window of the East,
    A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad;
    Where, underneath the grove of sycamore
    That westward rooteth from the city's side,
    So early walking did I see your son.
    Towards him I made; but he was ware of me
    And stole into the covert of the wood.
    I- measuring his affections by my own,
    Which then most sought where most might not be found,
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    Being one too many by my weary self-
    Pursu'd my humour, not Pursuing his,
    And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me.

  Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen,
    With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew,
    Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs;
    But all so soon as the all-cheering sun
    Should in the furthest East bean to draw
    The shady curtains from Aurora's bed,
    Away from light steals home my heavy son
    And private in his chamber pens himself,
    Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight
    And makes himself an artificial night.
    Black and portentous must this humour prove
    Unless good counsel may the cause remove.

  Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause?

  Mon. I neither know it nor can learn of him

  Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means?

  Mon. Both by myself and many other friend;
    But he, his own affections' counsellor,
    Is to himself- I will not say how true-
    But to himself so secret and so close,
    So far from sounding and discovery,
    As is the bud bit with an envious worm
    Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air
    Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.
    Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow,
    We would as willingly give cure as know.

                       Enter Romeo.

  Ben. See, where he comes. So please you step aside,
    I'll know his grievance, or be much denied.
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  Mon. I would thou wert so happy by thy stay
    To hear true shrift. Come, madam, let's away,
                                     Exeunt [Montague and Wife].

  Ben. Good morrow, cousin.

  Rom. Is the day so young?

  Ben. But new struck nine.

  Rom. Ay me! sad hours seem long.
    Was that my father that went hence so fast?

  Ben. It was. What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours?

  Rom. Not having that which having makes them short.

  Ben. In love?

  Rom. Out-

  Ben. Of love?

  Rom. Out of her favour where I am in love.

  Ben. Alas that love, so gentle in his view,
    Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof!

  Rom. Alas that love, whose view is muffled still,
    Should without eyes see pathways to his will!
    Where shall we dine? O me! What fray was here?
    Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.
    Here's much to do with hate, but more with love.
    Why then, O brawling love! O loving hate!
    O anything, of nothing first create!
    O heavy lightness! serious vanity!
    Misshapen chaos of well-seeming forms!
    Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health!
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    Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is
    This love feel I, that feel no love in this.
    Dost thou not laugh?

  Ben. No, coz, I rather weep.

  Rom. Good heart, at what?

  Ben. At thy good heart's oppression.

  Rom. Why, such is love's transgression.
    Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast,
    Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest
    With more of thine. This love that thou hast shown
    Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.
    Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs;
    Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes;
    Being vex'd, a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears.
    What is it else? A madness most discreet,
    A choking gall, and a preserving sweet.
    Farewell, my coz.

  Ben. Soft! I will go along.
    An if you leave me so, you do me wrong.

  Rom. Tut! I have lost myself; I am not here:
    This is not Romeo, he's some other where.

  Ben. Tell me in sadness, who is that you love?

  Rom. What, shall I groan and tell thee?

  Ben. Groan? Why, no;
    But sadly tell me who.

  Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will.
    Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill!
    In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman.
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  Ben. I aim'd so near when I suppos'd you lov'd.

  Rom. A right good markman! And she's fair I love.

  Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit.

  Rom. Well, in that hit you miss. She'll not be hit
    With Cupid's arrow. She hath Dian's wit,
    And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd,
    From Love's weak childish bow she lives unharm'd.
    She will not stay the siege of loving terms,
    Nor bide th' encounter of assailing eyes,
    Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold.
    O, she's rich in beauty; only poor
    That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store.

  Ben. Then she hath sworn that she will still live chaste?

  Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge waste;
    For beauty, starv'd with her severity,
    Cuts beauty off from all posterity.
    She is too fair, too wise, wisely too fair,
    To merit bliss by making me despair.
    She hath forsworn to love, and in that vow
    Do I live dead that live to tell it now.

  Ben. Be rul'd by me: forget to think of her.

  Rom. O, teach me how I should forget to think!

  Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes.
    Examine other beauties.

  Rom. 'Tis the way
    To call hers (exquisite) in question more.
    These happy masks that kiss fair ladies' brows,
    Being black puts us in mind they hide the fair.
    He that is strucken blind cannot forget
    The precious treasure of his eyesight lost.
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    Show me a mistress that is passing fair,
    What doth her beauty serve but as a note
    Where I may read who pass'd that passing fair?
    Farewell. Thou canst not teach me to forget.

  Ben. I'll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt.      Exeunt.

Scene II.
A Street.

Enter Capulet, County Paris, and [Servant] -the Clown.

  Cap. But Montague is bound as well as I,
    In penalty alike; and 'tis not hard, I think,
    For men so old as we to keep the peace.

  Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both,
    And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds so long.
    But now, my lord, what say you to my suit?

  Cap. But saying o'er what I have said before:
    My child is yet a stranger in the world,
    She hath not seen the change of fourteen years;
    Let two more summers wither in their pride
    Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.

  Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made.

  Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early made.
    The earth hath swallowed all my hopes but she;
    She is the hopeful lady of my earth.
    But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart;
    My will to her consent is but a part.
    An she agree, within her scope of choice
    Lies my consent and fair according voice.
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    This night I hold an old accustom'd feast,
    Whereto I have invited many a guest,
    Such as I love; and you among the store,
    One more, most welcome, makes my number more.
    At my poor house look to behold this night
    Earth-treading stars that make dark heaven light.
    Such comfort as do lusty young men feel
    When well apparell'd April on the heel
    Of limping Winter treads, even such delight
    Among fresh female buds shall you this night
    Inherit at my house. Hear all, all see,
    And like her most whose merit most shall be;
    Which, on more view of many, mine, being one,
    May stand in number, though in reck'ning none.
    Come, go with me. [To Servant, giving him a paper] Go,
    sirrah, trudge about
    Through fair Verona; find those persons out
    Whose names are written there, and to them say,
    My house and welcome on their pleasure stay-
                                     Exeunt [Capulet and Paris].

  Serv. Find them out whose names are written here? It is written
    that the shoemaker should meddle with his yard and the tailor
    with his last, the fisher with his pencil and the painter
    with his nets; but I am sent to find those persons whose names are
    here writ, and can never find what names the writing person
    hath here writ. I must to the learned. In good time!

                   Enter Benvolio and Romeo.

  Ben. Tut, man, one fire burns out another's burning;
    One pain is lessoned by another's anguish;
    Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning;
    One desperate grief cures with another's languish.
    Take thou some new infection to thy eye,
    And the rank poison of the old will die.

  Rom. Your plantain leaf is excellent for that.
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  Ben. For what, I pray thee?

  Rom. For your broken shin.

  Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad?

  Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a madman is;
    Shut up in Prison, kept without my food,
    Whipp'd and tormented and- God-den, good fellow.

  Serv. God gi' go-den. I pray, sir, can you read?

  Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery.

  Serv. Perhaps you have learned it without book. But I pray, can
    you read anything you see?

  Rom. Ay, If I know the letters and the language.

  Serv. Ye say honestly. Rest you merry!

  Rom. Stay, fellow; I can read.                       He reads.

      'Signior Martino and his wife and daughters;
      County Anselmo and his beauteous sisters;
      The lady widow of Vitruvio;
      Signior Placentio and His lovely nieces;
      Mercutio and his brother Valentine;
      Mine uncle Capulet, his wife, and daughters;
      My fair niece Rosaline and Livia;
      Signior Valentio and His cousin Tybalt;
      Lucio and the lively Helena.'

    [Gives back the paper.] A fair assembly. Whither should they
    come?

  Serv. Up.
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  Rom. Whither?

  Serv. To supper, to our house.

  Rom. Whose house?

  Serv. My master's.

  Rom. Indeed I should have ask'd you that before.

  Serv. Now I'll tell you without asking. My master is the great
    rich Capulet; and if you be not of the house of Montagues, I pray
    come and crush a cup of wine. Rest you merry!               Exit.

  Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet's
    Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lov'st;
    With all the admired beauties of Verona.
    Go thither, and with unattainted eye
    Compare her face with some that I shall show,
    And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.

  Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye
    Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fires;
    And these, who, often drown'd, could never die,
    Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars!
    One fairer than my love? The all-seeing sun
    Ne'er saw her match since first the world begun.

  Ben. Tut! you saw her fair, none else being by,
    Herself pois'd with herself in either eye;
    But in that crystal scales let there be weigh'd
    Your lady's love against some other maid
    That I will show you shining at this feast,
    And she shall scant show well that now seems best.

  Rom. I'll go along, no such sight to be shown,
    But to rejoice in splendour of my own.              [Exeunt.]
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Scene III.
Capulet's house.

Enter Capulet's Wife, and Nurse.

  Wife. Nurse, where's my daughter? Call her forth to me.

  Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead at twelve year old,
    I bade her come. What, lamb! what ladybird!
    God forbid! Where's this girl? What, Juliet!

                         Enter Juliet.

  Jul. How now? Who calls?

  Nurse. Your mother.

  Jul. Madam, I am here.
    What is your will?

  Wife. This is the matter- Nurse, give leave awhile,
    We must talk in secret. Nurse, come back again;
    I have rememb'red me, thou's hear our counsel.
    Thou knowest my daughter's of a pretty age.

  Nurse. Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour.

  Wife. She's not fourteen.

  Nurse. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth-
    And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four-
    She is not fourteen. How long is it now
    To Lammastide?

  Wife. A fortnight and odd days.

286



  Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year,
    Come Lammas Eve at night shall she be fourteen.
    Susan and she (God rest all Christian souls!)
    Were of an age. Well, Susan is with God;
    She was too good for me. But, as I said,
    On Lammas Eve at night shall she be fourteen;
    That shall she, marry; I remember it well.
    'Tis since the earthquake now eleven years;
    And she was wean'd (I never shall forget it),
    Of all the days of the year, upon that day;
    For I had then laid wormwood to my dug,
    Sitting in the sun under the dovehouse wall.
    My lord and you were then at Mantua.
    Nay, I do bear a brain. But, as I said,
    When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple
    Of my dug and felt it bitter, pretty fool,
    To see it tetchy and fall out with the dug!
    Shake, quoth the dovehouse! 'Twas no need, I trow,
    To bid me trudge.
    And since that time it is eleven years,
    For then she could stand high-lone; nay, by th' rood,
    She could have run and waddled all about;
    For even the day before, she broke her brow;
    And then my husband (God be with his soul!
    'A was a merry man) took up the child.
    'Yea,' quoth he, 'dost thou fall upon thy face?
    Thou wilt fall backward when thou hast more wit;
    Wilt thou not, Jule?' and, by my holidam,
    The pretty wretch left crying, and said 'Ay.'
    To see now how a jest shall come about!
    I warrant, an I should live a thousand yeas,
    I never should forget it. 'Wilt thou not, Jule?' quoth he,
    And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said 'Ay.'

  Wife. Enough of this. I pray thee hold thy peace.

  Nurse. Yes, madam. Yet I cannot choose but laugh
    To think it should leave crying and say 'Ay.'
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    And yet, I warrant, it bad upon it brow
    A bump as big as a young cock'rel's stone;
    A perilous knock; and it cried bitterly.
    'Yea,' quoth my husband, 'fall'st upon thy face?
    Thou wilt fall backward when thou comest to age;
    Wilt thou not, Jule?' It stinted, and said 'Ay.'

  Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I.

  Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his grace!
    Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd.
    An I might live to see thee married once, I have my wish.

  Wife. Marry, that 'marry' is the very theme
    I came to talk of. Tell me, daughter Juliet,
    How stands your disposition to be married?

  Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of.

  Nurse. An honour? Were not I thine only nurse,
    I would say thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat.

  Wife. Well, think of marriage now. Younger than you,
    Here in Verona, ladies of esteem,
    Are made already mothers. By my count,
    I was your mother much upon these years
    That you are now a maid. Thus then in brief:
    The valiant Paris seeks you for his love.

  Nurse. A man, young lady! lady, such a man
    As all the world- why he's a man of wax.

  Wife. Verona's summer hath not such a flower.

  Nurse. Nay, he's a flower, in faith- a very flower.

  Wife. What say you? Can you love the gentleman?
    This night you shall behold him at our feast.
    Read o'er the volume of young Paris' face,
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    And find delight writ there with beauty's pen;
    Examine every married lineament,
    And see how one another lends content;
    And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies
    Find written in the margent of his eyes,
    This precious book of love, this unbound lover,
    To beautify him only lacks a cover.
    The fish lives in the sea, and 'tis much pride
    For fair without the fair within to hide.
    That book in many's eyes doth share the glory,
    That in gold clasps locks in the golden story;
    So shall you share all that he doth possess,
    By having him making yourself no less.

  Nurse. No less? Nay, bigger! Women grow by men

  Wife. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love?

  Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking move;
    But no more deep will I endart mine eye
    Than your consent gives strength to make it fly.

                        Enter Servingman.

  Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper serv'd up, you call'd,
    my young lady ask'd for, the nurse curs'd in the pantry, and
    everything in extremity. I must hence to wait. I beseech you
    follow straight.

  Wife. We follow thee.                       Exit [Servingman].
    Juliet, the County stays.

  Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days.
                                                         Exeunt.
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Scene IV.
A street.

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or six other Maskers;
Torchbearers.

  Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our excuse?
    Or shall we on without apology?

  Ben. The date is out of such prolixity.
    We'll have no Cupid hoodwink'd with a scarf,
    Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath,
    Scaring the ladies like a crowkeeper;
    Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke
    After the prompter, for our entrance;
    But, let them measure us by what they will,
    We'll measure them a measure, and be gone.

  Rom. Give me a torch. I am not for this ambling.
    Being but heavy, I will bear the light.

  Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you dance.

  Rom. Not I, believe me. You have dancing shoes
    With nimble soles; I have a soul of lead
    So stakes me to the ground I cannot move.

  Mer. You are a lover. Borrow Cupid's wings
    And soar with them above a common bound.

  Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft
    To soar with his light feathers; and so bound
    I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe.
    Under love's heavy burthen do I sink.

  Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burthen love-
    Too great oppression for a tender thing.
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  Rom. Is love a tender thing? It is too rough,
    Too rude, too boist'rous, and it pricks like thorn.

  Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love.
    Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down.
    Give me a case to put my visage in.
    A visor for a visor! What care I
    What curious eye doth quote deformities?
    Here are the beetle brows shall blush for me.

  Ben. Come, knock and enter; and no sooner in
    But every man betake him to his legs.

  Rom. A torch for me! Let wantons light of heart
    Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels;
    For I am proverb'd with a grandsire phrase,
    I'll be a candle-holder and look on;
    The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done.

  Mer. Tut! dun's the mouse, the constable's own word!
    If thou art Dun, we'll draw thee from the mire
    Of this sir-reverence love, wherein thou stick'st
    Up to the ears. Come, we burn daylight, ho!

  Rom. Nay, that's not so.

  Mer. I mean, sir, in delay
    We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day.
    Take our good meaning, for our judgment sits
    Five times in that ere once in our five wits.

  Rom. And we mean well, in going to this masque;
    But 'tis no wit to go.

  Mer. Why, may one ask?

  Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night.

  Mer. And so did I.

291



  Rom. Well, what was yours?

  Mer. That dreamers often lie.

  Rom. In bed asleep, while they do dream things true.

  Mer. O, then I see Queen Mab hath been with you.
    She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes
    In shape no bigger than an agate stone
    On the forefinger of an alderman,
    Drawn with a team of little atomies
    Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep;
    Her wagon spokes made of long spinners' legs,
    The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers;
    Her traces, of the smallest spider's web;
    Her collars, of the moonshine's wat'ry beams;
    Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lash, of film;
    Her wagoner, a small grey-coated gnat,
    Not half so big as a round little worm
    Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid;
    Her chariot is an empty hazelnut,
    Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,
    Time out o' mind the fairies' coachmakers.
    And in this state she 'gallops night by night
    Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love;
    O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on cursies straight;
    O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees;
    O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream,
    Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,
    Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are.
    Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose,
    And then dreams he of smelling out a suit;
    And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail
    Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep,
    Then dreams he of another benefice.
    Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,
    And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,
    Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,
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    Of healths five fadom deep; and then anon
    Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,
    And being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two
    And sleeps again. This is that very Mab
    That plats the manes of horses in the night
    And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish, hairs,
    Which once untangled much misfortune bodes
    This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,
    That presses them and learns them first to bear,
    Making them women of good carriage.
    This is she-

  Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace!
    Thou talk'st of nothing.

  Mer. True, I talk of dreams;
    Which are the children of an idle brain,
    Begot of nothing but vain fantasy;
    Which is as thin of substance as the air,
    And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes
    Even now the frozen bosom of the North
    And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence,
    Turning his face to the dew-dropping South.

  Ben. This wind you talk of blows us from ourselves.
    Supper is done, and we shall come too late.

  Rom. I fear, too early; for my mind misgives
    Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars,
    Shall bitterly begin his fearful date
    With this night's revels and expire the term
    Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast,
    By some vile forfeit of untimely death.
    But he that hath the steerage of my course
    Direct my sail! On, lusty gentlemen!

  Ben. Strike, drum.
                           They march about the stage. [Exeunt.]
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Scene V.
Capulet's house.

Servingmen come forth with napkins.

  1. Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take away?
    He shift a trencher! he scrape a trencher!
  2. Serv. When good manners shall lie all in one or two men's
    hands, and they unwash'd too, 'tis a foul thing.
  1. Serv. Away with the join-stools, remove the court-cubbert,
    look to the plate. Good thou, save me a piece of marchpane and, as
    thou loves me, let the porter let in Susan Grindstone and
Nell.
    Anthony, and Potpan!
  2. Serv. Ay, boy, ready.
  1. Serv. You are look'd for and call'd for, ask'd for and
    sought for, in the great chamber.
  3. Serv. We cannot be here and there too. Cheerly, boys!
    Be brisk awhile, and the longer liver take all.      Exeunt.

    Enter the Maskers, Enter, [with Servants,] Capulet, his Wife,
              Juliet, Tybalt, and all the Guests
               and Gentlewomen to the Maskers.

  Cap. Welcome, gentlemen! Ladies that have their toes
    Unplagu'd with corns will have a bout with you.
    Ah ha, my mistresses! which of you all
    Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty,
    She I'll swear hath corns. Am I come near ye now?
    Welcome, gentlemen! I have seen the day
    That I have worn a visor and could tell
    A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear,
    Such as would please. 'Tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone!
    You are welcome, gentlemen! Come, musicians, play.
    A hall, a hall! give room! and foot it, girls.
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                                    Music plays, and they dance.
    More light, you knaves! and turn the tables up,
    And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot.
    Ah, sirrah, this unlook'd-for sport comes well.
    Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet,
    For you and I are past our dancing days.
    How long is't now since last yourself and I
    Were in a mask?
  2. Cap. By'r Lady, thirty years.

  Cap. What, man? 'Tis not so much, 'tis not so much!
    'Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio,
    Come Pentecost as quickly as it will,
    Some five-and-twenty years, and then we mask'd.
  2. Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more! His son is elder, sir;
    His son is thirty.

  Cap. Will you tell me that?
    His son was but a ward two years ago.

  Rom. [to a Servingman] What lady's that, which doth enrich the
    hand Of yonder knight?

  Serv. I know not, sir.

  Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright!
    It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night
    Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear-
    Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear!
    So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows
    As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows.
    The measure done, I'll watch her place of stand
    And, touching hers, make blessed my rude hand.
    Did my heart love till now? Forswear it, sight!
    For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night.

  Tyb. This, by his voice, should be a Montague.
    Fetch me my rapier, boy. What, dares the slave
    Come hither, cover'd with an antic face,
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    To fleer and scorn at our solemnity?
    Now, by the stock and honour of my kin,
    To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.

  Cap. Why, how now, kinsman? Wherefore storm you so?

  Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe;
    A villain, that is hither come in spite
    To scorn at our solemnity this night.

  Cap. Young Romeo is it?

  Tyb. 'Tis he, that villain Romeo.

  Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone.
    'A bears him like a portly gentleman,
    And, to say truth, Verona brags of him
    To be a virtuous and well-govern'd youth.
    I would not for the wealth of all this town
    Here in my house do him disparagement.
    Therefore be patient, take no note of him.
    It is my will; the which if thou respect,
    Show a fair presence and put off these frowns,
    An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.

  Tyb. It fits when such a villain is a guest.
    I'll not endure him.

  Cap. He shall be endur'd.
    What, goodman boy? I say he shall. Go to!
    Am I the master here, or you? Go to!
    You'll not endure him? God shall mend my soul!
    You'll make a mutiny among my guests!
    You will set cock-a-hoop! you'll be the man!

  Tyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame.

  Cap. Go to, go to!
    You are a saucy boy. Is't so, indeed?
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    This trick may chance to scathe you. I know what.
    You must contrary me! Marry, 'tis time.-
    Well said, my hearts!- You are a princox- go!
    Be quiet, or- More light, more light!- For shame!
    I'll make you quiet; what!- Cheerly, my hearts!

  Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting
    Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting.
    I will withdraw; but this intrusion shall,
    Now seeming sweet, convert to bitt'rest gall.          Exit.

  Rom. If I profane with my unworthiest hand
    This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this:
    My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
    To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.

  Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
    Which mannerly devotion shows in this;
    For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch,
    And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.

  Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?

  Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in pray'r.

  Rom. O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do!
    They pray; grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.

  Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake.

  Rom. Then move not while my prayer's effect I take.
    Thus from my lips, by thine my sin is purg'd.  [Kisses her.]

  Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took.

  Rom. Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly urg'd!
    Give me my sin again.                          [Kisses her.]

  Jul. You kiss by th' book.
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  Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word with you.

  Rom. What is her mother?

  Nurse. Marry, bachelor,
    Her mother is the lady of the house.
    And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous.
    I nurs'd her daughter that you talk'd withal.
    I tell you, he that can lay hold of her
    Shall have the chinks.

  Rom. Is she a Capulet?
    O dear account! my life is my foe's debt.

  Ben. Away, be gone; the sport is at the best.

  Rom. Ay, so I fear; the more is my unrest.

  Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone;
    We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.
    Is it e'en so? Why then, I thank you all.
    I thank you, honest gentlemen. Good night.
    More torches here! [Exeunt Maskers.] Come on then, let's to bed.
    Ah, sirrah, by my fay, it waxes late;
    I'll to my rest.
                              Exeunt [all but Juliet and Nurse].

  Jul. Come hither, nurse. What is yond gentleman?

  Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio.

  Jul. What's he that now is going out of door?

  Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio.

  Jul. What's he that follows there, that would not dance?

  Nurse. I know not.
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  Jul. Go ask his name.- If he be married,
    My grave is like to be my wedding bed.

  Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague,
    The only son of your great enemy.

  Jul. My only love, sprung from my only hate!
    Too early seen unknown, and known too late!
    Prodigious birth of love it is to me
    That I must love a loathed enemy.

  Nurse. What's this? what's this?

  Jul. A rhyme I learnt even now
    Of one I danc'd withal.
                                     One calls within, 'Juliet.'

  Nurse. Anon, anon!
    Come, let's away; the strangers all are gone.        Exeunt.

Review Questions

PROLOGUE

Enter Chorus.

  Chor. Now old desire doth in his deathbed lie,
    And young affection gapes to be his heir;
    That fair for which love groan'd for and would die,
    With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair.
    Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again,
    Alike bewitched by the charm of looks;
    But to his foe suppos'd he must complain,
    And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful hooks.
    Being held a foe, he may not have access
    To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear,
    And she as much in love, her means much less
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    To meet her new beloved anywhere;
    But passion lends them power, time means, to meet,
    Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet.
Exit.

ACT II. Scene I.
A lane by the wall of Capulet's orchard.

Enter Romeo alone.

  Rom. Can I go forward when my heart is here?
    Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out.
                     [Climbs the wall and leaps down within it.]

                   Enter Benvolio with Mercutio.

  Ben. Romeo! my cousin Romeo! Romeo!

  Mer. He is wise,
    And, on my life, hath stol'n him home to bed.

  Ben. He ran this way, and leapt this orchard wall.
    Call, good Mercutio.

  Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too.
    Romeo! humours! madman! passion! lover!
    Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh;
    Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied!
    Cry but 'Ay me!' pronounce but 'love' and 'dove';
    Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word,
    One nickname for her purblind son and heir,
    Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim
    When King Cophetua lov'd the beggar maid!
    He heareth not, he stirreth not, be moveth not;
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    The ape is dead, and I must conjure him.
    I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes.
    By her high forehead and her scarlet lip,
    By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh,
    And the demesnes that there adjacent lie,
    That in thy likeness thou appear to us!

  Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.

  Mer. This cannot anger him. 'Twould anger him
    To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle
    Of some strange nature, letting it there stand
    Till she had laid it and conjur'd it down.
    That were some spite; my invocation
    Is fair and honest: in his mistress' name,
    I conjure only but to raise up him.

  Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among these trees
    To be consorted with the humorous night.
    Blind is his love and best befits the dark.

  Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark.
    Now will he sit under a medlar tree
    And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit
    As maids call medlars when they laugh alone.
    O, Romeo, that she were, O that she were
    An open et cetera, thou a pop'rin pear!
    Romeo, good night. I'll to my truckle-bed;
    This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep.
    Come, shall we go?

  Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vain
    'To seek him here that means not to be found.
                                                         Exeunt.

Scene II.
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Capulet's orchard.

Enter Romeo.

  Rom. He jests at scars that never felt a wound.

                     Enter Juliet above at a window.

    But soft! What light through yonder window breaks?
    It is the East, and Juliet is the sun!
    Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon,
    Who is already sick and pale with grief
    That thou her maid art far more fair than she.
    Be not her maid, since she is envious.
    Her vestal livery is but sick and green,
    And none but fools do wear it. Cast it off.
    It is my lady; O, it is my love!
    O that she knew she were!
    She speaks, yet she says nothing. What of that?
    Her eye discourses; I will answer it.
    I am too bold; 'tis not to me she speaks.
    Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,
    Having some business, do entreat her eyes
    To twinkle in their spheres till they return.
    What if her eyes were there, they in her head?
    The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars
    As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven
    Would through the airy region stream so bright
    That birds would sing and think it were not night.
    See how she leans her cheek upon her hand!
    O that I were a glove upon that hand,
    That I might touch that cheek!

  Jul. Ay me!

  Rom. She speaks.
    O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art
    As glorious to this night, being o'er my head,

302



    As is a winged messenger of heaven
    Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes
    Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him
    When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds
    And sails upon the bosom of the air.

  Jul. O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo?
    Deny thy father and refuse thy name!
    Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,
    And I'll no longer be a Capulet.

  Rom. [aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?

  Jul. 'Tis but thy name that is my enemy.
    Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.
    What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot,
    Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part
    Belonging to a man. O, be some other name!
    What's in a name? That which we call a rose
    By any other name would smell as sweet.
    So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd,
    Retain that dear perfection which he owes
    Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name;
    And for that name, which is no part of thee,
    Take all myself.

  Rom. I take thee at thy word.
    Call me but love, and I'll be new baptiz'd;
    Henceforth I never will be Romeo.

  Jul. What man art thou that, thus bescreen'd in night,
    So stumblest on my counsel?

  Rom. By a name
    I know not how to tell thee who I am.
    My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,
    Because it is an enemy to thee.
    Had I it written, I would tear the word.
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  Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words
    Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound.
    Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague?

  Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.

  Jul. How cam'st thou hither, tell me, and wherefore?
    The orchard walls are high and hard to climb,
    And the place death, considering who thou art,
    If any of my kinsmen find thee here.

  Rom. With love's light wings did I o'erperch these walls;
    For stony limits cannot hold love out,
    And what love can do, that dares love attempt.
    Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

  Jul. If they do see thee, they will murther thee.

  Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye
    Than twenty of their swords! Look thou but sweet,
    And I am proof against their enmity.

  Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee here.

  Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight;
    And but thou love me, let them find me here.
    My life were better ended by their hate
    Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.

  Jul. By whose direction found'st thou out this place?

  Rom. By love, that first did prompt me to enquire.
    He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes.
    I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far
    As that vast shore wash'd with the farthest sea,
    I would adventure for such merchandise.

  Jul. Thou knowest the mask of night is on my face;
    Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek
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    For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night.
    Fain would I dwell on form- fain, fain deny
    What I have spoke; but farewell compliment!
    Dost thou love me, I know thou wilt say 'Ay';
    And I will take thy word. Yet, if thou swear'st,
    Thou mayst prove false. At lovers' perjuries,
    They say Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo,
    If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully.
    Or if thou thinkest I am too quickly won,
    I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay,
    So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world.
    In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond,
    And therefore thou mayst think my haviour light;
    But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true
    Than those that have more cunning to be strange.
    I should have been more strange, I must confess,
    But that thou overheard'st, ere I was ware,
    My true-love passion. Therefore pardon me,
    And not impute this yielding to light love,
    Which the dark night hath so discovered.

  Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear,
    That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops-

  Jul. O, swear not by the moon, th' inconstant moon,
    That monthly changes in her circled orb,
    Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

  Rom. What shall I swear by?

  Jul. Do not swear at all;
    Or if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self,
    Which is the god of my idolatry,
    And I'll believe thee.

  Rom. If my heart's dear love-

  Jul. Well, do not swear. Although I joy in thee,
    I have no joy of this contract to-night.
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    It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden;
    Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be
    Ere one can say 'It lightens.' Sweet, good night!
    This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath,
    May prove a beauteous flow'r when next we meet.
    Good night, good night! As sweet repose and rest
    Come to thy heart as that within my breast!

  Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied?

  Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night?

  Rom. Th' exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine.

  Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it;
    And yet I would it were to give again.

  Rom. Would'st thou withdraw it? For what purpose, love?

  Jul. But to be frank and give it thee again.
    And yet I wish but for the thing I have.
    My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
    My love as deep; the more I give to thee,
    The more I have, for both are infinite.
    I hear some noise within. Dear love, adieu!
                                           [Nurse] calls within.
    Anon, good nurse! Sweet Montague, be true.
    Stay but a little, I will come again.                [Exit.]

  Rom. O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard,
    Being in night, all this is but a dream,
    Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

                       Enter Juliet above.

  Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed.
    If that thy bent of love be honourable,
    Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow,
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    By one that I'll procure to come to thee,
    Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite;
    And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay
    And follow thee my lord throughout the world.

  Nurse. (within) Madam!

  Jul. I come, anon.- But if thou meanest not well,
    I do beseech thee-

  Nurse. (within) Madam!

  Jul. By-and-by I come.-
    To cease thy suit and leave me to my grief.
    To-morrow will I send.

  Rom. So thrive my soul-

  Jul. A thousand times good night!                        Exit.

  Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy light!
    Love goes toward love as schoolboys from their books;
    But love from love, towards school with heavy looks.

                     Enter Juliet again, [above].

  Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist! O for a falconer's voice
    To lure this tassel-gentle back again!
    Bondage is hoarse and may not speak aloud;
    Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies,
    And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine
    With repetition of my Romeo's name.
    Romeo!

  Rom. It is my soul that calls upon my name.
    How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night,
    Like softest music to attending ears!
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  Jul. Romeo!

  Rom. My dear?

  Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow
    Shall I send to thee?

  Rom. By the hour of nine.

  Jul. I will not fail. 'Tis twenty years till then.
    I have forgot why I did call thee back.

  Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it.

  Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there,
    Rememb'ring how I love thy company.

  Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget,
    Forgetting any other home but this.

  Jul. 'Tis almost morning. I would have thee gone-
    And yet no farther than a wanton's bird,
    That lets it hop a little from her hand,
    Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,
    And with a silk thread plucks it back again,
    So loving-jealous of his liberty.

  Rom. I would I were thy bird.

  Jul. Sweet, so would I.
    Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.
    Good night, good night! Parting is such sweet sorrow,
    That I shall say good night till it be morrow.
                                                         [Exit.]

  Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast!
    Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!
    Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell,
    His help to crave and my dear hap to tell.
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Scene III.
Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar, [Laurence] alone, with a basket.

  Friar. The grey-ey'd morn smiles on the frowning night,
    Check'ring the Eastern clouds with streaks of light;
    And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels
    From forth day's path and Titan's fiery wheels.
    Non, ere the sun advance his burning eye
    The day to cheer and night's dank dew to dry,
    I must up-fill this osier cage of ours
    With baleful weeds and precious-juiced flowers.
    The earth that's nature's mother is her tomb.
    What is her burying gave, that is her womb;
    And from her womb children of divers kind
    We sucking on her natural bosom find;
    Many for many virtues excellent,
    None but for some, and yet all different.
    O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies
    In plants, herbs, stones, and their true qualities;
    For naught so vile that on the earth doth live
    But to the earth some special good doth give;
    Nor aught so good but, strain'd from that fair use,
    Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse.
    Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied,
    And vice sometime's by action dignified.
    Within the infant rind of this small flower
    Poison hath residence, and medicine power;
    For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part;
    Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.
    Two such opposed kings encamp them still
    In man as well as herbs- grace and rude will;
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    And where the worser is predominant,
    Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.

                        Enter Romeo.

  Rom. Good morrow, father.

  Friar. Benedicite!
    What early tongue so sweet saluteth me?
    Young son, it argues a distempered head
    So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed.
    Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye,
    And where care lodges sleep will never lie;
    But where unbruised youth with unstuff 'd brain
    Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign.
    Therefore thy earliness doth me assure
    Thou art uprous'd with some distemp'rature;
    Or if not so, then here I hit it right-
    Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.

  Rom. That last is true-the sweeter rest was mine.

  Friar. God pardon sin! Wast thou with Rosaline?

  Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father? No.
    I have forgot that name, and that name's woe.

  Friar. That's my good son! But where hast thou been then?

  Rom. I'll tell thee ere thou ask it me again.
    I have been feasting with mine enemy,
    Where on a sudden one hath wounded me
    That's by me wounded. Both our remedies
    Within thy help and holy physic lies.
    I bear no hatred, blessed man, for, lo,
    My intercession likewise steads my foe.

  Friar. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift
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    Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift.

  Rom. Then plainly know my heart's dear love is set
    On the fair daughter of rich Capulet;
    As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine,
    And all combin'd, save what thou must combine
    By holy marriage. When, and where, and how
    We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow,
    I'll tell thee as we pass; but this I pray,
    That thou consent to marry us to-day.

  Friar. Holy Saint Francis! What a change is here!
    Is Rosaline, that thou didst love so dear,
    So soon forsaken? Young men's love then lies
    Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.
    Jesu Maria! What a deal of brine
    Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline!
    How much salt water thrown away in waste,
    To season love, that of it doth not taste!
    The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears,
    Thy old groans ring yet in mine ancient ears.
    Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit
    Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet.
    If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine,
    Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline.
    And art thou chang'd? Pronounce this sentence then:
    Women may fall when there's no strength in men.

  Rom. Thou chid'st me oft for loving Rosaline.

  Friar. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.

  Rom. And bad'st me bury love.

  Friar. Not in a grave
    To lay one in, another out to have.

  Rom. I pray thee chide not. She whom I love now
    Doth grace for grace and love for love allow.
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    The other did not so.

  Friar. O, she knew well
    Thy love did read by rote, that could not spell.
    But come, young waverer, come go with me.
    In one respect I'll thy assistant be;
    For this alliance may so happy prove
    To turn your households' rancour to pure love.

  Rom. O, let us hence! I stand on sudden haste.

  Friar. Wisely, and slow. They stumble that run fast.
                                                         Exeunt.

Scene IV.
A street.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

  Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be?
    Came he not home to-night?

  Ben. Not to his father's. I spoke with his man.

  Mer. Why, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that Rosaline,
    Torments him so that he will sure run mad.

  Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman to old Capulet,
    Hath sent a letter to his father's house.

  Mer. A challenge, on my life.

  Ben. Romeo will answer it.

  Mer. Any man that can write may answer a letter.
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  Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he dares,
    being dared.

  Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead! stabb'd with a white
    wench's black eye; shot through the ear with a love song; the
    very pin of his heart cleft with the blind bow-boy's
    butt-shaft; and is he a man to encounter Tybalt?

  Ben. Why, what is Tybalt?

  Mer. More than Prince of Cats, I can tell you. O, he's the
    courageous captain of compliments. He fights as you sing
    pricksong-keeps time, distance, and proportion; rests me his
    minim rest, one, two, and the third in your bosom! the very
    butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist! a gentleman
    of the very first house, of the first and second cause. Ah, the
    immortal passado! the punto reverse! the hay.

  Ben. The what?

  Mer. The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting fantasticoes-
    these new tuners of accent! 'By Jesu, a very good blade! a very
    tall man! a very good whore!' Why, is not this a lamentable thing,
    grandsir, that we should be thus afflicted with these strange
    flies, these fashion-mongers, these pardona-mi's, who stand
    so much on the new form that they cannot sit at ease on the old
    bench? O, their bones, their bones!

                               Enter Romeo.

  Ben. Here comes Romeo! here comes Romeo!

  Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring. O flesh, flesh, how
    art thou fishified! Now is he for the numbers that Petrarch
    flowed in. Laura, to his lady, was but a kitchen wench (marry, she
    had a better love to berhyme her), Dido a dowdy, Cleopatra a gypsy,
    Helen and Hero hildings and harlots, This be a gray eye or so,
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    but not to the purpose. Signior Romeo, bon jour! There's a French
    salutation to your French slop. You gave us the counterfeit
    fairly last night.

  Rom. Good morrow to you both. What counterfeit did I give you?

  Mer. The slip, sir, the slip. Can you not conceive?

  Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio. My business was great, and in such a
    case as mine a man may strain courtesy.

  Mer. That's as much as to say, such a case as yours constrains a
    man to bow in the hams.

  Rom. Meaning, to cursy.

  Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it.

  Rom. A most courteous exposition.

  Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy.

  Rom. Pink for flower.

  Mer. Right.

  Rom. Why, then is my pump well-flower'd.

  Mer. Well said! Follow me this jest now till thou hast worn out
    thy pump, that, when the single sole of it is worn, the jest may
    remain, after the wearing, solely singular.

  Rom. O single-sold jest, solely singular for the singleness!

  Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio! My wits faint.

  Rom. Swits and spurs, swits and spurs! or I'll cry a match.

  Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild-goose chase, I am done; for
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    thou hast more of the wild goose in one of thy wits than, I am
    sure, I have in my whole five. Was I with you there for the goose?

  Rom. Thou wast never with me for anything when thou wast not
    there for the goose.

  Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest.

  Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not!

  Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting; it is a most sharp sauce.

  Rom. And is it not, then, well serv'd in to a sweet goose?

  Mer. O, here's a wit of cheveril, that stretches from an inch
    narrow to an ell broad!

  Rom. I stretch it out for that word 'broad,' which, added to
    the goose, proves thee far and wide a broad goose.

  Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning for love? Now
    art thou sociable, now art thou Romeo; now art thou what thou art, by
    art as well as by nature. For this drivelling love is like a
    great natural that runs lolling up and down to hide his bauble in
    a hole.

  Ben. Stop there, stop there!

  Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against the hair.

  Ben. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large.

  Mer. O, thou art deceiv'd! I would have made it short; for I
    was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to
    occupy the argument no longer.

  Rom. Here's goodly gear!

                      Enter Nurse and her Man [Peter].
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  Mer. A sail, a sail!

  Ben. Two, two! a shirt and a smock.

  Nurse. Peter!

  Peter. Anon.

  Nurse. My fan, Peter.

  Mer. Good Peter, to hide her face; for her fan's the fairer face of
    the two.

  Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen.

  Mer. God ye good-den, fair gentlewoman.

  Nurse. Is it good-den?

  Mer. 'Tis no less, I tell ye; for the bawdy hand of the dial is
    now upon the prick of noon.

  Nurse. Out upon you! What a man are you!

  Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made for himself to mar.

  Nurse. By my troth, it is well said. 'For himself to mar,'
    quoth 'a? Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may find the
    young Romeo?

  Rom. I can tell you; but young Romeo will be older when you
    have found him than he was when you sought him. I am the youngest
    of that name, for fault of a worse.

  Nurse. You say well.

  Mer. Yea, is the worst well? Very well took, i' faith! wisely,
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    wisely.

  Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confidence with you.

  Ben. She will endite him to some supper.

  Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! So ho!

  Rom. What hast thou found?

  Mer. No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten pie, that is
    something stale and hoar ere it be spent
                                     He walks by them and sings.

                   An old hare hoar,
                   And an old hare hoar,
                Is very good meat in Lent;
                   But a hare that is hoar
                   Is too much for a score
                When it hoars ere it be spent.

    Romeo, will you come to your father's? We'll to dinner thither.

  Rom. I will follow you.

  Mer. Farewell, ancient lady. Farewell,
    [sings] lady, lady, lady.
                                      Exeunt Mercutio, Benvolio.

  Nurse. Marry, farewell! I Pray you, Sir, what saucy merchant
    was this that was so full of his ropery?

  Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear himself talk and
    will speak more in a minute than he will stand to in a month.

  Nurse. An 'a speak anything against me, I'll take him down, an
'a
    were lustier than he is, and twenty such jacks; and if I cannot,
    I'll find those that shall. Scurvy knave! I am none of his
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    flirt-gills; I am none of his skains-mates. And thou must
    stand by too, and suffer every knave to use me at his pleasure!

  Peter. I saw no man use you at his pleasure. If I had, my
    weapon should quickly have been out, I warrant you. I dare draw as
    soon as another man, if I see occasion in a good quarrel, and the
    law on my side.

  Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed that every part about me
    quivers. Scurvy knave! Pray you, sir, a word; and, as I told you,
    my young lady bid me enquire you out. What she bid me say, I
    will keep to myself; but first let me tell ye, if ye should lead
    her into a fool's paradise, as they say, it were a very gross kind of
    behaviour, as they say; for the gentlewoman is young; and
    therefore, if you should deal double with her, truly it were
    an ill thing to be off 'red to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing.

  Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mistress. I protest unto
    thee-

  Nurse. Good heart, and I faith I will tell her as much. Lord,
    Lord! she will be a joyful woman.

  Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? Thou dost not mark me.

  Nurse. I will tell her, sir, that you do protest, which, as I
    take it, is a gentlemanlike offer.

  Rom. Bid her devise
    Some means to come to shrift this afternoon;
    And there she shall at Friar Laurence' cell
    Be shriv'd and married. Here is for thy pains.

  Nurse. No, truly, sir; not a penny.

  Rom. Go to! I say you shall.

  Nurse. This afternoon, sir? Well, she shall be there.
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  Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey wall.
    Within this hour my man shall be with thee
    And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair,
    Which to the high topgallant of my joy
    Must be my convoy in the secret night.
    Farewell. Be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains.
    Farewell. Commend me to thy mistress.

  Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee! Hark you, sir.

  Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse?

  Nurse. Is your man secret? Did you ne'er hear say,
    Two may keep counsel, putting one away?

  Rom. I warrant thee my man's as true as steel.

  Nurse. Well, sir, my mistress is the sweetest lady. Lord, Lord!
    when 'twas a little prating thing- O, there is a nobleman in
    town, one Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard; but she,
    good soul, had as lieve see a toad, a very toad, as see him. I
    anger her sometimes, and tell her that Paris is the properer man;
    but I'll warrant you, when I say so, she looks as pale as any
    clout in the versal world. Doth not rosemary and Romeo begin both
    with a letter?

  Rom. Ay, nurse; what of that? Both with an R.

  Nurse. Ah, mocker! that's the dog's name. R is for the- No; I
    know it begins with some other letter; and she hath the prettiest
    sententious of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you
    good to hear it.

  Rom. Commend me to thy lady.

  Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. [Exit Romeo.] Peter!

  Peter. Anon.
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  Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before, and apace.
                                                         Exeunt.

Scene V.
Capulet's orchard.

Enter Juliet.

  Jul. The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse;
    In half an hour she 'promis'd to return.
    Perchance she cannot meet him. That's not so.
    O, she is lame! Love's heralds should be thoughts,
    Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams
    Driving back shadows over low'ring hills.
    Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw Love,
    And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.
    Now is the sun upon the highmost hill
    Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve
    Is three long hours; yet she is not come.
    Had she affections and warm youthful blood,
    She would be as swift in motion as a ball;
    My words would bandy her to my sweet love,
    And his to me,
    But old folks, many feign as they were dead-
    Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.

                      Enter Nurse [and Peter].

    O God, she comes! O honey nurse, what news?
    Hast thou met with him? Send thy man away.

  Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate.
                                                   [Exit Peter.]

  Jul. Now, good sweet nurse- O Lord, why look'st thou sad?
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    Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily;
    If good, thou shamest the music of sweet news
    By playing it to me with so sour a face.

  Nurse. I am aweary, give me leave awhile.
    Fie, how my bones ache! What a jaunce have I had!

  Jul. I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy news.
    Nay, come, I pray thee speak. Good, good nurse, speak.

  Nurse. Jesu, what haste! Can you not stay awhile?
    Do you not see that I am out of breath?

  Jul. How art thou out of breath when thou hast breath
    To say to me that thou art out of breath?
    The excuse that thou dost make in this delay
    Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.
    Is thy news good or bad? Answer to that.
    Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance.
    Let me be satisfied, is't good or bad?

  Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice; you know not how to
    choose a man. Romeo? No, not he. Though his face be better
    than any man's, yet his leg excels all men's; and for a hand and a
    foot, and a body, though they be not to be talk'd on, yet
    they are past compare. He is not the flower of courtesy, but, I'll
    warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go thy ways, wench; serve
God.
    What, have you din'd at home?

  Jul. No, no. But all this did I know before.
    What says he of our marriage? What of that?

  Nurse. Lord, how my head aches! What a head have I!
    It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.
    My back o' t' other side,- ah, my back, my back!
    Beshrew your heart for sending me about
    To catch my death with jauncing up and down!
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  Jul. I' faith, I am sorry that thou art not well.
    Sweet, sweet, Sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love?

  Nurse. Your love says, like an honest gentleman, and a courteous,
    and a kind, and a handsome; and, I warrant, a virtuous- Where
    is your mother?

  Jul. Where is my mother? Why, she is within.
    Where should she be? How oddly thou repliest!
    'Your love says, like an honest gentleman,
    "Where is your mother?"'

  Nurse. O God's Lady dear!
    Are you so hot? Marry come up, I trow.
    Is this the poultice for my aching bones?
    Henceforward do your messages yourself.

  Jul. Here's such a coil! Come, what says Romeo?

  Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day?

  Jul. I have.

  Nurse. Then hie you hence to Friar Laurence' cell;
    There stays a husband to make you a wife.
    Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks:
    They'll be in scarlet straight at any news.
    Hie you to church; I must another way,
    To fetch a ladder, by the which your love
    Must climb a bird's nest soon when it is dark.
    I am the drudge, and toil in your delight;
    But you shall bear the burthen soon at night.
    Go; I'll to dinner; hie you to the cell.

  Jul. Hie to high fortune! Honest nurse, farewell.
                                                         Exeunt.
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Scene VI.
Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar [Laurence] and Romeo.

  Friar. So smile the heavens upon this holy act
    That after-hours with sorrow chide us not!

  Rom. Amen, amen! But come what sorrow can,
    It cannot countervail the exchange of joy
    That one short minute gives me in her sight.
    Do thou but close our hands with holy words,
    Then love-devouring death do what he dare-
    It is enough I may but call her mine.

  Friar. These violent delights have violent ends
    And in their triumph die, like fire and powder,
    Which, as they kiss, consume. The sweetest honey
    Is loathsome in his own deliciousness
    And in the taste confounds the appetite.
    Therefore love moderately: long love doth so;
    Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow.

                     Enter Juliet.

    Here comes the lady. O, so light a foot
    Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint.
    A lover may bestride the gossamer
    That idles in the wanton summer air,
    And yet not fall; so light is vanity.

  Jul. Good even to my ghostly confessor.

  Friar. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us both.

  Jul. As much to him, else is his thanks too much.
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  Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy
    Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more
    To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath
    This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue
    Unfold the imagin'd happiness that both
    Receive in either by this dear encounter.

  Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words,
    Brags of his substance, not of ornament.
    They are but beggars that can count their worth;
    But my true love is grown to such excess
    cannot sum up sum of half my wealth.

  Friar. Come, come with me, and we will make short work;
    For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone
    Till Holy Church incorporate two in one.
                                                       [Exeunt.]

Review Questions

ACT III. Scene I.
A public place.

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and Men.

  Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire.
    The day is hot, the Capulets abroad.
    And if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl,
    For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring.

  Mer. Thou art like one of these fellows that, when he enters
    the confines of a tavern, claps me his sword upon the table and
    says 'God send me no need of thee!' and by the operation of the
    second cup draws him on the drawer, when indeed there is no need.

  Ben. Am I like such a fellow?

  Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a jack in thy mood as any in
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    Italy; and as soon moved to be moody, and as soon moody to be
    moved.

  Ben. And what to?

  Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should have none shortly,
    for one would kill the other. Thou! why, thou wilt quarrel with a
    man that hath a hair more or a hair less in his beard than thou hast.
    Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, having no
    other reason but because thou hast hazel eyes. What eye but such an
    eye would spy out such a quarrel? Thy head is as full of quarrels
    as an egg is full of meat; and yet thy head hath been beaten as
    addle as an egg for quarrelling. Thou hast quarrell'd with a
    man for coughing in the street, because he hath wakened thy dog
    that hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out with a
    tailor for wearing his new doublet before Easter, with
    another for tying his new shoes with an old riband? And yet thou wilt
    tutor me from quarrelling!

  Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any man should
    buy the fee simple of my life for an hour and a quarter.

  Mer. The fee simple? O simple!

                       Enter Tybalt and others.

  Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets.

  Mer. By my heel, I care not.

  Tyb. Follow me close, for I will speak to them.
    Gentlemen, good den. A word with one of you.

  Mer. And but one word with one of us?
    Couple it with something; make it a word and a blow.

  Tyb. You shall find me apt enough to that, sir, an you will give me
    occasion.
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  Mer. Could you not take some occasion without giving

  Tyb. Mercutio, thou consortest with Romeo.

  Mer. Consort? What, dost thou make us minstrels? An thou make
    minstrels of us, look to hear nothing but discords. Here's my
    fiddlestick; here's that shall make you dance. Zounds, consort!

  Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men.
    Either withdraw unto some private place
    And reason coldly of your grievances,
    Or else depart. Here all eyes gaze on us.

  Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them gaze.
    I will not budge for no man's pleasure,

                        Enter Romeo.

  Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir. Here comes my man.

  Mer. But I'll be hang'd, sir, if he wear your livery.
    Marry, go before to field, he'll be your follower!
    Your worship in that sense may call him man.

  Tyb. Romeo, the love I bear thee can afford
    No better term than this: thou art a villain.

  Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee
    Doth much excuse the appertaining rage
    To such a greeting. Villain am I none.
    Therefore farewell. I see thou knowest me not.

  Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries
    That thou hast done me; therefore turn and draw.

  Rom. I do protest I never injur'd thee,
    But love thee better than thou canst devise
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    Till thou shalt know the reason of my love;
    And so good Capulet, which name I tender
    As dearly as mine own, be satisfied.

  Mer. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission!
    Alla stoccata carries it away.                      [Draws.]
    Tybalt, you ratcatcher, will you walk?

  Tyb. What wouldst thou have with me?

  Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine lives.
That I
    mean to make bold withal, and, as you shall use me hereafter,

    dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will you pluck your sword out
    of his pitcher by the ears? Make haste, lest mine be about your
    ears ere it be out.

  Tyb. I am for you.                                    [Draws.]

  Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.

  Mer. Come, sir, your passado!
                                                   [They fight.]

  Rom. Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons.
    Gentlemen, for shame! forbear this outrage!
    Tybalt, Mercutio, the Prince expressly hath
    Forbid this bandying in Verona streets.
    Hold, Tybalt! Good Mercutio!
         Tybalt under Romeo's arm thrusts Mercutio in, and flies
                                           [with his Followers].

  Mer. I am hurt.
    A plague o' both your houses! I am sped.
    Is he gone and hath nothing?

  Ben. What, art thou hurt?

327



  Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch. Marry, 'tis enough.
    Where is my page? Go, villain, fetch a surgeon.
                                                    [Exit Page.]

  Rom. Courage, man. The hurt cannot be much.

  Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a church door;
    but 'tis enough, 'twill serve. Ask for me to-morrow, and you
    shall find me a grave man. I am peppered, I warrant, for this
    world. A plague o' both your houses! Zounds, a dog, a rat, a
    mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death! a braggart, a rogue,
a
    villain, that fights by the book of arithmetic! Why the devil
    came you between us? I was hurt under your arm.

  Rom. I thought all for the best.

  Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio,
    Or I shall faint. A plague o' both your houses!
    They have made worms' meat of me. I have it,
    And soundly too. Your houses!
                                 [Exit. [supported by Benvolio].

  Rom. This gentleman, the Prince's near ally,
    My very friend, hath got this mortal hurt
    In my behalf- my reputation stain'd
    With Tybalt's slander- Tybalt, that an hour
    Hath been my kinsman. O sweet Juliet,
    Thy beauty hath made me effeminate
    And in my temper soft'ned valour's steel

                      Enter Benvolio.

  Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead!
    That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds,
    Which too untimely here did scorn the earth.

  Rom. This day's black fate on moe days doth depend;
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    This but begins the woe others must end.

                       Enter Tybalt.

  Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again.

  Rom. Alive in triumph, and Mercutio slain?
    Away to heaven respective lenity,
    And fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now!
    Now, Tybalt, take the 'villain' back again
    That late thou gavest me; for Mercutio's soul
    Is but a little way above our heads,
    Staying for thine to keep him company.
    Either thou or I, or both, must go with him.

  Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him here,
    Shalt with him hence.

  Rom. This shall determine that.
                                       They fight. Tybalt falls.

  Ben. Romeo, away, be gone!
    The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain.
    Stand not amaz'd. The Prince will doom thee death
    If thou art taken. Hence, be gone, away!

  Rom. O, I am fortune's fool!

  Ben. Why dost thou stay?
                                                     Exit Romeo.
                      Enter Citizens.

  Citizen. Which way ran he that kill'd Mercutio?
    Tybalt, that murtherer, which way ran he?

  Ben. There lies that Tybalt.
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  Citizen. Up, sir, go with me.
    I charge thee in the Prince's name obey.

  Enter Prince [attended], Old Montague, Capulet, their Wives,
                     and [others].

  Prince. Where are the vile beginners of this fray?

  Ben. O noble Prince. I can discover all
    The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl.
    There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,
    That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.

  Cap. Wife. Tybalt, my cousin! O my brother's child!
    O Prince! O husband! O, the blood is spill'd
    Of my dear kinsman! Prince, as thou art true,
    For blood of ours shed blood of Montague.
    O cousin, cousin!

  Prince. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray?

  Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did stay.
    Romeo, that spoke him fair, bid him bethink
    How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal
    Your high displeasure. All this- uttered
    With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd-
    Could not take truce with the unruly spleen
    Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts
    With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast;
    Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point,
    And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats
    Cold death aside and with the other sends
    It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity
    Retorts it. Romeo he cries aloud,
    'Hold, friends! friends, part!' and swifter than his tongue,
    His agile arm beats down their fatal points,
    And 'twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm

330



    An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life
    Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled;
    But by-and-by comes back to Romeo,
    Who had but newly entertain'd revenge,
    And to't they go like lightning; for, ere I
    Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain;
    And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly.
    This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.

  Cap. Wife. He is a kinsman to the Montague;
    Affection makes him false, he speaks not true.
    Some twenty of them fought in this black strife,
    And all those twenty could but kill one life.
    I beg for justice, which thou, Prince, must give.
    Romeo slew Tybalt; Romeo must not live.

  Prince. Romeo slew him; he slew Mercutio.
    Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe?

  Mon. Not Romeo, Prince; he was Mercutio's friend;
    His fault concludes but what the law should end,
    The life of Tybalt.

  Prince. And for that offence
    Immediately we do exile him hence.
    I have an interest in your hate's proceeding,
    My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleeding;
    But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine
    That you shall all repent the loss of mine.
    I will be deaf to pleading and excuses;
    Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses.
    Therefore use none. Let Romeo hence in haste,
    Else, when he is found, that hour is his last.
    Bear hence this body, and attend our will.
    Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill.
                                                         Exeunt.
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Scene II.
Capulet's orchard.

Enter Juliet alone.

  Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,
    Towards Phoebus' lodging! Such a wagoner
    As Phaeton would whip you to the West
    And bring in cloudy night immediately.
    Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night,
    That runaway eyes may wink, and Romeo
    Leap to these arms untalk'd of and unseen.
    Lovers can see to do their amorous rites
    By their own beauties; or, if love be blind,
    It best agrees with night. Come, civil night,
    Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,
    And learn me how to lose a winning match,
    Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods.
    Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my cheeks,
    With thy black mantle till strange love, grown bold,
    Think true love acted simple modesty.
    Come, night; come, Romeo; come, thou day in night;
    For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night
    Whiter than new snow upon a raven's back.
    Come, gentle night; come, loving, black-brow'd night;
    Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die,
    Take him and cut him out in little stars,
    And he will make the face of heaven so fine
    That all the world will be in love with night
    And pay no worship to the garish sun.
    O, I have bought the mansion of a love,
    But not possess'd it; and though I am sold,
    Not yet enjoy'd. So tedious is this day
    As is the night before some festival
    To an impatient child that hath new robes
    And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse,
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                Enter Nurse, with cords.

    And she brings news; and every tongue that speaks
    But Romeo's name speaks heavenly eloquence.
    Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there? the cords
    That Romeo bid thee fetch?

  Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords.
                                             [Throws them down.]

  Jul. Ay me! what news? Why dost thou wring thy hands

  Nurse. Ah, weraday! he's dead, he's dead, he's dead!
    We are undone, lady, we are undone!
    Alack the day! he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead!

  Jul. Can heaven be so envious?

  Nurse. Romeo can,
    Though heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo!
    Who ever would have thought it? Romeo!

  Jul. What devil art thou that dost torment me thus?
    This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell.
    Hath Romeo slain himself? Say thou but 'I,'
    And that bare vowel 'I' shall poison more
    Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice.
    I am not I, if there be such an 'I';
    Or those eyes shut that make thee answer 'I.'
    If be be slain, say 'I'; or if not, 'no.'
    Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe.

  Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes,
    (God save the mark!) here on his manly breast.
    A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse;
    Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub'd in blood,
    All in gore-blood. I swounded at the sight.

  Jul. O, break, my heart! poor bankrout, break at once!
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    To prison, eyes; ne'er look on liberty!
    Vile earth, to earth resign; end motion here,
    And thou and Romeo press one heavy bier!

  Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had!
    O courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman
    That ever I should live to see thee dead!

  Jul. What storm is this that blows so contrary?
    Is Romeo slaught'red, and is Tybalt dead?
    My dear-lov'd cousin, and my dearer lord?
    Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom!
    For who is living, if those two are gone?

  Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished;
    Romeo that kill'd him, he is banished.

  Jul. O God! Did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's blood?

  Nurse. It did, it did! alas the day, it did!

  Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flow'ring face!
    Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?
    Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical!
    Dove-feather'd raven! wolvish-ravening lamb!
    Despised substance of divinest show!
    Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st-
    A damned saint, an honourable villain!
    O nature, what hadst thou to do in hell
    When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend
    In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh?
    Was ever book containing such vile matter
    So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwell
    In such a gorgeous palace!

  Nurse. There's no trust,
    No faith, no honesty in men; all perjur'd,
    All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.
    Ah, where's my man? Give me some aqua vitae.
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    These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old.
    Shame come to Romeo!

  Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue
    For such a wish! He was not born to shame.
    Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit;
    For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd
    Sole monarch of the universal earth.
    O, what a beast was I to chide at him!

  Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill'd your cousin?

  Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband?
    Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name
    When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it?
    But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin?
    That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband.
    Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring!
    Your tributary drops belong to woe,
    Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.
    My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain;
    And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband.
    All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then?
    Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death,
    That murd'red me. I would forget it fain;
    But O, it presses to my memory
    Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds!
    'Tybalt is dead, and Romeo- banished.'
    That 'banished,' that one word 'banished,'
    Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's death
    Was woe enough, if it had ended there;
    Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship
    And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,
    Why followed not, when she said 'Tybalt's dead,'
    Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both,
    Which modern lamentation might have mov'd?
    But with a rearward following Tybalt's death,
    'Romeo is banished'- to speak that word
    Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet,
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    All slain, all dead. 'Romeo is banished'-
    There is no end, no limit, measure, bound,
    In that word's death; no words can that woe sound.
    Where is my father and my mother, nurse?

  Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse.
    Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

  Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears? Mine shall be spent,
    When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment.
    Take up those cords. Poor ropes, you are beguil'd,
    Both you and I, for Romeo is exil'd.
    He made you for a highway to my bed;
    But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed.
    Come, cords; come, nurse. I'll to my wedding bed;
    And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead!

  Nurse. Hie to your chamber. I'll find Romeo
    To comfort you. I wot well where he is.
    Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night.
    I'll to him; he is hid at Laurence' cell.

  Jul. O, find him! give this ring to my true knight
    And bid him come to take his last farewell.
                                                         Exeunt.

Scene III.
Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar [Laurence].

  Friar. Romeo, come forth; come forth, thou fearful man.
    Affliction is enanmour'd of thy parts,
    And thou art wedded to calamity.
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                         Enter Romeo.

  Rom. Father, what news? What is the Prince's doom
    What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand
    That I yet know not?

  Friar. Too familiar
    Is my dear son with such sour company.
    I bring thee tidings of the Prince's doom.

  Rom. What less than doomsday is the Prince's doom?

  Friar. A gentler judgment vanish'd from his lips-
    Not body's death, but body's banishment.

  Rom. Ha, banishment? Be merciful, say 'death';
    For exile hath more terror in his look,
    Much more than death. Do not say 'banishment.'

  Friar. Hence from Verona art thou banished.
    Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.

  Rom. There is no world without Verona walls,
    But purgatory, torture, hell itself.
    Hence banished is banish'd from the world,
    And world's exile is death. Then 'banishment'
    Is death misterm'd. Calling death 'banishment,'
    Thou cut'st my head off with a golden axe
    And smilest upon the stroke that murders me.

  Friar. O deadly sin! O rude unthankfulness!
    Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind Prince,
    Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law,
    And turn'd that black word death to banishment.
    This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not.

  Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy. Heaven is here,
    Where Juliet lives; and every cat and dog
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    And little mouse, every unworthy thing,
    Live here in heaven and may look on her;
    But Romeo may not. More validity,
    More honourable state, more courtship lives
    In carrion flies than Romeo. They may seize
    On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand
    And steal immortal blessing from her lips,
    Who, even in pure and vestal modesty,
    Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin;
    But Romeo may not- he is banished.
    This may flies do, when I from this must fly;
    They are free men, but I am banished.
    And sayest thou yet that exile is not death?
    Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife,
    No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean,
    But 'banished' to kill me- 'banished'?
    O friar, the damned use that word in hell;
    Howling attends it! How hast thou the heart,
    Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,
    A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd,
    To mangle me with that word 'banished'?

  Friar. Thou fond mad man, hear me a little speak.

  Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banishment.

  Friar. I'll give thee armour to keep off that word;
    Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy,
    To comfort thee, though thou art banished.

  Rom. Yet 'banished'? Hang up philosophy!
    Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,
    Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom,
    It helps not, it prevails not. Talk no more.

  Friar. O, then I see that madmen have no ears.

  Rom. How should they, when that wise men have no eyes?

338



  Friar. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.

  Rom. Thou canst not speak of that thou dost not feel.
    Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love,
    An hour but married, Tybalt murdered,
    Doting like me, and like me banished,
    Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou tear thy hair,
    And fall upon the ground, as I do now,
    Taking the measure of an unmade grave.
                                                 Knock [within].

  Friar. Arise; one knocks. Good Romeo, hide thyself.

  Rom. Not I; unless the breath of heartsick groans,
    Mist-like infold me from the search of eyes.          Knock.

  Friar. Hark, how they knock! Who's there? Romeo, arise;
    Thou wilt be taken.- Stay awhile!- Stand up;          Knock.
    Run to my study.- By-and-by!- God's will,
    What simpleness is this.- I come, I come!             Knock.
    Who knocks so hard? Whence come you? What's your will

  Nurse. [within] Let me come in, and you shall know my errand.
    I come from Lady Juliet.

  Friar. Welcome then.

                       Enter Nurse.

  Nurse. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar
    Where is my lady's lord, where's Romeo?

  Friar. There on the ground, with his own tears made drunk.

  Nurse. O, he is even in my mistress' case,
    Just in her case!

  Friar. O woeful sympathy!
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    Piteous predicament!

  Nurse. Even so lies she,
    Blubb'ring and weeping, weeping and blubbering.
    Stand up, stand up! Stand, an you be a man.
    For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand!
    Why should you fall into so deep an O?

  Rom. (rises) Nurse-

  Nurse. Ah sir! ah sir! Well, death's the end of all.

  Rom. Spakest thou of Juliet? How is it with her?
    Doth not she think me an old murtherer,
    Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy
    With blood remov'd but little from her own?
    Where is she? and how doth she! and what says
    My conceal'd lady to our cancell'd love?

  Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps;
    And now falls on her bed, and then starts up,
    And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cries,
    And then down falls again.

  Rom. As if that name,
    Shot from the deadly level of a gun,
    Did murther her; as that name's cursed hand
    Murder'd her kinsman. O, tell me, friar, tell me,
    In what vile part of this anatomy
    Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may sack
    The hateful mansion.                     [Draws his dagger.]

  Friar. Hold thy desperate hand.
    Art thou a man? Thy form cries out thou art;
    Thy tears are womanish, thy wild acts denote
    The unreasonable fury of a beast.
    Unseemly woman in a seeming man!
    Or ill-beseeming beast in seeming both!
    Thou hast amaz'd me. By my holy order,
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    I thought thy disposition better temper'd.
    Hast thou slain Tybalt? Wilt thou slay thyself?
    And slay thy lady that in thy life lives,
    By doing damned hate upon thyself?
    Why railest thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth?
    Since birth and heaven and earth, all three do meet
    In thee at once; which thou at once wouldst lose.
    Fie, fie, thou shamest thy shape, thy love, thy wit,
    Which, like a usurer, abound'st in all,
    And usest none in that true use indeed
    Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit.
    Thy noble shape is but a form of wax
    Digressing from the valour of a man;
    Thy dear love sworn but hollow perjury,
    Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to cherish;
    Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love,
    Misshapen in the conduct of them both,
    Like powder in a skilless soldier's flask,
    is get afire by thine own ignorance,
    And thou dismemb'red with thine own defence.
    What, rouse thee, man! Thy Juliet is alive,
    For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead.
    There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee,
    But thou slewest Tybalt. There art thou happy too.
    The law, that threat'ned death, becomes thy friend
    And turns it to exile. There art thou happy.
    A pack of blessings light upon thy back;
    Happiness courts thee in her best array;
    But, like a misbhav'd and sullen wench,
    Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love.
    Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable.
    Go get thee to thy love, as was decreed,
    Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her.
    But look thou stay not till the watch be set,
    For then thou canst not pass to Mantua,
    Where thou shalt live till we can find a time
    To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends,
    Beg pardon of the Prince, and call thee back
    With twenty hundred thousand times more joy
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    Than thou went'st forth in lamentation.
    Go before, nurse. Commend me to thy lady,
    And bid her hasten all the house to bed,
    Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto.
    Romeo is coming.

  Nurse. O Lord, I could have stay'd here all the night
    To hear good counsel. O, what learning is!
    My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come.

  Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide.

  Nurse. Here is a ring she bid me give you, sir.
    Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late.           Exit.

  Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this!

  Friar. Go hence; good night; and here stands all your state:
    Either be gone before the watch be set,
    Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence.
    Sojourn in Mantua. I'll find out your man,
    And he shall signify from time to time
    Every good hap to you that chances here.
    Give me thy hand. 'Tis late. Farewell; good night.

  Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me,
    It were a grief so brief to part with thee.
    Farewell.
                                                         Exeunt.

Scene IV.
Capulet's house

Enter Old Capulet, his Wife, and Paris.
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  Cap. Things have fall'n out, sir, so unluckily
    That we have had no time to move our daughter.
    Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly,
    And so did I. Well, we were born to die.
    'Tis very late; she'll not come down to-night.
    I promise you, but for your company,
    I would have been abed an hour ago.

  Par. These times of woe afford no tune to woo.
    Madam, good night. Commend me to your daughter.

  Lady. I will, and know her mind early to-morrow;
    To-night she's mew'd up to her heaviness.

  Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender
    Of my child's love. I think she will be rul'd
    In all respects by me; nay more, I doubt it not.
    Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed;
    Acquaint her here of my son Paris' love
    And bid her (mark you me?) on Wednesday next-
    But, soft! what day is this?

  Par. Monday, my lord.

  Cap. Monday! ha, ha! Well, Wednesday is too soon.
    Thursday let it be- a Thursday, tell her
    She shall be married to this noble earl.
    Will you be ready? Do you like this haste?
    We'll keep no great ado- a friend or two;
    For hark you, Tybalt being slain so late,
    It may be thought we held him carelessly,
    Being our kinsman, if we revel much.
    Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friends,
    And there an end. But what say you to Thursday?

  Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to-morrow.

  Cap. Well, get you gone. A Thursday be it then.
    Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed;
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    Prepare her, wife, against this wedding day.
    Farewell, My lord.- Light to my chamber, ho!
    Afore me, It is so very very late
    That we may call it early by-and-by.
    Good night.
                                                          Exeunt

Scene V.
Capulet's orchard.

Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft, at the Window.

  Jul. Wilt thou be gone? It is not yet near day.
    It was the nightingale, and not the lark,
    That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear.
    Nightly she sings on yond pomegranate tree.
    Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

  Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn;
    No nightingale. Look, love, what envious streaks
    Do lace the severing clouds in yonder East.
    Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
    Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops.
    I must be gone and live, or stay and die.

  Jul. Yond light is not daylight; I know it, I.
    It is some meteor that the sun exhales
    To be to thee this night a torchbearer
    And light thee on the way to Mantua.
    Therefore stay yet; thou need'st not to be gone.

  Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death.
    I am content, so thou wilt have it so.
    I'll say yon grey is not the morning's eye,
    'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow;
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    Nor that is not the lark whose notes do beat
    The vaulty heaven so high above our heads.
    I have more care to stay than will to go.
    Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it so.
    How is't, my soul? Let's talk; it is not day.

  Jul. It is, it is! Hie hence, be gone, away!
    It is the lark that sings so out of tune,
    Straining harsh discords and unpleasing sharps.
    Some say the lark makes sweet division;
    This doth not so, for she divideth us.
    Some say the lark and loathed toad chang'd eyes;
    O, now I would they had chang'd voices too,
    Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray,
    Hunting thee hence with hunt's-up to the day!
    O, now be gone! More light and light it grows.

  Rom. More light and light- more dark and dark our woes!

                          Enter Nurse.

  Nurse. Madam!

  Jul. Nurse?

  Nurse. Your lady mother is coming to your chamber.
    The day is broke; be wary, look about.

  Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life out.
                                                         [Exit.]

  Rom. Farewell, farewell! One kiss, and I'll descend.
                                                  He goeth down.

  Jul. Art thou gone so, my lord, my love, my friend?
    I must hear from thee every day in the hour,
    For in a minute there are many days.
    O, by this count I shall be much in years
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    Ere I again behold my Romeo!

  Rom. Farewell!
    I will omit no opportunity
    That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.

  Jul. O, think'st thou we shall ever meet again?

  Rom. I doubt it not; and all these woes shall serve
    For sweet discourses in our time to come.

  Jul. O God, I have an ill-divining soul!
    Methinks I see thee, now thou art below,
    As one dead in the bottom of a tomb.
    Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale.

  Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so do you.
    Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu!
Exit.

  Jul. O Fortune, Fortune! all men call thee fickle.
    If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him
    That is renown'd for faith? Be fickle, Fortune,
    For then I hope thou wilt not keep him long
    But send him back.

  Lady. [within] Ho, daughter! are you up?

  Jul. Who is't that calls? It is my lady mother.
    Is she not down so late, or up so early?
    What unaccustom'd cause procures her hither?

                       Enter Mother.

  Lady. Why, how now, Juliet?

  Jul. Madam, I am not well.
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  Lady. Evermore weeping for your cousin's death?
    What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears?
    An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him live.
    Therefore have done. Some grief shows much of love;
    But much of grief shows still some want of wit.

  Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss.

  Lady. So shall you feel the loss, but not the friend
    Which you weep for.

  Jul. Feeling so the loss,
    I cannot choose but ever weep the friend.

  Lady. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for his death
    As that the villain lives which slaughter'd him.

  Jul. What villain, madam?

  Lady. That same villain Romeo.

  Jul. [aside] Villain and he be many miles asunder.-
    God pardon him! I do, with all my heart;
    And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart.

  Lady. That is because the traitor murderer lives.

  Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my hands.
    Would none but I might venge my cousin's death!

  Lady. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not.
    Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantua,
    Where that same banish'd runagate doth live,
    Shall give him such an unaccustom'd dram
    That he shall soon keep Tybalt company;
    And then I hope thou wilt be satisfied.

  Jul. Indeed I never shall be satisfied
    With Romeo till I behold him- dead-
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    Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd.
    Madam, if you could find out but a man
    To bear a poison, I would temper it;
    That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof,
    Soon sleep in quiet. O, how my heart abhors
    To hear him nam'd and cannot come to him,
    To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt
    Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him!

  Lady. Find thou the means, and I'll find such a man.
    But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl.

  Jul. And joy comes well in such a needy time.
    What are they, I beseech your ladyship?

  Lady. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, child;
    One who, to put thee from thy heaviness,
    Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy
    That thou expects not nor I look'd not for.

  Jul. Madam, in happy time! What day is that?

  Lady. Marry, my child, early next Thursday morn
    The gallant, young, and noble gentleman,
    The County Paris, at Saint Peter's Church,
    Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride.

  Jul. Now by Saint Peter's Church, and Peter too,
    He shall not make me there a joyful bride!
    I wonder at this haste, that I must wed
    Ere he that should be husband comes to woo.
    I pray you tell my lord and father, madam,
    I will not marry yet; and when I do, I swear
    It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate,
    Rather than Paris. These are news indeed!

  Lady. Here comes your father. Tell him so yourself,
    And see how be will take it at your hands.
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                   Enter Capulet and Nurse.

  Cap. When the sun sets the air doth drizzle dew,
    But for the sunset of my brother's son
    It rains downright.
    How now? a conduit, girl? What, still in tears?
    Evermore show'ring? In one little body
    Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a wind:
    For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea,
    Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body is
    Sailing in this salt flood; the winds, thy sighs,
    Who, raging with thy tears and they with them,
    Without a sudden calm will overset
    Thy tempest-tossed body. How now, wife?
    Have you delivered to her our decree?

  Lady. Ay, sir; but she will none, she gives you thanks.
    I would the fool were married to her grave!

  Cap. Soft! take me with you, take me with you, wife.
    How? Will she none? Doth she not give us thanks?
    Is she not proud? Doth she not count her blest,
    Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought
    So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom?

  Jul. Not proud you have, but thankful that you have.
    Proud can I never be of what I hate,
    But thankful even for hate that is meant love.

  Cap. How, how, how, how, choplogic? What is this?
    'Proud'- and 'I thank you'- and 'I thank you not'-
    And yet 'not proud'? Mistress minion you,
    Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds,
    But fettle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next
    To go with Paris to Saint Peter's Church,
    Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither.
    Out, you green-sickness carrion I out, you baggage!
    You tallow-face!
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  Lady. Fie, fie! what, are you mad?

  Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees,
    Hear me with patience but to speak a word.

  Cap. Hang thee, young baggage! disobedient wretch!
    I tell thee what- get thee to church a Thursday
    Or never after look me in the face.
    Speak not, reply not, do not answer me!
    My fingers itch. Wife, we scarce thought us blest
    That God had lent us but this only child;
    But now I see this one is one too much,
    And that we have a curse in having her.
    Out on her, hilding!

  Nurse. God in heaven bless her!
    You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so.

  Cap. And why, my Lady Wisdom? Hold your tongue,
    Good Prudence. Smatter with your gossips, go!

  Nurse. I speak no treason.

  Cap. O, God-i-god-en!

  Nurse. May not one speak?

  Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool!
    Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl,
    For here we need it not.

  Lady. You are too hot.

  Cap. God's bread I it makes me mad. Day, night, late, early,
    At home, abroad, alone, in company,
    Waking or sleeping, still my care hath been
    To have her match'd; and having now provided
    A gentleman of princely parentage,
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    Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd,
    Stuff 'd, as they say, with honourable parts,
    Proportion'd as one's thought would wish a man-
    And then to have a wretched puling fool,
    A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender,
    To answer 'I'll not wed, I cannot love;
    I am too young, I pray you pardon me'!
    But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you.
    Graze where you will, you shall not house with me.
    Look to't, think on't; I do not use to jest.
    Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise:
    An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend;
    An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in the streets,
    For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee,
    Nor what is mine shall never do thee good.
    Trust to't. Bethink you. I'll not be forsworn.         Exit.

  Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds
    That sees into the bottom of my grief?
    O sweet my mother, cast me not away!
    Delay this marriage for a month, a week;
    Or if you do not, make the bridal bed
    In that dim monument where Tybalt lies.

  Lady. Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a word.
    Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee.            Exit.

  Jul. O God!- O nurse, how shall this be prevented?
    My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven.
    How shall that faith return again to earth
    Unless that husband send it me from heaven
    By leaving earth? Comfort me, counsel me.
    Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems
    Upon so soft a subject as myself!
    What say'st thou? Hast thou not a word of joy?
    Some comfort, nurse.

  Nurse. Faith, here it is.
    Romeo is banish'd; and all the world to nothing
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    That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you;
    Or if he do, it needs must be by stealth.
    Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,
    I think it best you married with the County.
    O, he's a lovely gentleman!
    Romeo's a dishclout to him. An eagle, madam,
    Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye
    As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart,
    I think you are happy in this second match,
    For it excels your first; or if it did not,
    Your first is dead- or 'twere as good he were
    As living here and you no use of him.

  Jul. Speak'st thou this from thy heart?

  Nurse. And from my soul too; else beshrew them both.

  Jul. Amen!

  Nurse. What?

  Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous much.
    Go in; and tell my lady I am gone,
    Having displeas'd my father, to Laurence' cell,
    To make confession and to be absolv'd.

  Nurse. Marry, I will; and this is wisely done.           Exit.

  Jul. Ancient damnation! O most wicked fiend!
    Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn,
    Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue
    Which she hath prais'd him with above compare
    So many thousand times? Go, counsellor!
    Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain.
    I'll to the friar to know his remedy.
    If all else fail, myself have power to die.            Exit.

Review Questions
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ACT IV. Scene I.
Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar, [Laurence] and County Paris.

  Friar. On Thursday, sir? The time is very short.

  Par. My father Capulet will have it so,
    And I am nothing slow to slack his haste.

  Friar. You say you do not know the lady's mind.
    Uneven is the course; I like it not.

  Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death,
    And therefore have I little talk'd of love;
    For Venus smiles not in a house of tears.
    Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous
    That she do give her sorrow so much sway,
    And in his wisdom hastes our marriage
    To stop the inundation of her tears,
    Which, too much minded by herself alone,
    May be put from her by society.
    Now do you know the reason of this haste.

  Friar. [aside] I would I knew not why it should be slow'd.-
    Look, sir, here comes the lady toward my cell.

                    Enter Juliet.

  Par. Happily met, my lady and my wife!

  Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife.

  Par. That may be must be, love, on Thursday next.

  Jul. What must be shall be.
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  Friar. That's a certain text.

  Par. Come you to make confession to this father?

  Jul. To answer that, I should confess to you.

  Par. Do not deny to him that you love me.

  Jul. I will confess to you that I love him.

  Par. So will ye, I am sure, that you love me.

  Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price,
    Being spoke behind your back, than to your face.

  Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus'd with tears.

  Jul. The tears have got small victory by that,
    For it was bad enough before their spite.

  Par. Thou wrong'st it more than tears with that report.

  Jul. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth;
    And what I spake, I spake it to my face.

  Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast sland'red it.

  Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own.
    Are you at leisure, holy father, now,
    Or shall I come to you at evening mass

  Friar. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now.
    My lord, we must entreat the time alone.

  Par. God shield I should disturb devotion!
    Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse ye.
    Till then, adieu, and keep this holy kiss.             Exit.
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  Jul. O, shut the door! and when thou hast done so,
    Come weep with me- past hope, past cure, past help!

  Friar. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief;
    It strains me past the compass of my wits.
    I hear thou must, and nothing may prorogue it,
    On Thursday next be married to this County.

  Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this,
    Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it.
    If in thy wisdom thou canst give no help,
    Do thou but call my resolution wise
    And with this knife I'll help it presently.
    God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands;
    And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo's seal'd,
    Shall be the label to another deed,
    Or my true heart with treacherous revolt
    Turn to another, this shall slay them both.
    Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time,
    Give me some present counsel; or, behold,
    'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife
    Shall play the empire, arbitrating that
    Which the commission of thy years and art
    Could to no issue of true honour bring.
    Be not so long to speak. I long to die
    If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy.

  Friar. Hold, daughter. I do spy a kind of hope,
    Which craves as desperate an execution
    As that is desperate which we would prevent.
    If, rather than to marry County Paris
    Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself,
    Then is it likely thou wilt undertake
    A thing like death to chide away this shame,
    That cop'st with death himself to scape from it;
    And, if thou dar'st, I'll give thee remedy.

  Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,
    From off the battlements of yonder tower,
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    Or walk in thievish ways, or bid me lurk
    Where serpents are; chain me with roaring bears,
    Or shut me nightly in a charnel house,
    O'ercover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones,
    With reeky shanks and yellow chapless skulls;
    Or bid me go into a new-made grave
    And hide me with a dead man in his shroud-
    Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble-
    And I will do it without fear or doubt,
    To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love.

  Friar. Hold, then. Go home, be merry, give consent
    To marry Paris. Wednesday is to-morrow.
    To-morrow night look that thou lie alone;
    Let not the nurse lie with thee in thy chamber.
    Take thou this vial, being then in bed,
    And this distilled liquor drink thou off;
    When presently through all thy veins shall run
    A cold and drowsy humour; for no pulse
    Shall keep his native progress, but surcease;
    No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou livest;
    The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade
    To paly ashes, thy eyes' windows fall
    Like death when he shuts up the day of life;
    Each part, depriv'd of supple government,
    Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear like death;
    And in this borrowed likeness of shrunk death
    Thou shalt continue two-and-forty hours,
    And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.
    Now, when the bridegroom in the morning comes
    To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead.
    Then, as the manner of our country is,
    In thy best robes uncovered on the bier
    Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault
    Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.
    In the mean time, against thou shalt awake,
    Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift;
    And hither shall he come; and he and I
    Will watch thy waking, and that very night
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    Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua.
    And this shall free thee from this present shame,
    If no inconstant toy nor womanish fear
    Abate thy valour in the acting it.

  Jul. Give me, give me! O, tell not me of fear!

  Friar. Hold! Get you gone, be strong and prosperous
    In this resolve. I'll send a friar with speed
    To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord.

  Jul. Love give me strength! and strength shall help afford.
    Farewell, dear father.
                                                         Exeunt.

Scene II.
Capulet's house.

Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurse, and Servingmen,
                        two or three.

  Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ.
                                            [Exit a Servingman.]
    Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.

  Serv. You shall have none ill, sir; for I'll try if they can
    lick their fingers.

  Cap. How canst thou try them so?

  Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick his own
    fingers. Therefore he that cannot lick his fingers goes not
    with me.

  Cap. Go, begone.
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                                                Exit Servingman.
    We shall be much unfurnish'd for this time.
    What, is my daughter gone to Friar Laurence?

  Nurse. Ay, forsooth.

  Cap. Well, be may chance to do some good on her.
    A peevish self-will'd harlotry it is.

                        Enter Juliet.

  Nurse. See where she comes from shrift with merry look.

  Cap. How now, my headstrong? Where have you been gadding?

  Jul. Where I have learnt me to repent the sin
    Of disobedient opposition
    To you and your behests, and am enjoin'd
    By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here
    To beg your pardon. Pardon, I beseech you!
    Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you.

  Cap. Send for the County. Go tell him of this.
    I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning.

  Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell
    And gave him what becomed love I might,
    Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty.

  Cap. Why, I am glad on't. This is well. Stand up.
    This is as't should be. Let me see the County.
    Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither.
    Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar,
    All our whole city is much bound to him.

  Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet
    To help me sort such needful ornaments
    As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow?
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  Mother. No, not till Thursday. There is time enough.

  Cap. Go, nurse, go with her. We'll to church to-morrow.
                                        Exeunt Juliet and Nurse.

  Mother. We shall be short in our provision.
    'Tis now near night.

  Cap. Tush, I will stir about,
    And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife.
    Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her.
    I'll not to bed to-night; let me alone.
    I'll play the housewife for this once. What, ho!
    They are all forth; well, I will walk myself
    To County Paris, to prepare him up
    Against to-morrow. My heart is wondrous light,
    Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim'd.
                                                         Exeunt.

Scene III.
Juliet's chamber.

Enter Juliet and Nurse.

  Jul. Ay, those attires are best; but, gentle nurse,
    I pray thee leave me to myself to-night;
    For I have need of many orisons
    To move the heavens to smile upon my state,
    Which, well thou knowest, is cross and full of sin.

                          Enter Mother.

  Mother. What, are you busy, ho? Need you my help?
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  Jul. No, madam; we have cull'd such necessaries
    As are behooffull for our state to-morrow.
    So please you, let me now be left alone,
    And let the nurse this night sit up with you;
    For I am sure you have your hands full all
    In this so sudden business.

  Mother. Good night.
    Get thee to bed, and rest; for thou hast need.
                                      Exeunt [Mother and Nurse.]

  Jul. Farewell! God knows when we shall meet again.
    I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins
    That almost freezes up the heat of life.
    I'll call them back again to comfort me.
    Nurse!- What should she do here?
    My dismal scene I needs must act alone.
    Come, vial.
    What if this mixture do not work at all?
    Shall I be married then to-morrow morning?
    No, No! This shall forbid it. Lie thou there.
                                             Lays down a dagger.
    What if it be a poison which the friar
    Subtilly hath minist'red to have me dead,
    Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd
    Because he married me before to Romeo?
    I fear it is; and yet methinks it should not,
    For he hath still been tried a holy man.
    I will not entertain so bad a thought.
    How if, when I am laid into the tomb,
    I wake before the time that Romeo
    Come to redeem me? There's a fearful point!
    Shall I not then be stifled in the vault,
    To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in,
    And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes?
    Or, if I live, is it not very like
    The horrible conceit of death and night,
    Together with the terror of the place-
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    As in a vault, an ancient receptacle
    Where for this many hundred years the bones
    Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd;
    Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth,
    Lies fest'ring in his shroud; where, as they say,
    At some hours in the night spirits resort-
    Alack, alack, is it not like that I,
    So early waking- what with loathsome smells,
    And shrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth,
    That living mortals, hearing them, run mad-
    O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught,
    Environed with all these hideous fears,
    And madly play with my forefathers' joints,
    And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud.,
    And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone
    As with a club dash out my desp'rate brains?
    O, look! methinks I see my cousin's ghost
    Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body
    Upon a rapier's point. Stay, Tybalt, stay!
    Romeo, I come! this do I drink to thee.

        She [drinks and] falls upon her bed within the curtains.

Scene IV.
Capulet's house.

Enter Lady of the House and Nurse.

  Lady. Hold, take these keys and fetch more spices, nurse.

  Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the pastry.

                       Enter Old Capulet.
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  Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir! The second cock hath crow'd,
    The curfew bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock.
    Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica;
    Spare not for cost.

  Nurse. Go, you cot-quean, go,
    Get you to bed! Faith, you'll be sick to-morrow
    For this night's watching.

  Cap. No, not a whit. What, I have watch'd ere now
    All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick.

  Lady. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in your time;
    But I will watch you from such watching now.
                                          Exeunt Lady and Nurse.

  Cap. A jealous hood, a jealous hood!

  Enter three or four [Fellows, with spits and logs and baskets.

    What is there? Now, fellow,

  Fellow. Things for the cook, sir; but I know not what.

  Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit Fellow.] Sirrah, fetch drier
      logs.
    Call Peter; he will show thee where they are.

  Fellow. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs
    And never trouble Peter for the matter.

  Cap. Mass, and well said; a merry whoreson, ha!
    Thou shalt be loggerhead. [Exit Fellow.] Good faith, 'tis day.
    The County will be here with music straight,
    For so he said he would.                         Play music.
    I hear him near.
    Nurse! Wife! What, ho! What, nurse, I say!
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                              Enter Nurse.
    Go waken Juliet; go and trim her up.
    I'll go and chat with Paris. Hie, make haste,
    Make haste! The bridegroom he is come already:
    Make haste, I say.
                                                       [Exeunt.]

Scene V.
Juliet's chamber.

[Enter Nurse.]

  Nurse. Mistress! what, mistress! Juliet! Fast, I warrant her, she.
    Why, lamb! why, lady! Fie, you slug-abed!
    Why, love, I say! madam! sweetheart! Why, bride!
    What, not a word? You take your pennyworths now!
    Sleep for a week; for the next night, I warrant,
    The County Paris hath set up his rest
    That you shall rest but little. God forgive me!
    Marry, and amen. How sound is she asleep!
    I needs must wake her. Madam, madam, madam!
    Ay, let the County take you in your bed!
    He'll fright you up, i' faith. Will it not be?
                                     [Draws aside the curtains.]
    What, dress'd, and in your clothes, and down again?
    I must needs wake you. Lady! lady! lady!
    Alas, alas! Help, help! My lady's dead!
    O weraday that ever I was born!
    Some aqua-vitae, ho! My lord! my lady!

                           Enter Mother.

  Mother. What noise is here?
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  Nurse. O lamentable day!

  Mother. What is the matter?

  Nurse. Look, look! O heavy day!

  Mother. O me, O me! My child, my only life!
    Revive, look up, or I will die with thee!
    Help, help! Call help.

                            Enter Father.

  Father. For shame, bring Juliet forth; her lord is come.

  Nurse. She's dead, deceas'd; she's dead! Alack the day!

  Mother. Alack the day, she's dead, she's dead, she's dead!

  Cap. Ha! let me see her. Out alas! she's cold,
    Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff;
    Life and these lips have long been separated.
    Death lies on her like an untimely frost
    Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.

  Nurse. O lamentable day!

  Mother. O woful time!

  Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail,
    Ties up my tongue and will not let me speak.

  Enter Friar [Laurence] and the County [Paris], with Musicians.

  Friar. Come, is the bride ready to go to church?

  Cap. Ready to go, but never to return.
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    O son, the night before thy wedding day
    Hath Death lain with thy wife. See, there she lies,
    Flower as she was, deflowered by him.
    Death is my son-in-law, Death is my heir;
    My daughter he hath wedded. I will die
    And leave him all. Life, living, all is Death's.

  Par. Have I thought long to see this morning's face,
    And doth it give me such a sight as this?

  Mother. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day!
    Most miserable hour that e'er time saw
    In lasting labour of his pilgrimage!
    But one, poor one, one poor and loving child,
    But one thing to rejoice and solace in,
    And cruel Death hath catch'd it from my sight!

  Nurse. O woe? O woful, woful, woful day!
    Most lamentable day, most woful day
    That ever ever I did yet behold!
    O day! O day! O day! O hateful day!
    Never was seen so black a day as this.
    O woful day! O woful day!

  Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited, slain!
    Most detestable Death, by thee beguil'd,
    By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown!
    O love! O life! not life, but love in death

  Cap. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd, kill'd!
    Uncomfortable time, why cam'st thou now
    To murther, murther our solemnity?
    O child! O child! my soul, and not my child!
    Dead art thou, dead! alack, my child is dead,
    And with my child my joys are buried!

  Friar. Peace, ho, for shame! Confusion's cure lives not
    In these confusions. Heaven and yourself
    Had part in this fair maid! now heaven hath all,
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    And all the better is it for the maid.
    Your part in her you could not keep from death,
    But heaven keeps his part in eternal life.
    The most you sought was her promotion,
    For 'twas your heaven she should be advanc'd;
    And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd
    Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?
    O, in this love, you love your child so ill
    That you run mad, seeing that she is well.
    She's not well married that lives married long,
    But she's best married that dies married young.
    Dry up your tears and stick your rosemary
    On this fair corse, and, as the custom is,
    In all her best array bear her to church;
    For though fond nature bids us all lament,
    Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment.

  Cap. All things that we ordained festival
    Turn from their office to black funeral-
    Our instruments to melancholy bells,
    Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast;
    Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change;
    Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse;
    And all things change them to the contrary.

  Friar. Sir, go you in; and, madam, go with him;
    And go, Sir Paris. Every one prepare
    To follow this fair corse unto her grave.
    The heavens do low'r upon you for some ill;
    Move them no more by crossing their high will.
                           Exeunt. Manent Musicians [and Nurse].
  1. Mus. Faith, we may put up our pipes and be gone.

  Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put up!
    For well you know this is a pitiful case.            [Exit.]
  1. Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended.

                         Enter Peter.
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  Pet. Musicians, O, musicians, 'Heart's ease,' 'Heart's ease'!
    O, an you will have me live, play 'Heart's ease.'
  1. Mus. Why 'Heart's ease'',

  Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays 'My heart is
    full of woe.' O, play me some merry dump to comfort me.
  1. Mus. Not a dump we! 'Tis no time to play now.

  Pet. You will not then?
  1. Mus. No.

  Pet. I will then give it you soundly.
  1. Mus. What will you give us?

  Pet. No money, on my faith, but the gleek. I will give you the
     minstrel.
  1. Mus. Then will I give you the serving-creature.

  Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger on your pate.
    I will carry no crotchets. I'll re you, I'll fa you. Do you
    note me?
  1. Mus. An you re us and fa us, you note us.
  2. Mus. Pray you put up your dagger, and put out your wit.

  Pet. Then have at you with my wit! I will dry-beat you with an
    iron wit, and put up my iron dagger. Answer me like men.

           'When griping grief the heart doth wound,
             And doleful dumps the mind oppress,
           Then music with her silver sound'-

    Why 'silver sound'? Why 'music with her silver sound'?
    What say you, Simon Catling?
  1. Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet sound.

  Pet. Pretty! What say You, Hugh Rebeck?
  2. Mus. I say 'silver sound' because musicians sound for silver.
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  Pet. Pretty too! What say you, James Soundpost?
  3. Mus. Faith, I know not what to say.

  Pet. O, I cry you mercy! you are the singer. I will say for you. It
    is 'music with her silver sound' because musicians have no
    gold for sounding.

           'Then music with her silver sound
             With speedy help doth lend redress.'         [Exit.

  1. Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same?
  2. Mus. Hang him, Jack! Come, we'll in here, tarry for the
    mourners, and stay dinner.
                                                         Exeunt.

ACT V. Scene I.
Mantua. A street.

Enter Romeo.

  Rom. If I may trust the flattering truth of sleep
    My dreams presage some joyful news at hand.
    My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne,
    And all this day an unaccustom'd spirit
    Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts.
    I dreamt my lady came and found me dead
    (Strange dream that gives a dead man leave to think!)
    And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips
    That I reviv'd and was an emperor.
    Ah me! how sweet is love itself possess'd,
    When but love's shadows are so rich in joy!

                Enter Romeo's Man Balthasar, booted.

    News from Verona! How now, Balthasar?
    Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar?
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    How doth my lady? Is my father well?
    How fares my Juliet? That I ask again,
    For nothing can be ill if she be well.

  Man. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill.
    Her body sleeps in Capel's monument,
    And her immortal part with angels lives.
    I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault
    And presently took post to tell it you.
    O, pardon me for bringing these ill news,
    Since you did leave it for my office, sir.

  Rom. Is it e'en so? Then I defy you, stars!
    Thou knowest my lodging. Get me ink and paper
    And hire posthorses. I will hence to-night.

  Man. I do beseech you, sir, have patience.
    Your looks are pale and wild and do import
    Some misadventure.

  Rom. Tush, thou art deceiv'd.
    Leave me and do the thing I bid thee do.
    Hast thou no letters to me from the friar?

  Man. No, my good lord.

  Rom. No matter. Get thee gone
    And hire those horses. I'll be with thee straight.
                                               Exit [Balthasar].
    Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.
    Let's see for means. O mischief, thou art swift
    To enter in the thoughts of desperate men!
    I do remember an apothecary,
    And hereabouts 'a dwells, which late I noted
    In tatt'red weeds, with overwhelming brows,
    Culling of simples. Meagre were his looks,
    Sharp misery had worn him to the bones;
    And in his needy shop a tortoise hung,
    An alligator stuff 'd, and other skins
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    Of ill-shaped fishes; and about his shelves
    A beggarly account of empty boxes,
    Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds,
    Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses
    Were thinly scattered, to make up a show.
    Noting this penury, to myself I said,
    'An if a man did need a poison now
    Whose sale is present death in Mantua,
    Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him.'
    O, this same thought did but forerun my need,
    And this same needy man must sell it me.
    As I remember, this should be the house.
    Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. What, ho! apothecary!

                        Enter Apothecary.

  Apoth. Who calls so loud?

  Rom. Come hither, man. I see that thou art poor.
    Hold, there is forty ducats. Let me have
    A dram of poison, such soon-speeding gear
    As will disperse itself through all the veins
    That the life-weary taker mall fall dead,
    And that the trunk may be discharg'd of breath
    As violently as hasty powder fir'd
    Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb.

  Apoth. Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua's law
    Is death to any he that utters them.

  Rom. Art thou so bare and full of wretchedness
    And fearest to die? Famine is in thy cheeks,
    Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes,
    Contempt and beggary hangs upon thy back:
    The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law;
    The world affords no law to make thee rich;
    Then be not poor, but break it and take this.
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  Apoth. My poverty but not my will consents.

  Rom. I pay thy poverty and not thy will.

  Apoth. Put this in any liquid thing you will
    And drink it off, and if you had the strength
    Of twenty men, it would dispatch you straight.

  Rom. There is thy gold- worse poison to men's souls,
    Doing more murther in this loathsome world,
    Than these poor compounds that thou mayst not sell.
    I sell thee poison; thou hast sold me none.
    Farewell. Buy food and get thyself in flesh.
    Come, cordial and not poison, go with me
    To Juliet's grave; for there must I use thee.
                                                         Exeunt.

Scene II.
Verona. Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar John to Friar Laurence.

  John. Holy Franciscan friar, brother, ho!

                      Enter Friar Laurence.

  Laur. This same should be the voice of Friar John.
    Welcome from Mantua. What says Romeo?
    Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter.

  John. Going to find a barefoot brother out,
    One of our order, to associate me
    Here in this city visiting the sick,
    And finding him, the searchers of the town,
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    Suspecting that we both were in a house
    Where the infectious pestilence did reign,
    Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth,
    So that my speed to Mantua there was stay'd.

  Laur. Who bare my letter, then, to Romeo?

  John. I could not send it- here it is again-
    Nor get a messenger to bring it thee,
    So fearful were they of infection.

  Laur. Unhappy fortune! By my brotherhood,
    The letter was not nice, but full of charge,
    Of dear import; and the neglecting it
    May do much danger. Friar John, go hence,
    Get me an iron crow and bring it straight
    Unto my cell.

  John. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee.                 Exit.

  Laur. Now, must I to the monument alone.
    Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake.
    She will beshrew me much that Romeo
    Hath had no notice of these accidents;
    But I will write again to Mantua,
    And keep her at my cell till Romeo come-
    Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb!        Exit.

Scene III.
Verona. A churchyard; in it the monument of the Capulets.

Enter Paris and his Page with flowers and [a torch].

  Par. Give me thy torch, boy. Hence, and stand aloof.
    Yet put it out, for I would not be seen.
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    Under yond yew tree lay thee all along,
    Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground.
    So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread
    (Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves)
    But thou shalt hear it. Whistle then to me,
    As signal that thou hear'st something approach.
    Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.

  Page. [aside] I am almost afraid to stand alone
    Here in the churchyard; yet I will adventure.     [Retires.]

  Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed I strew
    (O woe! thy canopy is dust and stones)
    Which with sweet water nightly I will dew;
    Or, wanting that, with tears distill'd by moans.
    The obsequies that I for thee will keep
    Nightly shall be to strew, thy grave and weep.
                                                    Whistle Boy.
    The boy gives warning something doth approach.
    What cursed foot wanders this way to-night
    To cross my obsequies and true love's rite?
    What, with a torch? Muffle me, night, awhile.     [Retires.]

       Enter Romeo, and Balthasar with a torch, a mattock,
                    and a crow of iron.

  Rom. Give me that mattock and the wrenching iron.
    Hold, take this letter. Early in the morning
    See thou deliver it to my lord and father.
    Give me the light. Upon thy life I charge thee,
    Whate'er thou hearest or seest, stand all aloof
    And do not interrupt me in my course.
    Why I descend into this bed of death
    Is partly to behold my lady's face,
    But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger
    A precious ring- a ring that I must use
    In dear employment. Therefore hence, be gone.
    But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry
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    In what I farther shall intend to do,
    By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint
    And strew this hungry churchyard with thy limbs.
    The time and my intents are savage-wild,
    More fierce and more inexorable far
    Than empty tigers or the roaring sea.

  Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.

  Rom. So shalt thou show me friendship. Take thou that.
    Live, and be prosperous; and farewell, good fellow.

  Bal. [aside] For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout.
    His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt.        [Retires.]

  Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death,
    Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth,
    Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open,
    And in despite I'll cram thee with more food.
                                           Romeo opens the tomb.

  Par. This is that banish'd haughty Montague
    That murd'red my love's cousin- with which grief
    It is supposed the fair creature died-
    And here is come to do some villanous shame
    To the dead bodies. I will apprehend him.
    Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Montague!
    Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death?
    Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee.
    Obey, and go with me; for thou must die.

  Rom. I must indeed; and therefore came I hither.
    Good gentle youth, tempt not a desp'rate man.
    Fly hence and leave me. Think upon these gone;
    Let them affright thee. I beseech thee, youth,
    But not another sin upon my head
    By urging me to fury. O, be gone!
    By heaven, I love thee better than myself,
    For I come hither arm'd against myself.

374



    Stay not, be gone. Live, and hereafter say
    A madman's mercy bid thee run away.

  Par. I do defy thy, conjuration
    And apprehend thee for a felon here.

  Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? Then have at thee, boy!
                                                     They fight.

  Page. O Lord, they fight! I will go call the watch.
                                            [Exit. Paris falls.]

  Par. O, I am slain! If thou be merciful,
    Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet.                   [Dies.]

  Rom. In faith, I will. Let me peruse this face.
    Mercutio's kinsman, noble County Paris!
    What said my man when my betossed soul
    Did not attend him as we rode? I think
    He told me Paris should have married Juliet.
    Said he not so? or did I dream it so?
    Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet
    To think it was so? O, give me thy hand,
    One writ with me in sour misfortune's book!
    I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave.
    A grave? O, no, a lanthorn, slaught'red youth,
    For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes
    This vault a feasting presence full of light.
    Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd.
                                         [Lays him in the tomb.]
    How oft when men are at the point of death
    Have they been merry! which their keepers call
    A lightning before death. O, how may I
    Call this a lightning? O my love! my wife!
    Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath,
    Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty.
    Thou art not conquer'd. Beauty's ensign yet
    Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks,
    And death's pale flag is not advanced there.
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    Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet?
    O, what more favour can I do to thee
    Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain
    To sunder his that was thine enemy?
    Forgive me, cousin.' Ah, dear Juliet,
    Why art thou yet so fair? Shall I believe
    That unsubstantial Death is amorous,
    And that the lean abhorred monster keeps
    Thee here in dark to be his paramour?
    For fear of that I still will stay with thee
    And never from this palace of dim night
    Depart again. Here, here will I remain
    With worms that are thy chambermaids. O, here
    Will I set up my everlasting rest
    And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars
    From this world-wearied flesh. Eyes, look your last!
    Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, O you
    The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss
    A dateless bargain to engrossing death!
    Come, bitter conduct; come, unsavoury guide!
    Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on
    The dashing rocks thy seasick weary bark!
    Here's to my love! [Drinks.] O true apothecary!
    Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss I die.          Falls.

    Enter Friar [Laurence], with lanthorn, crow, and spade.

  Friar. Saint Francis be my speed! how oft to-night
    Have my old feet stumbled at graves! Who's there?

  Bal. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you well.

  Friar. Bliss be upon you! Tell me, good my friend,
    What torch is yond that vainly lends his light
    To grubs and eyeless skulls? As I discern,
    It burneth in the Capels' monument.

  Bal. It doth so, holy sir; and there's my master,
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    One that you love.

  Friar. Who is it?

  Bal. Romeo.

  Friar. How long hath he been there?

  Bal. Full half an hour.

  Friar. Go with me to the vault.

  Bal. I dare not, sir.
    My master knows not but I am gone hence,
    And fearfully did menace me with death
    If I did stay to look on his intents.

  Friar. Stay then; I'll go alone. Fear comes upon me.
    O, much I fear some ill unthrifty thing.

  Bal. As I did sleep under this yew tree here,
    I dreamt my master and another fought,
    And that my master slew him.

  Friar. Romeo!
    Alack, alack, what blood is this which stains
    The stony entrance of this sepulchre?
    What mean these masterless and gory swords
    To lie discolour'd by this place of peace? [Enters the tomb.]
    Romeo! O, pale! Who else? What, Paris too?
    And steep'd in blood? Ah, what an unkind hour
    Is guilty of this lamentable chance! The lady stirs.
                                                   Juliet rises.

  Jul. O comfortable friar! where is my lord?
    I do remember well where I should be,
    And there I am. Where is my Romeo?

  Friar. I hear some noise. Lady, come from that nest
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    Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep.
    A greater power than we can contradict
    Hath thwarted our intents. Come, come away.
    Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead;
    And Paris too. Come, I'll dispose of thee
    Among a sisterhood of holy nuns.
    Stay not to question, for the watch is coming.
    Come, go, good Juliet. I dare no longer stay.

  Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.
                                                   Exit [Friar].
    What's here? A cup, clos'd in my true love's hand?
    Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end.
    O churl! drunk all, and left no friendly drop
    To help me after? I will kiss thy lips.
    Haply some poison yet doth hang on them
    To make me die with a restorative.             [Kisses him.]
    Thy lips are warm!

  Chief Watch. [within] Lead, boy. Which way?
    Yea, noise? Then I'll be brief. O happy dagger!
                                      [Snatches Romeo's dagger.]
    This is thy sheath; there rest, and let me die.
                  She stabs herself and falls [on Romeo's body].

                Enter [Paris's] Boy and Watch.

  Boy. This is the place. There, where the torch doth burn.

  Chief Watch. 'the ground is bloody. Search about the churchyard.
    Go, some of you; whoe'er you find attach.
                                     [Exeunt some of the Watch.]
    Pitiful sight! here lies the County slain;
    And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead,
    Who here hath lain this two days buried.
    Go, tell the Prince; run to the Capulets;
    Raise up the Montagues; some others search.
                                   [Exeunt others of the Watch.]
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    We see the ground whereon these woes do lie,
    But the true ground of all these piteous woes
    We cannot without circumstance descry.

     Enter [some of the Watch,] with Romeo's Man [Balthasar].

  2. Watch. Here's Romeo's man. We found him in the churchyard.

  Chief Watch. Hold him in safety till the Prince come hither.

          Enter Friar [Laurence] and another Watchman.

  3. Watch. Here is a friar that trembles, sighs, and weeps.
    We took this mattock and this spade from him
    As he was coming from this churchyard side.

  Chief Watch. A great suspicion! Stay the friar too.

              Enter the Prince [and Attendants].

  Prince. What misadventure is so early up,
    That calls our person from our morning rest?

            Enter Capulet and his Wife [with others].

  Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek abroad?

  Wife. The people in the street cry 'Romeo,'
    Some 'Juliet,' and some 'Paris'; and all run,
    With open outcry, toward our monument.

  Prince. What fear is this which startles in our ears?

  Chief Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County Paris slain;
    And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead before,
    Warm and new kill'd.
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  Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul murder comes.

  Chief Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter'd Romeo's man,
    With instruments upon them fit to open
    These dead men's tombs.

  Cap. O heavens! O wife, look how our daughter bleeds!
    This dagger hath mista'en, for, lo, his house
    Is empty on the back of Montague,
    And it missheathed in my daughter's bosom!

  Wife. O me! this sight of death is as a bell
    That warns my old age to a sepulchre.

               Enter Montague [and others].

  Prince. Come, Montague; for thou art early up
    To see thy son and heir more early down.

  Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night!
    Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath.
    What further woe conspires against mine age?

  Prince. Look, and thou shalt see.

  Mon. O thou untaught! what manners is in this,
    To press before thy father to a grave?

  Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while,
    Till we can clear these ambiguities
    And know their spring, their head, their true descent;
    And then will I be general of your woes
    And lead you even to death. Meantime forbear,
    And let mischance be slave to patience.
    Bring forth the parties of suspicion.

  Friar. I am the greatest, able to do least,
    Yet most suspected, as the time and place
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    Doth make against me, of this direful murther;
    And here I stand, both to impeach and purge
    Myself condemned and myself excus'd.

  Prince. Then say it once what thou dost know in this.

  Friar. I will be brief, for my short date of breath
    Is not so long as is a tedious tale.
    Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet;
    And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife.
    I married them; and their stol'n marriage day
    Was Tybalt's doomsday, whose untimely death
    Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this city;
    For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd.
    You, to remove that siege of grief from her,
    Betroth'd and would have married her perforce
    To County Paris. Then comes she to me
    And with wild looks bid me devise some mean
    To rid her from this second marriage,
    Or in my cell there would she kill herself.
    Then gave I her (so tutored by my art)
    A sleeping potion; which so took effect
    As I intended, for it wrought on her
    The form of death. Meantime I writ to Romeo
    That he should hither come as this dire night
    To help to take her from her borrowed grave,
    Being the time the potion's force should cease.
    But he which bore my letter, Friar John,
    Was stay'd by accident, and yesternight
    Return'd my letter back. Then all alone
    At the prefixed hour of her waking
    Came I to take her from her kindred's vault;
    Meaning to keep her closely at my cell
    Till I conveniently could send to Romeo.
    But when I came, some minute ere the time
    Of her awaking, here untimely lay
    The noble Paris and true Romeo dead.
    She wakes; and I entreated her come forth
    And bear this work of heaven with patience;
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    But then a noise did scare me from the tomb,
    And she, too desperate, would not go with me,
    But, as it seems, did violence on herself.
    All this I know, and to the marriage
    Her nurse is privy; and if aught in this
    Miscarried by my fault, let my old life
    Be sacrific'd, some hour before his time,
    Unto the rigour of severest law.

  Prince. We still have known thee for a holy man.
    Where's Romeo's man? What can he say in this?

  Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet's death;
    And then in post he came from Mantua
    To this same place, to this same monument.
    This letter he early bid me give his father,
    And threat'ned me with death, going in the vault,
    If I departed not and left him there.

  Prince. Give me the letter. I will look on it.
    Where is the County's page that rais'd the watch?
    Sirrah, what made your master in this place?

  Boy. He came with flowers to strew his lady's grave;
    And bid me stand aloof, and so I did.
    Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb;
    And by-and-by my master drew on him;
    And then I ran away to call the watch.

  Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's words,
    Their course of love, the tidings of her death;
    And here he writes that he did buy a poison
    Of a poor pothecary, and therewithal
    Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.
    Where be these enemies? Capulet, Montage,
    See what a scourge is laid upon your hate,
    That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love!
    And I, for winking at you, discords too,
    Have lost a brace of kinsmen. All are punish'd.
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  Cap. O brother Montague, give me thy hand.
    This is my daughter's jointure, for no more
    Can I demand.

  Mon. But I can give thee more;
    For I will raise her Statue in pure gold,
    That whiles Verona by that name is known,
    There shall no figure at such rate be set
    As that of true and faithful Juliet.

  Cap. As rich shall Romeo's by his lady's lie-
    Poor sacrifices of our enmity!

  Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it brings.
    The sun for sorrow will not show his head.
    Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things;
    Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished;
    For never was a story of more woe
    Than this of Juliet and her Romeo.
                                                   Exeunt omnes.

THE END

Review Questions
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Anton Pavlovich Chekhov (b. 1860 - d. 1904) 
completes the triad of great Russian authors of 
the late-19th century.  While Dostoevsky and 
Tolstoy made their mark primarily through their 
novels, Chekhov is remembered for his short 
stories and four full-length plays that are 
considered masterpieces of the modern 
theatre.  Unlike the noble family lineage of 
Tolstoy and Dostoevsky, Chekhov was of 
humble origins, and his father was once a serf 
before entering religious life.  Chekhov actually 
made his living for most of his adult life as a 
physician and pursued much of his writing in 
addition to his medical responsibilities.  His 
worked is noted for its psychological complexity 
that continues to challenge readers today.  He 
pioneered many techniques in the short story 
that were later adopted by twentieth-century 
modernists, most notably the stream of 
consciousness technique made popular by Irish 
author James Joyce.

“THE INSPECTOR-GENERAL”
BY ANTON CHEKHOV
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“THE INSPECTOR-GENERAL”

by Anton Chekhov

Adapted by Michael Frayn

[The curtain goes up to reveal falling snow and a cart facing away from us. Enter a STORYTELLER . As 
he, or she, begins to read the story, the TRAVELER enters. He is a middle-aged man of entirely urban 
appearance, wearing dark glasses, and a long overcoat with its collar turned up. He is carrying a modest 
traveling bag. He climbs onto the cart and sits facing us.] 

STORYTELLER. The Inspector-General. In deepest incognito, first by express train, then along cart 
tracks and back roads, Pyotr Pavlovich Posudin was hastening towards the little town of N, to which he 
had been summoned by an anonymous letter. “I’ll take them by surprise,” he thought to himself. “I’ll come 
down on them like a thunderbolt out of the blue. I can just imagine their faces when they hear who I 
am . . .” 

[Enter the DRIVER , a peasant bundled up in old sacks against the weather. He climbs up onto the cart, so 
that he is sitting with his back to us, and the cart begins to trundle slowly away from us along a potholed 
country road.] 

And when he’d thought to himself for long enough, he fell into conversation with the driver of the cart. 
What did he talk about? About himself, of course. 

[Exit the STORYTELLER.] 

TRAVELER. I gather you’ve got a new Inspector-General in these parts. 

DRIVER. True enough. 

TRAVELER. Know anything about him? 

[The DRIVER turns around in his seat and looks at the TRAVELER , who inconspicuously turns his coat 
collar up a little higher.] 

DRIVER. Know anything about him? Of course we do! We know everything about all of them up there! 
Every last little clerk—we know the color of his hair and the size of his boots! Know about the top man? 
That’s why they’ve sent him here, so we know about him! 
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[The DRIVER turns back to the front, and the TRAVELER permits himself a slight 
smile.] 

TRAVELER. So, what do you reckon? Any good, is he? 

[The DRIVER turns around and considers this.] 

DRIVER. Oh, yes, he’s a good one, this one. 

TRAVELER. Really? 

DRIVER. Did one good thing straight off. 

TRAVELER. What was that? 

DRIVER. He got rid of the last one. Holy terror he was! Hear him coming five miles off ! Say he’s going to 
this little town. Somewhere like we’re going, say. He’d let all the world know about it a month before. So 
now he’s on his way, say, and it’s like thunder and lightning coming down the road. They’re all jumping in 
front of him, they’re all jumping behind him, they’re all jumping either side of him. And when he gets 
where he’s going he has a good sleep, he has a good eat and drink—and then he starts. Stamps his feet, 
shouts his head off. Then he has another good sleep, and off he goes. 

TRAVELER. But the new one’s not like that? 

DRIVER. Oh, no, the new one goes everywhere on the quiet, like. Creeps around like a cat. Don’t want no 
one to see him, don’t want no one to know who he is. Say he’s going to this town down the road here. 
Someone there sent him a letter on the sly, let’s say. “Things going on here you should know about.” 
Something of that kind. Well, now, he creeps out of his office, so none of them up there see him go. He 
hops on a train just like anyone else, just like you or me. Then when he gets off he don’t go jumping into a 
cab or nothing fancy. Oh, no. An ordinary horse and cart will do for him! He wraps himself up from head to 
toe, so you can’t see his face, and he wheezes away like an old dog so no one can recognize his voice. 

TRAVELER. Wheezes? That’s not wheezing! That’s the way he talks! So I gather. 

DRIVER. Oh, is it? But the tales they tell about him. You’d laugh till you burst your tripes! 

TRAVELER. [Sourly.] I’m sure I should. 

DRIVER. Drinks, mind! 
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TRAVELER. [Startled.] Drinks? 

DRIVER. Oh, like a hole in the ground. Famous for it.

TRAVELER. He’s never touched a drop! I mean, from what I’ve heard. 

DRIVER. Oh, not in public, no. Goes to some great ball—“No thank you, not for me.” Oh, no, he puts it 
away at home! Wakes up in the morning, rubs his eyes, and the first thing he does, he shouts, “Vodka!” So in 
runs his valet with a glass. “And another!” says he. Fixed himself up a tube behind his desk, he has. Leans 
down, takes a pull on it, no one the wiser. 

TRAVELER. [Offended.] How do you know all this, may I ask? 

DRIVER. Can’t hide it from the servants, can you? The valet and the coachman have got tongues in their 
heads. Then again, he’s on the road, say, going about his business—and he keeps the bottle in his little bag. 

[The TRAVELER discreetly pushes his traveling bag out of the DRIVER ’s sight.] 

It’s the same with his women. 

TRAVELER. [Startled.] His women? 

DRIVER. Oh, he’s a devil for the women, this one! Ten of them, he’s got! 

TRAVELER. Ten? That’s absolute nonsense! I mean . . . surely . . . ? 

DRIVER. He’s got two of them living in the house! One of them, they say she’s the housekeeper—that’s 
Nastasya Ivanovna. The other one—what’s her name, now? Forget my own name next . . . Ludmila 
Semyonovna —she’s supposed to be some sort of clerk. But Nastasya—she’s the top one. Whatever she 
wants she’s only to say and he does it. Runs circles around him, she does, like a fox around his tail. She’s the 
one who wears the trousers.  The people aren’t half so frightened of him as what they are of her. Now, 
Number Three, she lives on Kachalnaya Street. Public scandal, that one, because her husband’s niece by his 
first wife—she’s Number Four . . . ! 

TRAVELER. Yes, yes, quite, quite . . . But at least he’s good at his job, you say? 

DRIVER. Oh, he’s a blessing from heaven, I’ll grant him that. 
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TRAVELER. Very cunning—you were saying. 

DRIVER. Oh, he creeps around all right. 

TRAVELER. And then he pounces, yes? I should think some people must get the surprise of their life, 
mustn’t they? 

DRIVER. No,no—let’s be fair, now.  Give him his due.  He don’t make no trouble. 

TRAVELER. No, I mean, if no one knows he’s coming . . . 

DRIVER. Oh, that’s what he thinks! Oh, Lord bless you— we all know! 

TRAVELER. You know? 

DRIVER. Oh, some gentleman gets off the train at the station back there with his greatcoat up to his 
eyebrows and says, “No, I don’t want a cab, thank you, I don’t want nothing fancy, just an ordinary horse 
and cart for me”—well, we’d put two and two together, wouldn’t we! Say it was you, now, creeping along 
down the road here. The lads would be down there in a cab by now! By the time you got there the whole 
town would be as regular as clockwork! And you’d think to yourself, “Oh, look at that! As clean as a whistle! 
And they didn’t know I was coming!” No, that’s why he’s such a blessing after the other one. This one 
believes it! 

TRAVELER. Oh, I see. 

DRIVER. What, you thought we wouldn’t know him? Why, we’ve got the electric telegraph these days! 
Take today, now. I’m going past the station back there this morning, and the fellow who runs the buffet 
comes out like a bolt of lightning. Arms full of baskets and bottles. “Where are you off to?” I say. “Doing 
drinks and refreshments for the Inspector-General!” he says, and he jumps into a post chaise and goes 
flying off down the road here. So there’s the old Inspector-General, all muffled up like a roll of carpet, going 
secretly along in a cart somewhere—and when he gets there, nothing to be seen but vodka and cold salmon! 

TRAVELER. [Shouts.] Right—turn around, then, damn you! 

DRIVER. [To the horse.] Whoa, boy! Whoa! [To the TRAVELER.] Oh, so what’s this, then? Don’t want 
to go running into the Inspector-General, is that it? 

[The TRAVELER gestures impatiently to the DRIVER to turn the cart around. ] 
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[To the horse.] Back we go, then, boy. Home we go. 

[The DRIVER turns the cart around, and the TRAVELER tips back his head and takes a swig from his 
traveling bag.] 

Though if I know the old devil, he’s like as not turned around and gone home again himself. [Blackout.]

Review Questions
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 by Anton Chekhov

Dramatis Personae

STEPAN STEPANOVITCH CHUBUKOV, a landowner

NATALYA STEPANOVNA, his daughter, twenty-five years old

IVAN VASSILEVITCH LOMOV, a neighbour of Chubukov, a large and hearty, but very suspicious 
landowner

SETTING

CHUBUKOV's country-house 

[A drawing-room in CHUBUKOV'S house.]

[LOMOV enters, wearing a dress-jacket and white gloves. CHUBUKOV rises to meet him.]

CHUBUKOV: My dear fellow, whom do I see! Ivan Vassilevitch! I am extremely glad! [Squeezes his hand] 
Now this is a surprise, my darling ... How are you?

LOMOV: Thank you. And how may you be getting on?

CHUBUKOV: We just get along somehow, my angel, to your prayers, and so on. Sit down, please do. ... 
Now, you know, you shouldn't forget all about your neighbours, my darling. My dear fellow, why are you so 
formal in your get-up? Evening dress, gloves, and so on. Can you be going anywhere, my treasure?

LOMOV: No, I've come only to see you, honoured Stepan Stepanovitch.

CHUBUKOV: Then why are you in evening dress, my precious? As if you're paying a New Year's Eve visit!

LOMOV: Well, you see, it's like this. [Takes his arm] I've come to you, honoured Stepan Stepanovitch, to 
trouble you with a request. Not once or twice have I already had the privilege of applying to you for help, 

“A MARRIAGE PROPOSAL”
(FOR BIOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION ON THE AUTHOR, SEE CHEKHOV)
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and you have always, so to speak ... I must ask your pardon, I am getting excited. I shall drink some water, 
honoured Stepan Stepanovitch. [Drinks.]

CHUBUKOV: [Aside] He's come to borrow money! Shan't give him any! [Aloud] What is it, my beauty?

LOMOV: You see, Honour Stepanitch ... I beg pardon, Stepan Honouritch ... I mean, I'm awfully excited, 
as you will please notice. ... In short, you alone can help me, though I don't deserve it, of course ... and 
haven't any right to count on your assistance. ...

CHUBUKOV: Oh, don't go round and round it, darling! Spit it out! Well?

LOMOV: One moment ... this very minute. The fact is, I've come to ask the hand of your daughter, 
Natalya Stepanovna, in marriage.

CHUBUKOV: [Joyfully] By Jove! Ivan Vassilevitch! Say it again--I didn't hear it all!

LOMOV: I have the honour to ask ...

CHUBUKOV: [Interrupting] My dear fellow ... I'm so glad, and so on. ... Yes, indeed, and all that sort of 
thing. [Embraces and kisses LOMOV] I've been hoping for it for a long time. It's been my continual desire. 
[Sheds a tear] And I've always loved you, my angel, as if you were my own son. May God give you both His 
help and His love and so on, and I did so much hope ... What am I behaving in this idiotic way for? I'm off 
my balance with joy, absolutely off my balance! Oh, with all my soul ... I'll go and call Natasha, and all that.

LOMOV: [Greatly moved] Honoured Stepan Stepanovitch, do you think I may count on her consent?

CHUBUKOV: Why, of course, my darling, and ... as if she won't consent! She's in love; egad, she's like a 
love-sick cat, and so on. ... Shan't be long! [Exit.]

LOMOV: It's cold ... I'm trembling all over, just as if I'd got an examination before me. The great thing is, I 
must have my mind made up. If I give myself time to think, to hesitate, to talk a lot, to look for an ideal, or 
for real love, then I'll never get married. ... Brr! ... It's cold! Natalya Stepanovna is an excellent housekeeper, 
not bad-looking, well-educated. ... What more do I want? But I'm getting a noise in my ears from 
excitement. [Drinks] And it's impossible for me not to marry. ... In the first place, I'm already 35--a critical 
age, so to speak. In the second place, I ought to lead a quiet and regular life. ... I suffer from palpitations, 
I'm excitable and always getting awfully upset. ... At this very moment my lips are trembling, and there's a 
twitch in my right eyebrow. ... But the very worst of all is the way I sleep. I no sooner get into bed and 
begin to go off when suddenly something in my left side gives a pull, and I can feel it in my shoulder and 
head. ... I jump up like a lunatic, walk about a bit, and lie down again, but as soon as I begin to get off to 
sleep there's another pull! And this may happen twenty times. ...

[NATALYA STEPANOVNA comes in.]
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NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Well, there! It's you, and papa said, "Go; there's a merchant come for his 
goods." How do you do, Ivan Vassilevitch!

LOMOV: How do you do, honoured Natalya Stepanovna?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: You must excuse my apron and néligé ... we're shelling peas for drying. Why 
haven't you been here for such a long time? Sit down. [They seat themselves] Won't you have some lunch?

LOMOV: No, thank you, I've had some already.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Then smoke. ... Here are the matches. ... The weather is splendid now, but 
yesterday it was so wet that the workmen didn't do anything all day. How much hay have you stacked? Just 
think, I felt greedy and had a whole field cut, and now I'm not at all pleased about it because I'm afraid my 
hay may rot. I ought to have waited a bit. But what's this? Why, you're in evening dress! Well, I never! Are 
you going to a ball, or what?--though I must say you look better. Tell me, why are you got up like that?

LOMOV: [Excited] You see, honoured Natalya Stepanovna ... the fact is, I've made up my mind to ask you 
to hear me out. ... Of course you'll be surprised and perhaps even angry, but a ... [Aside] It's awfully cold!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: What's the matter? [Pause] Well?

LOMOV: I shall try to be brief. You must know, honoured Natalya Stepanovna, that I have long, since my 
childhood, in fact, had the privilege of knowing your family. My late aunt and her husband, from whom, as 
you know, I inherited my land, always had the greatest respect for your father and your late mother. The 
Lomovs and the Chubukovs have always had the most friendly, and I might almost say the most 
affectionate, regard for each other. And, as you know, my land is a near neighbour of yours. You will 
remember that my Oxen Meadows touch your birchwoods.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Excuse my interrupting you. You say, "my Oxen Meadows. ..." But are they 
yours?

LOMOV: Yes, mine.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: What are you talking about? Oxen Meadows are ours, not yours!

LOMOV: No, mine, honoured Natalya Stepanovna.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Well, I never knew that before. How do you make that out?

LOMOV: How? I'm speaking of those Oxen Meadows which are wedged in between your birchwoods and 
the Burnt Marsh.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Yes, yes. ... They're ours.

LOMOV: No, you're mistaken, honoured Natalya Stepanovna, they're mine.

392



NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Just think, Ivan Vassilevitch! How long have they been yours?

LOMOV: How long? As long as I can remember.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Really, you won't get me to believe that!

LOMOV: But you can see from the documents, honoured Natalya Stepanovna. Oxen Meadows, it's true, 
were once the subject of dispute, but now everybody knows that they are mine. There's nothing to argue 
about. You see, my aunt's grandmother gave the free use of these Meadows in perpetuity to the peasants of 
your father's grandfather, in return for which they were to make bricks for her. The peasants belonging to 
your father's grandfather had the free use of the Meadows for forty years, and had got into the habit of 
regarding them as their own, when it happened that ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: No, it isn't at all like that! Both my grandfather and great-grandfather 
reckoned that their land extended to Burnt Marsh--which means that Oxen Meadows were ours. I don't see 
what there is to argue about. It's simply silly!

LOMOV: I'll show you the documents, Natalya Stepanovna!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: No, you're simply joking, or making fun of me. ... What a surprise! We've had 
the land for nearly three hundred years, and then we're suddenly told that it isn't ours! Ivan Vassilevitch, I 
can hardly believe my own ears. ... These Meadows aren't worth much to me. They only come to five 
dessiatins [Note: 13.5 acres], and are worth perhaps 300 roubles [Note: £30.], but I can't stand unfairness. 
Say what you will, but I can't stand unfairness.

LOMOV: Hear me out, I implore you! The peasants of your father's grandfather, as I have already had the 
honour of explaining to you, used to bake bricks for my aunt's grandmother. Now my aunt's grandmother, 
wishing to make them a pleasant ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: I can't make head or tail of all this about aunts and grandfathers and 
grandmothers! The Meadows are ours, and that's all.

LOMOV: Mine

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Ours! You can go on proving it for two days on end, you can go and put on 
fifteen dress-jackets, but I tell you they're ours, ours, ours! I don't want anything of yours and I don't want 
to give up anything of mine. So there!

LOMOV: Natalya Ivanovna, I don't want the Meadows, but I am acting on principle. If you like, I'll make 
you a present of them.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: I can make you a present of them myself, because they're mine! Your 
behaviour, Ivan Vassilevitch, is strange, to say the least! Up to this we have always thought of you as a good 
neighbour, a friend: last year we lent you our threshing-machine, although on that account we had to put 
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off our own threshing till November, but you behave to us as if we were gipsies. Giving me my own land, 
indeed! No, really, that's not at all neighbourly! In my opinion, it's even impudent, if you want to know....

LOMOV: Then you make out that I'm a land-grabber? Madam, never in my life have I grabbed anybody 
else's land, and I shan't allow anybody to accuse me of having done so. ... [Quickly steps to the carafe and 
drinks more water] Oxen Meadows are mine!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: It's not true, they're ours!

LOMOV: Mine!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: It's not true! I'll prove it! I'll send my mowers out to the Meadows this very 
day!

LOMOV: What?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: My mowers will be there this very day!

LOMOV: I'll give it to them in the neck!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: You dare!

LOMOV: [Clutches at his heart] Oxen Meadows are mine! You understand? Mine!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Please don't shout! You can shout yourself hoarse in your own house, but 
here I must ask you to restrain yourself!

LOMOV: If it wasn't, madam, for this awful, excruciating palpitation, if my whole inside wasn't upset, I'd 
talk to you in a different way! [Yells] Oxen Meadows are mine!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Ours!

LOMOV: Mine!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Ours!

LOMOV: Mine!

[Enter CHUBUKOV.]

CHUBUKOV: What's the matter? What are you shouting at?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Papa, please tell to this gentleman who owns Oxen Meadows, we or he?

CHUBUKOV: [To LOMOV] Darling, the Meadows are ours!
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LOMOV: But, please, Stepan Stepanitch, how can they be yours? Do be a reasonable man! My aunt's 
grandmother gave the Meadows for the temporary and free use of your grandfather's peasants. The 
peasants used the land for forty years and got as accustomed to it as if it was their own, when it happened 
that ...

CHUBUKOV: Excuse me, my precious. ... You forget just this, that the peasants didn't pay your 
grandmother and all that, because the Meadows were in dispute, and so on. And now everybody knows that 
they're ours. It means that you haven't seen the plan.

LOMOV: I'll prove to you that they're mine!

CHUBUKOV: You won't prove it, my darling.

LOMOV: I shall!

CHUBUKOV: Dear one, why yell like that? You won't prove anything just by yelling. I don't want anything 
of yours, and don't intend to give up what I have. Why should I? And you know, my beloved, that if you 
propose to go on arguing about it, I'd much sooner give up the meadows to the peasants than to you. 
There!

LOMOV: I don't understand! How have you the right to give away somebody else's property?

CHUBUKOV: You may take it that I know whether I have the right or not. Because, young man, I'm not 
used to being spoken to in that tone of voice, and so on: I, young man, am twice your age, and ask you to 
speak to me without agitating yourself, and all that.

LOMOV: No, you just think I'm a fool and want to have me on! You call my land yours, and then you want 
me to talk to you calmly and politely! Good neighbours don't behave like that, Stepan Stepanitch! You're 
not a neighbour, you're a grabber!

CHUBUKOV: What's that? What did you say?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Papa, send the mowers out to the Meadows at once!

CHUBUKOV: What did you say, sir?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Oxen Meadows are ours, and I shan't give them up, shan't give them up, 
shan't give them up!

LOMOV: We'll see! I'll have the matter taken to court, and then I'll show you!

CHUBUKOV: To court? You can take it to court, and all that! You can! I know you; you're just on the look-
out for a chance to go to court, and all that. ... You pettifogger! All your people were like that! All of them!
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LOMOV: Never mind about my people! The Lomovs have all been honourable people, and not one has 
ever been tried for embezzlement, like your grandfather!

CHUBUKOV: You Lomovs have had lunacy in your family, all of you!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: All, all, all!

CHUBUKOV: Your grandfather was a drunkard, and your younger aunt, Nastasya Mihailovna, ran away 
with an architect, and so on.

LOMOV: And your mother was hump-backed. [Clutches at his heart] Something pulling in my side. ... My 
head. ... Help! Water!

CHUBUKOV: Your father was a guzzling gambler!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: And there haven't been many backbiters to equal your aunt!

LOMOV: My left foot has gone to sleep. ... You're an intriguer. ... Oh, my heart! ... And it's an open secret 
that before the last elections you bri ... I can see stars. ... Where's my hat?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: It's low! It's dishonest! It's mean!

CHUBUKOV: And you're just a malicious, double-faced intriguer! Yes!

LOMOV: Here's my hat. ... My heart! ... Which way? Where's the door? Oh! ... I think I'm dying. ... My 
foot's quite numb. ...

[Goes to the door.]

CHUBUKOV: [Following him] And don't set foot in my house again!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Take it to court! We'll see!

[LOMOV staggers out.]

CHUBUKOV: Devil take him! [Walks about in excitement.]

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: What a rascal! What trust can one have in one's neighbours after that!

CHUBUKOV: The villain! The scarecrow!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: The monster! First he takes our land and then he has the impudence to abuse 
us.

CHUBUKOV: And that blind hen, yes, that turnip-ghost has the confounded cheek to make a proposal, 
and so on! What? A proposal!
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NATALYA STEPANOVNA: What proposal?

CHUBUKOV: Why, he came here so as to propose to you.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: To propose? To me? Why didn't you tell me so before?

CHUBUKOV: So he dresses up in evening clothes. The stuffed sausage! The wizen-faced frump!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: To propose to me? Ah! [Falls into an easy-chair and wails] Bring him back! 
Back! Ah! Bring him here.

CHUBUKOV: Bring whom here?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Quick, quick! I'm ill! Fetch him! [Hysterics.]

CHUBUKOV: What's that? What's the matter with you? [Clutches at his head] Oh, unhappy man that I 
am! I'll shoot myself! I'll hang myself! We've done for her!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: I'm dying! Fetch him!

CHUBUKOV: Tfoo! At once. Don't yell!

[Runs out. A pause. NATALYA STEPANOVNA wails.]

NATALYA STEPANOVNA. What have they done to me! Fetch him back! Fetch him! [A pause.]

[CHUBUKOV runs in.]

CHUBUKOV: He's coming, and so on, devil take him! Ouf! Talk to him yourself; I don't want to. ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: [Wails] Fetch him!

CHUBUKOV: [Yells] He's coming, I tell you. Oh, what a burden, Lord, to be the father of a grown-up 
daughter! I'll cut my throat! I will, indeed! We cursed him, abused him, drove him out, and it's all you ... 
you!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: No, it was you!

CHUBUKOV: I tell you it's not my fault. [LOMOV appears at the door] Now you talk to him yourself 
[Exit.]

[LOMOV enters, exhausted.]

LOMOV: My heart's palpitating awfully. ... My foot's gone to sleep. ... There's something keeps pulling in 
my side.
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NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Forgive us, Ivan Vassilevitch, we were all a little heated. ... I remember now: 
Oxen Meadows really are yours.

LOMOV: My heart's beating awfully. ... My Meadows. ... My eyebrows are both twitching. ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: The Meadows are yours, yes, yours. ... Do sit down. ... [They sit] We were 
wrong. ...

LOMOV: I did it on principle. ... My land is worth little to me, but the principle ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Yes, the principle, just so. ... Now let's talk of something else.

LOMOV: The more so as I have evidence. My aunt's grandmother gave the land to your father's 
grandfather's peasants ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Yes, yes, let that pass. ... [Aside] I wish I knew how to get him started. ... 
[Aloud] Are you going to start shooting soon?

LOMOV: I'm thinking of having a go at the blackcock, honoured Natalya Stepanovna, after the harvest. 
Oh, have you heard? Just think, what a misfortune I've had! My dog Guess, whom you know, has gone lame.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: What a pity! Why?

LOMOV: I don't know. ... Must have got twisted, or bitten by some other dog. ... [Sighs] My very best dog, 
to say nothing of the expense. I gave Mironov 125 roubles for him.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: It was too much, Ivan Vassilevitch.

LOMOV: I think it was very cheap. He's a first-rate dog.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Papa gave 85 roubles for his Squeezer, and Squeezer is heaps better than 
Guess!

LOMOV: Squeezer better than. Guess? What an idea! [Laughs] Squeezer better than Guess!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Of course he's better! Of course, Squeezer is young, he may develop a bit, but 
on points and pedigree he's better than anything that even Volchanetsky has got.

LOMOV. Excuse me, Natalya Stepanovna, but you forget that he is overshot, and an overshot always 
means the dog is a bad hunter!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Overshot, is he? The first time I hear it!

LOMOV: I assure you that his lower jaw is shorter than the upper.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Have you measured?
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LOMOV: Yes. He's all right at following, of course, but if you want him to get hold of anything ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: In the first place, our Squeezer is a thoroughbred animal, the son of Harness 
and Chisels, while there's no getting at the pedigree of your dog at all. ... He's old and as ugly as a worn-out 
cab-horse.

LOMOV: He is old, but I wouldn't take five Squeezers for him. ... Why, how can you? ... Guess is a dog; as 
for Squeezer, well, it's too funny to argue. ... Anybody you like has a dog as good as Squeezer ... you may find 
them under every bush almost. Twenty-five roubles would be a handsome price to pay for him.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: There's some demon of contradiction in you today, Ivan Vassilevitch. First 
you pretend that the Meadows are yours; now, that Guess is better than Squeezer. I don't like people who 
don't say what they mean, because you know perfectly well that Squeezer is a hundred times better than 
your silly Guess. Why do you want to say it isn't?

LOMOV: I see, Natalya Stepanovna, that you consider me either blind or a fool. You must realize that 
Squeezer is overshot!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: It's not true.

LOMOV: He is!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: It's not true!

LOMOV: Why shout, madam?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Why talk rot? It's awful! It's time your Guess was shot, and you compare him 
with Squeezer!

LOMOV: Excuse me; I cannot continue this discussion: my heart is palpitating.

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: I've noticed that those hunters argue most who know least.

LOMOV: Madam, please be silent. ... My heart is going to pieces. ... [Shouts] Shut up!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: I shan't shut up until you acknowledge that Squeezer is a hundred times 
better than your Guess!

LOMOV: A hundred times worse! Be hanged to your Squeezer! His head ... eyes ... shoulder ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: There's no need to hang your silly Guess; he's half-dead already!

LOMOV: [Weeps] Shut up! My heart's bursting!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: I shan't shut up.
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[Enter CHUBUKOV.]

CHUBUKOV: What's the matter now?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Papa, tell us truly, which is the better dog, our Squeezer or his Guess.

LOMOV: Stepan Stepanovitch, I implore you to tell me just one thing: is your Squeezer overshot or not? 
Yes or no?

CHUBUKOV: And suppose he is? What does it matter? He's the best dog in the district for all that, and so 
on.

LOMOV: But isn't my Guess better? Really, now?

CHUBUKOV: Don't excite yourself, my precious one. ... Allow me. ... Your Guess certainly has his good 
points. ... He's pure-bred, firm on his feet, has well-sprung ribs, and all that. But, my dear man, if you want 
to know the truth, that dog has two defects: he's old and he's short in the muzzle.

LOMOV: Excuse me, my heart. ... Let's take the facts. ... You will remember that on the Marusinsky hunt 
my Guess ran neck-and-neck with the Count's dog, while your Squeezer was left a whole verst behind.

CHUBUKOV: He got left behind because the Count's whipper-in hit him with his whip.

LOMOV: And with good reason. The dogs are running after a fox, when Squeezer goes and starts worrying 
a sheep!

CHUBUKOV: It's not true! ... My dear fellow, I'm very liable to lose my temper, and so, just because of 
that, let's stop arguing. You started because everybody is always jealous of everybody else's dogs. Yes, we're 
all like that! You too, sir, aren't blameless! You no sooner notice that some dog is better than your Guess 
than you begin with this, that ... and the other ... and all that. ... I remember everything!

LOMOV: I remember too!

CHUBUKOV: [Teasing him] I remember, too. ... What do you remember?

LOMOV: My heart ... my foot's gone to sleep. ... I can't ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: [Teasing] My heart. ... What sort of a hunter are you? You ought to go and lie 
on the kitchen oven and catch blackbeetles, not go after foxes! My heart!

CHUBUKOV: Yes really, what sort of a hunter are you, anyway? You ought to sit at home with your 
palpitations, and not go tracking animals. You could go hunting, but you only go to argue with people and 
interfere with their dogs and so on. Let's change the subject in case I lose my temper. You're not a hunter at 
all, anyway!
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LOMOV: And are you a hunter? You only go hunting to get in with the Count and to intrigue. ... Oh, my 
heart! ... You're an intriguer!

CHUBUKOV: What? I an intriguer? [Shouts] Shut up!

LOMOV: Intriguer!

CHUBUKOV: Boy! Pup!

LOMOV: Old rat! Jesuit!

CHUBUKOV: Shut up or I'll shoot you like a partridge! You fool!

LOMOV: Everybody knows that--oh my heart!--your late wife used to beat you. ... My feet ... temples ... 
sparks. ... I fall, I fall!

CHUBUKOV: And you're under the slipper of your housekeeper!

LOMOV: There, there, there ... my heart's burst! My shoulder's come off. ... Where is my shoulder? I die. 
[Falls into an armchair] A doctor! [Faints.]

CHUBUKOV: Boy! Milksop! Fool! I'm sick! [Drinks water] Sick!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: What sort of a hunter are you? You can't even sit on a horse! [To her father] 
Papa, what's the matter with him? Papa! Look, papa! [Screams] Ivan Vassilevitch! He's dead!

CHUBUKOV: I'm sick! ... I can't breathe! ... Air!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: He's dead. [Pulls LOMOV'S sleeve] Ivan Vassilevitch! Ivan Vassilevitch! 
What have you done to me? He's dead. [Falls into an armchair] A doctor, a doctor! [Hysterics.]

CHUBUKOV: Oh! ... What is it? What's the matter?

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: [Wails] He's dead ... dead!

CHUBUKOV: Who's dead? [Looks at LOMOV] So he is! My word! Water! A doctor! [Lifts a tumbler to 
LOMOV'S mouth] Drink this! ... No, he doesn't drink. ... It means he's dead, and all that. ... I'm the most 
unhappy of men! Why don't I put a bullet into my brain? Why haven't I cut my throat yet? What am I 
waiting for? Give me a knife! Give me a pistol! [LOMOV moves] He seems to be coming round. ... Drink 
some water! That's right. ...

LOMOV: I see stars ... mist. ... Where am I?
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CHUBUKOV: Hurry up and get married and--well, to the devil with you! She's willing! [He puts 
LOMOV'S hand into his daughter's] She's willing and all that. I give you my blessing and so on. Only leave 
me in peace!

LOMOV: [Getting up] Eh? What? To whom?

CHUBUKOV: She's willing! Well? Kiss and be damned to you!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: [Wails] He's alive. . . Yes, yes, I'm willing. ...

CHUBUKOV: Kiss each other!

LOMOV: Eh? Kiss whom? [They kiss] Very nice, too. Excuse me, what's it all about? Oh, now I understand 
... my heart ... stars ... I'm happy. Natalya Stepanovna. ... [Kisses her hand] My foot's gone to sleep. ...

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: I ... I'm happy too. ...

CHUBUKOV: What a weight off my shoulders. ... Ouf!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: But ... still you will admit now that Guess is worse than Squeezer.

LOMOV: Better!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Worse!

CHUBUKOV: Well, that's a way to start your family bliss! Have some champagne!

LOMOV: He's better!

NATALYA STEPANOVNA: Worse! worse! worse!

CHUBUKOV: [Trying to shout her down] Champagne! Champagne!

CURTAIN

Review Questions
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Arthur Asher Miller (b. 1915 - d. 2005) was one 
of the most enduring and successful figures in 
twentieth century American theatre.  Along with 
fellow playwrights Tennessee Williams and 
Eugene O’Neill, Miller revitalized drama and 
helped shape our idea of the form in 
contemporary society.  Through plays such as All 
My Sons, A View from the Bridge, and Death of a 
Salesman, Miller brought both artistic success 
and mainstream acceptability to the theatre.  His 
plays are constantly in production throughout the 
world.  An outspoken critic of the paranoia and 
corruption he saw in American political life, Miller 
penned The Crucible more as a contemporary 
commentary than an historical examination.

THE CRUCIBLE
BY ARTHUR MILLER

403



The Crucible 
By Arthur Miller

ACT I: Scene 1 
SETTING: A bedroom in Reverend Samuel Parris’ house, Salem, Massachusetts, in the Spring of the year, 
1692. As the curtain rises we see Parris on his knees, beside a bed. His daughter Betty, aged 10, is asleep in 
it. Abigail Williams, 17, ENTERS.

ABIGAIL: Uncle? Susanna Wallcott’s here from Dr. Griggs. 
PARRIS: Oh? The Doctor. (Rising.) Let her come, let her come. 
ABIGAIL: Come in Susanna. 
(Susanna Walcott, a little younger than Abigail, enters.) 
PARRIS: What does the doctor say, child? 
SUSANNA: Dr. Griggs he bid me come and tell you, Reverend sir, that he cannot discover no medicine for 
it in his books. 
PARRIS: Then he must search on. 
SUSANNA: Aye, sir, he have been searchin’ his books since he left you, sir, but he bid me tell you, that you 
might look to unnatural things for the cause of it.  
PARRIS: No-no. There be no unnatural causes here. Tell him I have sent for Reverend Hale of Beverly, and 
Mister Hale will surely confirm that. Let him look to medicine, and put out all thought of unnatural causes 
here. There be none. 
SUSANNA: Aye, sir. He bid me tell you. 
PARRIS: Go directly home and speak nothin’ of unnatural causes. 
SUSANNA: Aye, sir, I pray for her. (Goes out.) 
ABIGAIL: Uncle, the rumor of witchcraft is all about; I think you’d best go down and deny it yourself. The 
parlor’s packed with people, sir.--I’ll sit with her. 
PARRIS: And what shall I say to them? That my daughter and my niece I discovered dancing like heathen 
in the forest?! 
ABIGAIL: Uncle, we did dance; let you tell them I confessed it. But they’re speakin’ of witchcraft; Betty’s 
not witched. 
PARRIS: Abigail, I cannot go before the congregation when I know you have not been open with me. 
What did you do with her in the forest?  
ABIGAIL: We did dance, Uncle, and when you leaped out of the bush so suddenly, Betty was frightened 
and then she fainted. And there’s the whole of it.  
PARRIS: Child. Sit you down. Now look you, child-if you trafficked with spirits in the forest, I must know 
it, for surely my enemies will, and they’ll ruin me with it… 
Abigail, do you understand that I have many enemies? 
ABIGAIL: I know it, Uncle. 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PARRIS: There is a faction that is sworn to drive me from my pulpit. Do you understand that? 
ABIGAIL: I think so, sir. 
PARRIS: Now then-in the midst of such disruption, my own household is discovered to be the very center 
of some obscene practice. Abominations are done in the forest… 
ABIGAIL: It were only sport, Uncle! 
PARRIS: I saw Tituba waving her arms over the fire when I came on you; why were she doing that? And I 
heard a screeching and gibberish comin’ from her mouth… 
ABIGAIL: She always sings her Barbados songs and we dance.  
PARRIS: I cannot blink what I saw, Abigail-for my enemies will not blink it. And I thought I saw 
a….someone naked running through the trees! 
ABIGAIL: No one was naked! You mistake yourself, Uncle! 
PARRIS: I saw it! Now tell me true, Abigail. Now my ministry’s at stake; my ministry and perhaps your 
cousin’s life…..whatever abomination you have done, give me all of it now, for I dare not be taken unaware 
when I go before them down there.  
ABIGAIL: There is nothin’ more. I swear it, Uncle. 
PARRIS: Abigail, is there any other cause than you have told me, for Goody Proctor dischargin’ you? It has 
troubled me that you are now seven months out of their house, and in all this time no other family has 
called for your service. 
ABIGAIL: They want slaves, not such as I. Let them send to Barbados for that, I will not black my face for 
any of them! 
(Enter Mrs. Ann Puttnam. She is a twisted soul of forty-five, a death-ridden woman, haunted by dreams.) 
PARRIS: Why, Goody Putnam, come in. 
ANN: It is a marvel. It is surely a stroke of hell upon you… 
PARRIS: No, Goody Putnam, it is… 
ANN: How high did she fly, how high? 
PARRIS: No—no, she never flew… 
ANN: Why, it’s sure she did; Mister Collins saw her goin’ over Ingersoll’s barn, and come down light as 
bird, he says! 
PARRIS: Now, look you, Goody Putnam; she never…(Enter Thomas Putnam, a well-to-do, hard-handed 
landowner near fifty.) Oh, good morning, Mister Putnam… 
PUTNAM: It is a providence the thing is out now! It is a providence. 
PARRIS: What’s out, sir, what’s…? 
PUTNAM: (Looking down at Betty.) Why, her eyes is closed! Look you, Ann. 
ANN: Why, that’s strange. Ours is open. 
PARRIS: Your little Ruth is sick? 
ANN: I’d not call it sick, the Devil’s touch is heavier than sick, it’s death, y’know, it’s death drivin’ into 
them forked and hoofed. 
PARRIS: Oh, pray not! Why, how does your child ail? 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ANN: She ails as she must—she never waked this morning but her eyes open and she walks, and hears 
naught, sees naught, and cannot eat. Her soul is taken, surely. 
PUTNAM: They say you’ve sent for Reverend Hale of Beverly?  
PARRIS: A precaution only. He has much experience in all demonic arts, and I … 
ANN: He has indeed, and found by a witch in Beverly last year, and let you remember that. 
PARRIS: I pray you, leap not to witchcraft. I know that you, you least of all, Thomas, would ever wish so 
disastrous a charge laid upon me. We cannot leap to witchcraft. They will howl me out of Salem for such a 
corruption in my house.  
PUTNAM: Now, look you, Mr. Parris; I have taken your part in all contention here, and I would continue; 
but cannot if you hold back in this. There are hurtful, vengeful spirits layin’ hands on these children. 
PARRIS: But, Thomas, you cannot… 
PUTNAM: Ann! Tell Mister Parris what you have done. 
ANN: Reverend Parris, I have laid seven babies unbaptized in the earth. Believe me, Sir, you never saw 
more hearty babies born. And yet, each would wither in my arms the very night of their birth. And now, 
this year, my Ruth, my only-I see her turning strange.  
A secret child she has become this year, and shrivels like a sucking mouth were pullin’ on her life, too. And 
so I thought to send her to your Tituba- 
PARRIS: To Tituba! What may Tituba….? 
ANN: Tituba knows how to speak to the dead, Mister Parris. 
PARRIS: Goody Ann, it is a formidable sin to conjure up the dead! 
ANN: I take it on my soul, but who else may surely tell us who murdered my babies. 
PARRIS: Woman! 
ANN: They were murdered, Mister Parris! And mark this proof! –mark it! Last night my Ruth were ever so 
close to their little spirits, I know it, sir. For how else is she stuck dumb now except some power of 
darkness would stop her mouth! It is a marvelous sign, Mister Parris! 
PUTNAM: Don’t you understand it, sir? There is a murdering witch among us bound to keep herself in the 
dark. Let your enemies make of it what they will, you cannot blink it more. 
PARRIS: Then you were conjuring spirits last night. 
ABIGAIL: Not I, sir, not I.-Tituba and Ruth. 
PARRIS: Now I am undone. 
PUTNAM: You are not undone. Let you take hold here. Wait for no one to charge you-declare it yourself. 
You have discovered witchcraft…. 
PARRIS: In my house!? In my house, Thomas?-they will topple me with this! They will make of it a… 
MERCY: Your pardons…I only thought to see how Betty is. 
PUTNAM: Why aren’t you home? Who’s with Ruth? 
MERCY: Her grandma come. She’s improved a little, I think-she give a powerful sneeze before. 
ANN: Ah, there’s a sign of life! 
PARRIS: Will you leave me now Thomas, I would pray a while alone… 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ABIGAIL: Uncle, you’ve prayed since midnight. Why do you not go down and….? 
PARRIS: No-no. I’ll wait till Mister Hale arrives.  
PUTNAM: Now look you, sir-let you strike out against the Devil and the village will bless you for it! Come 
down, speak to them-pray with them-they’re thirsting for your word, Mister! Surely you’ll pray with them. 
PARRIS: I have no stomach for disputation this morning. I will lead them in a psalm. I have had enough 
contention since I came, I want no more. (Putnam crosses L. to above table, gets hat, crosses and exits.) 
ANN: Mercy, you go home to Ruth, d’ye hear? 
MERCY: Aye, Mum. (Ann goes out.) 
PARRIS: If she starts for the window, cry for me at once. (Crossing to door.) 
ABIGAIL: Yes, Uncle. (He goes out with Putnam.) How is Ruth sick? 
MERCY: It’s weirdish, I know not—she seems to walk like a dead one since last night. 
ABIGAIL: Now look you, if they be questioning us tell them we danced—I told him as much already. 
MERCY: And what more? 
ABIGAIL: He saw you naked. 
MERCY: Oh, Jesus! (Falls back on bed. Enter Mary Warren, breathless. She is seventeen, a subservient, 
naïve girl.) 
MARY: I just come from the farm, the whole country’s talking witchcraft! They’ll be callin’ us witches, 
Abby! Abby, we’ve got to tell. Witchery’s a hangin’ error, a hangin’ like they done in Boston two years ago! 
We must tell the truth, Abby!—you’ll only be whipped for dancin’, and the other things! 
ABIGAIL: (Betty whimpers.) Betty? Now, Betty, dear, wake up now. It’s Abigail. (She sits Betty up, 
furiously shakes her.) I’ll beat you, Betty! (Betty whimpers.) My, you seem improving. I talked to your papa 
and I told him everything. So there’s nothing to… 
BETTY: (Betty suddenly springs off bed, rushes across room to window where Abigail catches her.) You 
drank blood, Abby, you drank blood! 
ABIGAIL: (Dragging Betty back to bed and forcing her into it.) Betty, you never say that again! You will 
never… 
BETTY: You did, you did! You drank a charm to kill John Proctor’s wife! You drank a charm to kill Goody 
Proctor! 
ABIGAIL: (Slaps her face.) Shut it! Now shut it! (Betty dissolves into sobs.) Now look you. All of you. We 
danced. And Tituba conjured Ruth Putnam’s dead sisters. And that is all. And mark this—let either of you 
breathe a word, or the edge of a word about the other things, and I will come to you in the black of some 
terrible night and I will bring a pointy reckoning that will shudder you. And you know I can do it. I can 
make you wish you had never seen the sun go down! (Betty cries louder. She goes to Betty, sits L. side of 
bed D.S. of Mercy, and roughly sits her up.) Now you… sit up and stop this! (Betty collapses in her hands.) 
(Enter John Proctor.) 
PROCTOR: Be you foolish, Mary Warren? Be you deaf? I forbid you leave the house, did I not? Now get 
you home; (Mary crosses up and out.) my wife is waitin’ with your work! 
MERCY: (Rising, crossing to entrance. Titillated. Being aware of their relationship.) I’d best be off. I have 
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my Ruth to watch… Good morning, Mister Proctor. (Mercy sidles out. Since Proctor’s entrance, Abigail has 
stood absorbing his presence, wide-eyed.) 
ABIGAIL: She’s only gone silly, somehow. She’ll come out of it. 
PROCTOR: So she flies, eh? Where are her wings? 
ABIGIAL: (With a nervous laugh.) Oh, John, sure you’re not believin’ she flies! 
PROCTOR: The road past my house is a pilgrimage to Salem all morning. The town’s mumbling 
witchcraft. 
ABIGAIL: Oh, posh!—We were dancin’ in the woods last night, and my uncle leaped in on us. She took 
fright, is all. 
PROCTOR: (His smile widens. Crossing to door.) Dancin’ by moonlight! (Abigail springs into his path.) 
You’ll be clapped in the stocks before you’re twenty. 
ABIGAIL: (Barring his way at door.) Give me a word, John. A soft word. 
PROCTOR: I come to see what mischief your uncle’s brewin’ now. Put it out of mind, Abby. 
ABIGAIL: John—I am waitin’ for you every night. 
PROCTOR: Abby, you’ll put it out of mind. I’ll not be comin’ for you more. You know me better. 
ABIGAIL: I know how you clutched my back behind your house and sweated like a stallion whenever I 
come near! I saw your face when she put me out and you loved me then and you do now! 
PROCTOR: (Taking her hands.) Child… 
ABIGAIL: (With a flash of anger. Throwing his hands off.) How do you call me child! 
PROCTOR: (As 3 or 4 persons off-stage begin a quiet chant—a psalm or hymn.) Abby, I may think of you 
softly from time to time. But I will cut off my hand before I’ll ever reach for you again. Wipe it out of mind
—(Takes her arms.) we never touched, Abby. 
ABIGAIL: (With a bitter anger.) Oh, I marvel how such a (Beating her fists against his chest.) strong man 
may let such a sickly wife be… 
PROCTOR: (Coldly. Grabbing her wrists.) You’ll speak nothin’ of Elizabeth! 
ABIGAIL: She is blackening my name in the village! She is telling lies about me! She is a cold sniveling 
woman and you bend to her! Let her turn you like a…? 
PROCTOR: (Shakes her.) Do you look for whippin’! 
ABIGAIL: (Shakes free.) You loved me, John Proctor, and whatever sin it is you love me yet! (He turns 
abruptly to go out. She rushes to door, blocks it.) John, pity me, pity me! (The words “Jehovah” are heard in 
the psalm—the song outside—Betty claps her ear suddenly, and whines loudly Parris ENTERS.) Betty?  
PARRIS: What Happened? What are you doing to her! Betty! (Rushes to bed, crying “Betty Betty!”) 
ABIGAIL: She heard you singin’ and suddenly she’s up to screamin’… 
ANN: (Entering) The psalm! The psalm! – she cannot hear the Lord’s name! 
PARRIS: No, God forbid… 
ANN: Mark it for a sign, mark it…! (Rebecca Nurse enters.) 
PUTNAM: That is a notorious sign of witchcraft afoot, a prodigious sign. 
ANN: My mother told me that! That they cannot bear to hear the name of… 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PARRIS: Rebecca, Rebecca, come to her..we’re lost, she suddenly cannot bear to hear the Lord’s name. 
ANN: What have you done? 
REBECCA: Pray, calm yourselves. I have eleven children and I am twenty-six times a grandma, and I have 
seen them all through their silly seasons, and when it come on them they will run the Devil bowlegged 
keeping up with their mischief. I think she’ll wake when she tires of it. 
ANN: This is no silly season, Rebecca. My Ruth is bewildered, Rebecca, she cannot eat. 
REBECCA: Perhaps she is not hungered yet. Mr. Paris, I hope you are not decided to go in search of loose 
sprits. I’ve heard the promise of that outside… 
PARRIS: A wide opinion’s running in the parish that the Devil may be among us, and I would satisfy them 
that they are wrong. 
PROCTOR: Then let you come out and call them wrong. Are you our minister or Mister Hale? Did you 
consult the wardens of the church before you called the minister to look for devils? 
PARRIS: He is not coming to look for devils! 
PROCTER: Then what is he coming to look for? 
PUTNAM: There will be children dyin’ in the village, Mister…! 
PROCTER: I see nothing dyin’ 
REBECCA: Pray, John…be calm. Mister Parris, I think you’d best be sent Reverend Hale back as soon as he 
come. I think we ought rely on Doctor Griggs now, and good prayer… 
ANN: Rebecca, the docter’s baffled. 
REBECCA: If so he is, then let us go to God for the cause of it. There is prodigious danger in the seeking 
of loose spirits, I fear it, I fear it. Let us rather blame ourselves and… 
PUTNAM: How may we blame ourselves? I am one of nine sons; the Putnam seed have peopled this 
province. And yet I have but one child left of eight—and now she shrivels! 
REBECCA: I cannot fathom that! 
PUTNAM: When Reverend Hale comes you will proceed to look for signs of witchcraft here. 
PROCTOR: You cannot command Mister Parris. We vote by name in this society, not by acreage. 
PUTNAM: I never heard you worried so on this society, Mister Proctor. I do not think I saw you at 
Sabbath meeting since snow flew. 
PROCTOR: I have trouble enough without I come five mile to hear him preach only hellfire and bloody 
damnation. There are many others who stay away from church these days because he hardly ever mentions 
God any more. 
PARRIS: I am your third preacher in seven years. I do not wish to be put out like the cat, whenever some 
majority feels the whim. You people seem not to comprehend that a minister is the Lord’s man in the 
parish; a minister is not to be so lightly crossed and contradicted… 
PUTNAM: Aye! 
PARRIS: There is either obedience or the church will burn like hell is burning! 
PROCTOR: Can you speak one minute without we land in hell again? I am sick of hell! 
PARRIS: It is not for you to say what is good for you to hear! 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PROTCTOR: I may speak my heart, I think! 
PARRIS: What, are we Quakers? We are not Quakers here yet, Mister Proctor. And you may tell that to 
your followers! 
PROCTOR: My followers! 
PARRIS: There is a party in this church; I am not blind; there is a faction and a party. 
PROCTOR: Against you? 
PUTNAM: Against him and all authority. 
PROCTOR: Why, then I must find it and join it. 
REBECCA: He does not mean that…. 
PROCTOR: I mean it solemnly, Rebecca; I like not the smell of this “authority,” I have a crop to sow, and 
lumber to drag home. What say you, Guiles? Let’s find that party. He says there is a party.  
COREY: I’ve changed my opinion of this man. Mister Parris, I beg your pardon. I never thought you had 
so much iron in you.  
PARRIS: Why thank you, Guiles. 
COREY: It suggests to the mind what the trouble be among us all, these years. Think on it, wherefore is 
everybody suing everybody else. I have been in court six times this year. 
PROCTOR: Is it the devil’s fault that a man cannot say you “Good Morning” without you clap him for 
defamation? You’re old, Giles, and you’re not hearing as well as you did.  
COREY: John Proctor, I have only last month collected four pound damages for you publicly saying I 
burned the roof off your house, and I- 
PROCTOR: I never said no such thing, but I paid you for it, so I hope I can call you deaf without charge. 
Come along, Giles, and help me drag my lumber home. 
COREY: I’ll be damned first! (Hale ENTERS with books of religion in hand.) 
HALE: Pray you, someone take these! 
PARRIS: Mister Hale! Oh, it’s good to see you again! My, they’re heavy! 
HALE: They must be, they are weighted with authority. 
PARRIS: Well, you do come prepared! 
HALE: We shall need hard study, if it comes to tracking down the Old Boy. You cannot be Rebecca Nurse? 
REBECCA: I am, sir. Do you know me? 
HALE: It’s strange how I knew you, but I suppose you look as such a good soul should. We have all heard 
of your great charities in Beverly. 
PARRIS: Do you know this gentleman?—Mister Thomas Putnam. And his good wife, Ann. 
HALE: Putnam! I had not expected such distinguished company, sir. 
PUTNAM: It does not seem to help us today, Mister Hale. We look to you to come to our house and save 
our child.  
HALE: Your child ails, too?! 
ANN: Her soul, her soul seems flown away. She sleeps and yet she walks…. 
PUTNAM: She cannot eat. 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HALE: Cannot eat! Do you men also have afflicted children? 
PARRIS: No, no, these are farmers. John Proctor… 
COREY: He don’t believe in witches.  
PROCTOR: I never spoke on witches one way or the other. Will you come, Giles? 
COREY: No-no, John, I think not. I have some few queer questions of my own to ask this fellow. 
PROCTOR: I’ve heard you be a sensible man, Mister Hale-I hope you’ll leave some of it in Salem. 
PARRIS: Will you look at my daughter, sir? She has tried to leap out the window; we discovered her this 
morning on the highroad, waving her arm as though she’d fly. 
HALE: Tries to fly? 
PUTNAM: She cannot bear to hear the lord’s name, mister Hale; that’s a sure sign of witchcraft afloat.  
HALE: No-no…Now let me instruct you. We cannot look to superstition in this. The Devil is precise; the 
marks of his presence are definite as stone and we must look only for his proper signs and judge nothing 
beforehand, and I must tell you all, that I shall not proceed unless you are prepared to believe me if I 
should find no trace of hell in this. 
PARRIS: It is agreed, sir—it is agreed—we will abide by your judgment. 
HALE: Good then. Now, sir, what were your first warnings of this strangeness? 
PARRIS: Why, sir… I discovered her… and my niece Abigail and ten or twelve other girls, dancing in the 
forest last night. 
HALE: You permit dancing?! 
PARRIS: No—no, it were secret… 
ANN: Mr. Parris’ slave has knowledge of conjurin’, sir. 
PARRIS: We cannot be sure of that, Goody Ann… 
ANN: I know it, sir. I sent my child… she should learn from Tituba who murdered her sisters. 
REBECCA: Goody Ann! You sent a child to conjure up the dead…? 
ANN: (Hysterically.) Let God blame me, not you, not you, Rebecca! I’ll not have you judging me any more! 
Mr. Hale, is it a natural work to lose seven children before they live a day? 
HALE: (Leafing through the book.) Seven dead in childbirth? 
ANN: Aye. (Hale looks in book.) 
HALE: Have no fear now—we shall find this devil out if he has come among us, and I mean to crush him 
utterly if he has shown his face! (Corey crosses near bed, looking at Betty.) 
REBECCA: Will it hurt the child, sir? 
HALE: I cannot tell. If she is truly in the Devil’s grip we may have to rip and tear to get her free. 
REBECCA: I think I’ll go then. I am too old for this. 
PARRIS: Why, Rebecca, we may open up the boil of all our troubles today! 
REBECCA: Let us hope for that. (Up toward door.) I go to God for you, sir. 
PARRIS: I hope you do not mean we go to Satan here! 
REBECCA: I wish I knew. (She goes out.) 
PUTNAM: Come, Mister Hale, let’s get on. Sit you here. (Hale sits on stool.) 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COREY: Mister Hale… I have always wanted to ask a learned man—What signifies the readin’ of strange 
books? 
HALE: What books? (Ann rises.) 
COREY: I cannot tell; she hides them. Martha, my wife. I have waked at night many times and found her 
in a corner, readin’ of a book. Now what do you make of that? 
HALE: Why, that’s not necessarily… 
COREY: It discomforts me! Last night—mark this—I tried and tried and could not say my prayers. And 
then she close her book and walks out of the house, and suddenly—mark this—I could pray again! 
HALE: Ah!—the stoppage of prayer—that is strange. (Sits on bed, beside Betty.) I’d like to speak further on 
that with you. 
COREY: I’m not sayin’ she’s touched the Devil, now, but I’d admire to know what books she reads and why 
she hides them—she’ll not answer me, y’see. 
HALE: Aye, we’ll discuss it. Now mark me, if the Devil is in her you will witness some frightful wonders in 
this room, so please to keep your wits about you. Mister Putnam, stand close in case she flies. (Turns to 
Betty, helps her sit up.) Now, Betty dear, will you sit up? (Sits her up.) H’mmmm. Can you hear me? I am 
John Hale, minister of Beverly. I have come to help you, dear. Do you remember my two little girls in 
Beverly? Does someone afflict you, child? It need not be a woman, mind you, or a man. Perhaps some bird, 
invisible to others, comes to you, perhaps a pig, or any beast at all. Is there some figure bids you fly? 
(Pauses. Passes his hand over her face.) In nomine Domini Sabaoth, sui filiique ite d Infernos. (Betty is laid 
back on pillow. Looks to Abigail.) Abigail, (Looks back to Betty.) what sort of dancing were you doing with 
her in the forest? 
ABIGAIL: Why—common dancing is all. 
PARRIS: I think I ought to say that I—I saw a kettle in the grass where they were dancing. 
ABIGAIL: That were only soup. 
HALE: Soup? What sort of soup were in this kettle, Abigail? 
ABIGAIL: Why, it were beans—and lintels, I think, and— 
HALE: Mister Parris, you did not notice, did you—any living thing in the kettle? A mouse, perhaps, a 
spider, a frog---? (Parris looks at her.) 
ABIGAIL: (Hysterically, seeing Parris’ look.) That frog jumped in, we never put it in! 
HALE: Abigail, it may be your cousin is dying—Did you call the Devil last night? 
ABIGAIL: I never called him! Tituba called him! 
PARRIS: She called the Devil! 
HALE: I should like to speak with Tituba. 
PARRIS: (Takes Ann to door, and returns as she goes out.) Goody Ann, will you bring her up? 
HALE: How did she call him? 
ABIGAIL: I know not—she spoke Barbados. 
HALE: Did you feel any strangeness when she called him? A sudden cold wind, perhaps? A trembling below 
the ground? 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ABIGAIL: I didn’t see no Devil!—(To Betty, frantically.) Betty, wake up, Betty! Betty! 
HALE: You cannot evade me, Abigail.—Did your cousin drink any of the brew in that kettle? 
ABIGAIL: She never drank it! 
HALE: Did you drink it? 
ABIGAIL: No, sir! 
HALE: Did Tituba ask you to drink it? 
ABIGAIL: She tried but I refused. 
HALE: Why are you concealing? Have you sold yourself to Lucifer? 
ABIGAIL: I never sold myself! I’m a good girl—I—(Ann enters with Tituba.) I did drink of the kettle!—
She made me do it! She made Betty do it! 
TITUBA: Abby! 
ABIGAIL: She makes me drink blood! 
PARRIS: Blood!! 
ANN: My baby’s blood? 
TITUBA: No—no, chicken blood, I give she chicken blood! 
HALE: Woman, have you enlisted these children for the devil? 
TITUBA: No-no, sir, I don’t truck with the devil. 
HALE: Why can she not wake? Are you silencing this child? 
TITUBA: I love me Betty! 
HALE: You have sent your spirit out upon this child, have you not? Are you gathering souls for the Devil? 
ABIGAIL: She send her spirit on me in church, she make me laugh at prayer! 
PARRIS: She have often laughed at prayer! 
ABIGAIL: She comes to me every night to go and drink blood! 
TITUBA: You beg me to conjure, Abby! She beg me make charm- 
ABIGAIL: I’ll tell you something. She comes to me while I sleep; she’s always making me dream 
corruptions! 
TITUBA: Abby! 
ABIGAIL: I always hear her laughing in my sleep. I hear her singing her Barbados songs and tempting me 
with- 
TITUBA: Mister Reverend, I never- 
HALE: When did you compact with the Devil? 
TITUBA: I don’t compact with no devil! 
PARRIS: You will confess yourself or I will take you out and whip you to your death, Tituba! 
PUTNAM: This woman must be hanged! She must be taken and hanged! 
TITUBA: No-no, don’t hang Tituba. I tell him I don’t desire to work for him, sir. 
HALE: Who, the Devil? Now, Tituba, I know that when we bind ourselves to Hell it is very hard to break 
with it entirely. Now, we are going to help you tear yourself free.—You would be a good Christian woman, 
would you not, Tituba? 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TITUBA: Ay, sir, a good Christian woman. 
HALE: And you love these little children? 
TITUBA: Oh, yes, sir, I don’t desire to hurt little children. 
HALE: And you love God, Tituba? 
TITUBA: I love God with all my bein’. 
HALE: Now in God’s holy name… 
TITUBA: Bless Him…bless Him… 
HALE: And to His Glory… 
TITUBA: Eternal Glory…Bless Him….Bless God… 
HALE: Open yourself, Tituba-open yourself and let God’s holy light shine on you. 
TITUBA: Oh, bless the Lord. 
HALE: When the devil comes to you does he ever come with another person? Perhaps another person in 
the village? Someone you know. Who came to you with the devil? Two? Three? Four?-how many? 
TITUBA: There was four. There was four.  
PARRIS: Who? Who? Their names, their names! 
TITUBA: Oh, how many times he bid me kill you, mister Parris! 
PARRIS: Kill me! 
TITUBA: He say Mister Parris must be kill! Mister Parris no goodly man, Mister Parris mean man and no 
gentle man, and he bid me rise out of my bed and cut your throat! I tell him, no! I don’t hate that man! I 
don’t want kill that man! But he say , You work for me, Tituba, and I make you free! I give you pretty dress 
to wear, and put you way highup in the air and you gone fly back to Barbados! And I say, You lie, Devil, you 
lie! And then he come one stormy night to me, and he say, Look! I have white people belong to me. And I 
look…And there was Goody Good. 
PARRIS: Sarah Good!  
TITUBA: Aye, sir, and Goody Osburn… 
ANN: I knew it! Goody Osburn were midwife to me three times. I begged you, Thomas, did I not? I 
begged him not to call Osburn because I feared her, my babies always shriveled in her hands… 
HALE: Take courage, you must give us all their names. How can you bear to see these children suffering? 
Look at them, Tituba-look at their God-given innocence; their souls are so tender; we must protect them, 
Tituba; the devil is out and preying on them like a beast upon the flesh of the pure lamb…God will bless 
you for your help… 
ABIGAIL: (Hands clasped, eyes closed.) I want to open myself! I want the light of God, I want the sweet 
love of Jesus! I danced for the Devil; I saw him; I wrote in his book; I go back to Jesus; I kiss His hand—I 
saw Sarah Good (Betty’s hands appear above headboard raised toward the heaven.) with the Devil! I saw 
Good Osburn with the devil! I saw Bridget Bishop with the Devil! (As she is speaking Betty picks it up as a 
chant.) 
BETTY: (As all turn to her.) I saw George Jacobs with the Devil! I saw Goody Howe with the Devil! 
PARRIS: She speaks. She speaks! 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HALE: Glory to God!—it is broken, they are free! 
BETTY: (Calling it out hysterically and with great relief.) I saw Martha Bellows with the Devil! 
ABIGAIL: (It is rising to a great glee.) I saw Goody Sibber with the Devil! 
PUTNAM: The marshal, I’ll call the marshal! 
HALE: Let the marshal bring irons. (On the girls’ ecstatic cries, CURTAIN FALLS.)

 
ACT I: Scene 2 
Proctor’s house, eight days later. Elizabeth is heard softly singing to the children. John Proctor enters D.R., 
carrying his gun, and leans it against a bench. Crosses to the wash stand, pours water into it from pitcher. 
As he is washing, Elizabeth’s footsteps are heard. Elizabeth enters, D.L.

ELIZABETH: What keeps you so late? It’s almost dark. 
PROCTOR: I were planting far out to the forest edge. 
ELIZABETH: Oh, you’re done then. 
PROCTOR: Aye, the farm is seeded. The boys asleep? (Dips hands in water, wipes them.) 
ELIZABETH: (Removes water and towel, goes out L., and returns with dish of stew.) They will be soon. 
(Serves stew in a dish.) 
PROCTOR: Pray now for a fair summer. 
ELIZABETH: (Goes out L., returns with another dish.) Aye. 
PROCTOR: Are you well today? 
ELIZABETH: I am. It is a rabbit. 
PROCTOR: Oh, is it! Cider? 
ELIZABETH: Aye! (Gets jug from off L., pours drink into pewter mug, brings it to him.) You come so late 
I thought you’d gone to Salem this afternoon. 
PROCTOR: Why? I have no business in Salem. 
ELIZABETH: You did speak of goin’, earlier this week. 
PROCTOR: I thought better of it, since. 
ELIZABETH: Mary Warren’s there today. 
PROCTOR: Why’d you let her? You heard me forbid her go to Salem any more! 
ELIZABETH: I forbid her go, and she raises up her chin like the daughter of a prince, and says to me, “I 
must go to Salem, Goody Proctor, I am an official of the court!” 
PROCTOR: Court! What court? 
ELIZABETH: Ay, it is a proper court they have now. They’ve sent four judges out of Boston, she says, 
weighty magistrates of the General Court, and at the head sits the Deputy Governor of the Province. 
PROCTOR: (Astonished.) Why, she’s mad. 
ELIZABETH: I would to God she were. There be fourteen people in the jail now, she says. And they’ll be 
tried, and the court have power to hang them too, she says. 
PROCTOR: Ah, they’d never hang…. 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ELIZABETH: The Deputy Governor promise hangin’ if they’ll not confess, John. The town’s gone wild, I 
think—Mary Warren speak of Abigail as though she were a saint, to hear her. She brings the other girls into 
the court, and where she walks the crowd will part like the sea for Israel. And folks are brought before 
them, and if Abigail scream and howl and fall to the floor—the person’s clapped in the jail for bewitchin’ 
her. (He can’t look at her.) 
PROCTOR: Oh, it is a black mischief. 
ELIZABETH: I think you must go to Salem, John. I think so. You must tell them it is a fraud. 
PROCTOR: Aye, it is, it is surely. 
ELIZABETH: Let you go to Ezekiel Cheever—he knows you well. And tell him what she said to you last 
week in her uncle’s house. She said it had naught to do with witchcraft, did she not? 
PROCTOR: (In thought. Sighing.) Aye, she did, she did. 
ELIZABETH: (Quietly, fearing to anger him by prodding. A step L.) God forbid you keep that from the 
court, John; I think they must be told. 
PROCTOR: Ay, they must, they must….It is a wonder that they do believe her. 
ELIZABETH: I would go to Salem now, John… let you go tonight. 
PROCTOR: I’ll think on it. 
ELIZABETH: (With her courage now.) You cannot keep it, John. 
PROCTOR: (Angering.) I know I cannot keep it. I say I will think on it! 
ELIZABETH: (Hurt, and very coldly.) Good then, let you think on it. 
PROCTOR: (Defensively.) I am only wondering how I may prove what she told me, Elizabeth. If the girl’s 
a saint now, I think it is not easy to prove she’s fraud, and the town gone so silly. She told it to me in a room 
alone—I have no proof for it. 
ELIZABETH: You were alone with her? 
PROCTOR: For a moment alone, aye. 
ELIZABETH: Why, then, it is not as you told me. 
PROCTOR: For a moment, I say. The others come in soon after. 
ELIZABETH: Do as you wish, then. 
PROCTOR: Woman. I’ll not have your suspicion any more. 
ELIZABETH: (A little loftily.) I have no… 
PROCTOR: I’ll not have it! 
ELIZABETH: Then let you not earn it. 
PROCTOR: (With a violent undertone.) You doubt me yet?! 
ELIZABETH: John, if it were not Abigail that you must go to hurt, would you falter now? I think not. 
PROCTOR: Now look you… 
ELIZABETH: I see what I see, John. 
PROCTOR: You will not judge me more, Elizabeth. I have good reason to think before I charge fraud on 
Abigail, and I will think on it. Let you look to your own improvement before you go to judge your husband 
any more. 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ELIZABETH: I do not judge you. The magistrate sits in your heart that judges you. I never thought you 
but a good man, John, only somewhat bewildered.  
PROCTOR: Oh, Elizabeth, your justice would freeze beer. (enter Mary) How dare you go to Salem when I 
forbid it! Do you mock me? I’ll whip you if you dare leave this house again! 
MARY: (Weakly, sickly.) I am sick, I am sick, Mister Proctor. Pray, pray hurt me not. My insides are all 
shuddery; I am in the proceedings all day, sir.  
PROCTOR: (Angrily in a loud voice as Mary is crossing.) And what of these proceedings here?-when will 
you proceed to keep this house as you are paid nine pound a year to do?-and my wife not wholly well? 
MARY: (Crossing to Elizabeth, taking a small rag doll from pocket in her undershirt.) I made a gift for you 
today, Goody Proctor. I had to sit long hours in a chair, and passed the time with sewing.  
ELIZABETH: (Perplexed, she looks at the doll.) Why, thank you. It’s a fair poppet. 
MARY: (Fervently, with a trembling, decayed voice.) We must all love each other now, Goody Proctor. 
ELIZABETH: (Amazed at her strangeness.) --Aye, indeed we must. 
MARY: I’ll get up early in the morning and clean the house. I must sleep now. 
PROCTOR: Mary. Is it true there be fourteen women arrested?  
MARY: No, sir. There be thirty-nine now…. (She suddenly breaks off and sobs.) 
ELIZABETH: Why, she’s weepin’! What ails you, child? (Elizabeth hugs her.) 
MARY: Goody Osburn…will hang! 
PROCTOR: Hang! Hang, y’say? 
MARY: Aye…. 
PROCTOR: The deputy Governor will permit it? 
MARY: He sentenced her. He must-But not Sarah Good. For Sarah Good confessed, y’see. 
PROCTOR: Confessed! To what? 
MARY: That she sometimes made a compact with Lucifer, and wrote her name in his black book—with her 
blood—and bound herself to torment Christians till God’s thrown down… and we all must worship Hell 
forevermore. (Elizabeth puts doll on table.) 
PROCTOR: But…surely you know what a jabberer she is. Did you tell them that? 
MARY: Mister Proctor, in open court she near choked us all to death. 
PROCTOR: How choked you? 
MARY: She sent her spirit out. 
ELIZABETH: Oh, Mary, Mary, surely you… 
MARY: She tried to kill me many times, Goody Proctor! 
ELIZABETH: Why, I never heard you mention that before. 
MARY: (Innocently.) I never knew it before. I never knew anything before. When she come into the court 
I say to myself, I must not accuse this woman, for she sleep in ditches, and so very old and poor… But 
then… then she sit there, denying and denying, and I feel a misty coldness climbin’ up my back, and the 
skin on my skull begin to creep, and I feel a clamp around my neck and I cannot breathe air; and then… 
(Entranced as though it were a miracle.) I hear a voice, a screamin’ voice, and it were my voice… and all at 
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once I remembered everything she done to me! (Slight pause as Proctor watches Elizabeth pass him, then 
speaks, being aware of Elizabeth’s alarm.) 
PROCTOR: (Looking at Elizabeth.) Why?—What did she do to you? 
MARY: (Like one awakened to a marvelous secret insight.) So many time, Mister Proctor, she come to this 
very door beggin’ bread and a cup of cider—and mark this—whenever I turned her away empty—she 
mumbled. 
ELIZABETH: Mumbled! She may mumble, hungry. 
MARY: But what does she mumble? You must remember, Goody Proctor—last month—a Monday, I think
—she walked away and I thought my guts would burst for two days after. Do you remember it? 
ELIZABETH: Why… I do, think, but… 
MARY: And so I told that to Judge Hathorne, and he asks her so—“Goody Good,” says he, “what curse do 
you mumble that this girl must fall sick after turning you away?” And then she replies: (Mimicking an old 
crone.)—“Why, your excellence, no curse at all; I only say my commandments; I hope I may say my 
commandments,” says she! 
ELIZABETH: And that’s an upright answer. 
MARY: Aye, but then Judge Hathorne say, “Recite for us your commandments!”—and of all the ten she 
could not say a single one. She never knew no commandments, and they had her in a flat lie! 
PROCTOR: And so condemned her? 
MARY: (Impatient at his stupidity.) Why, they must when she condemned herself. 
PROCTOR: But the proof, the proof? 
MARY: (With greater impatience with him.) I told you the proof—it’s hard proof, hard as rock the judges 
said. 
PROCTOR: You will not go to that court again, Mary Warren. 
MARY: (Defiantly.) I must tell you, sir, I will be gone every day now. I am amazed you do not see what 
weighty work we do. 
PROCTOR: What work you do! It’s strange work for a Christian girl to hang old women! 
MARY: But, Mister Proctor, they will not hang them if they confess. Sarah Good will only sit in jail some 
time… and here’s a wonder for you, think on this. Goody Good is pregnant! 
ELIZABETH: Pregnant! Are they mad?—the woman’s near to sixty! 
MARY: (Happy with wonders of the court.) They had Doctor Griggs examine her and she’s full to the brim. 
And smokin’ a pipe all these years and no husband either!—but she’s safe, thank God, for they’ll not hurt 
the innocent child. (Smiling happily.) But be that not a marvel? You must see it, sir, it’s God’s work we do…. 
So I’ll be gone every day for some time. I’m… I am an official of the court, they say, and I… 
PROCTOR: I’ll official you! (Rises, gets whip.) 
MARY: (Striving for her authority.) I’ll not stand whipping any more! The Devil’s loose in Salem, Mister 
Proctor, we must discover where he’s hiding! 
PROCTOR: I’ll whip the Devil out of you…! (With whip raised she yells.) 
MARY: (Pointing at Elizabeth.) I saved her life today! (Silence. His whip comes down.) 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ELIZABETH: (Softly.) I am accused? 
MARY: You were somewhat mentioned. But I said I never see no sign you ever sent your spirit out to hurt 
no one, and seeing I do live so closely with you, they dismissed it. 
ELIZABETH: Who accused me? 
MARY: I am bound by law; I cannot tell it. 
PROCTOR: (In disgust at her.) Go to bed. 
MARY: I’ll not be ordered to bed no more, Mister Proctor! I am eighteen and a woman, however single! 
PROCTOR: Do you wish to sit up?—then sit up. 
MARY: (Stamping foot.) I wish to go to bed! 
PROCTOR: (In anger.) Good night, then!  
MARY: Good night. (She goes out L. He throws whip down.) 
ELIZABETH: Oh, the noose, the noose is up! 
PROCTOR: There’ll be no noose… 
ELIZABETH: She wants me dead; I knew all week it would come to this! 
PROCTOR: They dismissed it. You heard her say… 
ELIZABETH: And what of tomorrow?-she will cry me out until they take me! 
PROCTOR: Sit you down… 
ELIZABETH: She wants me dead, John, you know it! 
PROCTOR: I say sit down! Now, we must be wise, Elizabeth. 
ELIZABETH: Oh, indeed, indeed! 
PROCTOR: Fear nothing. I’ll find Ezekiel Cheever. I’ll tell him she said it was all sport. 
ELIZABETH: John, with so many in the jail, more than that is needed now, I think. Would you favor me 
with this?-Go to Abigail. 
PROCTOR: What have I to say to Abigail? 
ELIZABETH: John…grant me this. You have a faulty understanding of young girls. There is a promise 
made in any bed… 
PROCTOR: What promise? 
ELIZABETH: Spoke or silent, a promise is surely made. And she may dote on it now-I am sure she does-
and thinks to kill me, then to take my place. It is her dearest hope, John, I know it. There be a thousand 
names, why does she call mine? There be a certain danger in calling such a name-I am no Goody Good that 
sleeps in ditches, nor Osburn drink and half-witted. She’d dare not call out such a farmer’s wife but there be 
monstrous profit in it. She thinks to take my place, John.  
PROCTOR: She cannot think it. 
ELIZABETH: John, have you ever shown her somewhat of contempt? She cannot pass you in the church 
but you will blush… 
PROCTOR: I may blush for my sin. 
ELIZABETH: I think she sees another meaning in that blush. 
PROCTOR: And what see you? What you see, Elizabeth. 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ELIZABETH: I think you be somewhat ashamed, for I am there, and she so close. 
PROCTOR: When will you know me, woman? Were I stone I would have cracked for shame this seven-
month! 
ELIZABETH: Then go-and tell her she’s a whore. Whatever promise she may sense-break it, John, break 
it. 
PROCTOR: Good, then. I’ll go. 
HALE: Good evening. 
PROCTOR: Why, Mister Hale! Good evening to you, sir. Come in, come in. 
HALE: I hope I do not startle you. 
ELIZABETH: No-no, it’s only that I heard no horse… 
HALE: You are Goodwife Proctor. 
PROCTOR: Aye: Elizabeth. 
HALE: I hope you’re not off to bed yet. 
PROCTOR: No-no…let you come in, Mister Hale. We are not used to visitors after dark, but you’re 
welcome here. Will you sit you down, sir? 
HALE: I will. Let you sit, Goodwife Proctor. 
PROCTOR: Will you drink cider, Mister Hale? 
HALE: No, it rebels my stomach—I have some further traveling yet tonight. Sit you down, sir. I will not 
keep you long, but I have some business with you. 
PROCTOR: Business of the court? 
HALE: (Hesitantly.) No… no, I come of my own, without the court’s authority. Hear me. I know not if you 
are aware, but your wife’s name is… mentioned in the court. 
PROCTOR: We know it, sir. Our Mary Warren told us. We are entirely amazed. 
HALE: I am a stranger here, as you know. And in my ignorance, I find it hard to draw a clear opinion of 
them that come accused before the court. And so this afternoon, and now tonight, I go from house to 
house…. I come now from Rebecca Nurse’s house and… 
ELIZABETH: (Shocked.) Rebecca’s charged! 
PROCTOR: (Taken aback.) Surely you cannot think so. 
HALE: This is a strange time, Mister. No man may longer doubt the powers of the dark are gathered in 
monstrous attack upon this village. There is too much evidence now to deny it. You will agree, sir? 
PROCTOR: (Evading.) I… have no knowledge in that line. But it’s hard to think so pious a woman be 
secretly a Devil’s bitch after seventy year of such good prayer. 
HALE: Aye. But the Devil is a wily one, you cannot deny it. However, she is far from accused, and I know 
she will not be. I thought, sir, to put some questions as to the Christian character of this house, if you’ll 
permit me. 
PROCTOR: Why, we… have no fear of questions, sir. 
HALE: Good, then. In the book of record that Mister Parris keeps, I note that you are rarely in the church 
on Sabbath Day…. 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PROCTOR: No, sir, you are mistaken…. 
HALE: Only twenty-six time in seventeen month, sir. I must call that rare. Will you tell me why you are so 
absent? 
PROCTOR: Mister Hale, (Slight pause as he controls himself.) I never knew I must account to that man 
for I come to church or stay at home…. My wife were sick this winter. 
HALE: (Kindly.) So I am told. But you, Mister, why could you not come alone? 
PROCTOR: I surely did come when I could, and when I could not I prayed in this house. 
HALE: Mister Proctor, your house is not a church. A Christian on Sabbath Day must be in church…. Tell 
me—you have three children. 
PROCTOR: Aye. Boys. 
HALE: How come it that only two are baptized? 
PROCTOR: (Pauses as he controls himself and looks at Elizabeth. Uncomfortable at the thought.) I like it 
not that Mister Parris should lay his hand upon my baby. I see no light of God in that man. I’ll not conceal 
it. 
HALE: I must say it, Mister Proctor; that is not for you to decide. The man’s ordained, therefore the light 
of God is in him. 
PROCTOR: It may be I have been too quick to bring the man to book, but you cannot think we ever 
desired the destruction of religion. I think that’s in your mind, is it not? 
HALE: I… have… there is a softness in your record, sir, a softness. 
ELIZABETH: I think, maybe, we have been too hard with Mister Parris. I think so. But sure we never 
loved the Devil here. 
HALE: Do you know your commandments, Elizabeth? 
ELIZABETH: (Without hesitation, simply, primly.) I surely do. There be no mark of blame upon my life, 
Mister Hale, I am a covenanted Christian woman. 
HALE: And you, Mister? 
PROCTOR: I… am sure I do, sir. 
HALE: Let you repeat them, if you will. 
PROCTOR: …The Commandments? 
HALE: Aye. 
PROCTOR: Thou shalt not kill. Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s goods, nor make unto thee any graven 
image. Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord in vain; thou shalt have no other gods before me… thou 
shalt remember the Sabbath Day and keep it holy. Thou shalt honor thy father and mother. Thou shalt not 
bear false witness. Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image. 
HALE: You have said that twice, sir. 
PROCTOR: Aye. 
ELIZABETH: (Delicately.) Adultery, John. 
PROCTOR: (As though a secret arrow has pained his heart.) Aye! (Trying to grin it away—to Hale.) You 
see, sir, between the two of us we do know them all. (Hale only looks at Proctor, deep in his attempt to 
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define this man. Proctor grows more uneasy.) I think it be a small fault. 
HALE: (Thoughtfully and regretfully.) Theology, sir, is a fortress; no crack in a fortress may be accounted 
small. 
PROCTOR: There be no love for Satan in this house. 
HALE: I pray it, I pray it dearly. (Rising.) Well, then, I’ll bid you good night. 
ELIZABETH: (Unable to restrain her anxiety.) Mister Hale. I do think you are suspecting me somewhat? 
Are you not? 
HALE: Goody Proctor, I do not judge you. My duty is to add what I may to the Godly wisdom of the 
court. I pray you both good health and good fortune. Good night, sir. (Starts out R.) 
ELIZABETH: (With a note of desperation.) I think you must tell him, John. 
HALE: What’s that? 
ELIZABETH: Will you tell him? 
PROCTOR: I… I have no witness and cannot prove it, except my word be taken. But I know the children’s 
sickness had naught to do with witchcraft. 
HALE: (Stopped, struck.) Naught to do…? 
PROCTOR: They were discovered by Mr. Parris sporting in the woods. They were startled, and took sick. 
HALE: Who told you this? 
PROCTOR: Abigail Williams. 
HALE: Abigail! 
PROCTOR: Aye. She told me the day you came, sir? 
HALE: Why… why did you keep this? 
PROCTOR: I never knew until tonight that the world is gone daft with this nonsense. 
HALE: Nonsense! Mister, I have myself examined Tituba, Sarah Good and numerous others that have 
confessed to dealing with the Devil. They have confessed it. 
PROCTOR: (With dry, bitter humor.) And why not, if they must hang for denyin’ it? There are them that 
will swear to anything before they’ll hang; have you never thought of that? 
HALE: (It is his own suspicion, but he resists it.) I have. I… I have indeed. And you… would you testify this 
to the court? 
PROCTOR: I…. had not reckoned with going into court…. But if I must I will. 
HALE: Ah, you falter there? I think you… 
PROCTOR: (Controlling himself.) …I falter nothing, but I… I may wonder if my story will be credited in 
such a court. I do wonder on it, when a minister as steady minded as you will suspicion such a woman that 
never lied; she cannot lie, and the world knows she cannot. I may falter somewhat, Mister, I am no fool. 
HALE: (Quietly—it has impressed him.) Proctor, let you open with me now, for I have heard a thing that 
troubles me. It’s said you hold no belief that there may even be witches in the world. Is that true, sir? 
PROCTOR: I have no knowledge of it; the Bible speaks of witches, and I will not deny them. 
HALE: And you, woman? 
ELIZABETH: I… I cannot believe it. 

422



HALE: (Shocked.) You cannot! 
ELIZABETH: I cannot think the Devil may own a woman’s soul, Mister Hale, when she keeps an upright 
way, as I have. I am a good woman, I know it; and if you believe I may do only good work in the world, and 
yet be secretly bound to Satan, then I must tell you, sir, I do not believe it. If you think I am one, then I say 
there are none. 
HALE: You surely do not fly against the Gospel, the Gospel… 
PROCTOR: She do not mean to doubt the Gospel, sir, you cannot think it. This be a Christian house, sir, a 
Christian house. 
HALE: (Sighing.) God keep you both; let the third child be quickly baptized and go you without fail each 
Sunday into Sabbath prayer; and keep a solemn, quiet way among you. I think… (Enter Corey, R.) 
COREY: John! 
PROCTOR: Giles! What’s the matter? 
COREY: They take my wife. And Rebecca Nurse! (Nurse enters R.) 
PROCTOR: (To Nurse.) Rebecca’s in the jail! 
NURSE: John, Cheever come and take her in his wagon. We’ve only now come from the jail and they’ll not 
even let us in to see them. 
ELIZABETH: They’ve surely gone wild now, Mister Hale! 
NURSE: Reverend Hale. Can you not speak to the Deputy Governor?—I’m sure he mistakes these 
people… 
HALE: Pray calm yourself, Mister Nurse…. 
NURSE: My wife is the very brick and mortar of the church, Mister Hale—and Martha Corey, there 
cannot be a woman closer yet to God then Martha. 
HALE: (Incredulously.) How is Rebecca charged, Mr. Nurse? 
NURSE: For murder, she’s charged! “For the marvelous and supernatural murder of Goody Putnam’s 
babies.” What am I to do, Mr. Hale? 
HALE: Believe me, sir, if Rebecca Nurse be tainted, then nothing’s left to stop the whole green world from 
burning. Let you rest upon the justice of the court; the court will send her home, I know it… 
NURSE: You cannot mean she will be tried in the court! 
PROCTOR: How may such a woman murder children? 
HALE: Man, remember, until an hour before the Devil fell, God thought him beautiful in Heaven. 
COREY: I never said my wife were a witch, Mister Hale, I only said she were reading books! 
HALE: Mister Corey, exactly what complaint were made on your wife? 
COREY: That bloody mongrel Walcott charge her. Y’see, he buy a pig of my wife four or five year ago, and 
the pig died soon after. So he come dancin’ in for his money back. So my Martha she says to him, “Walcott, 
if you haven’t the wit to feed a pig properly, you’ll not live to own many,” she says. Now she goes to court 
and claims that from that day to this he cannot keep a pig alive for more than four weeks because my 
Martha bewitch them with her books! (Enter Cheever R.) 
CHEEVER: Good evening. Good evening to you, John Proctor.  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PROCTOR: Why… Mister Cheever. Good evening. I hope you come not on business of the court? 
CHEEVER: I do, Proctor, aye. I am clerk of the court now, y’know. (Takes a warrant from pocket.) I have a 
warrant for your wife. 
PROCTOR: What say you? A warrant for my wife? Who charged her? 
CHEEVER: Why, Abigail Williams charge her. 
PROCTOR: Abigail Williams? On what proof, what proof! 
CHEEVER: Mister Proctor, I have little time…. The court bid me search your house, but I like not to 
search a house. So will you hand me any poppets that your wife may keep here. 
PROCTOR: Poppets? 
ELIZABETH: I never kept no poppets, not since I were a girl. 
CHEEVER: I spy a poppet, Goody Proctor. 
ELIZABETH: (Gets doll.) Oh!—Why, this is Mary’s. 
CHEEVER: Would you please to give it to me? 
ELIZABETH: (Handing doll to Cheever.) Has the court discovered a text in poppets now? 
CHEEVER: (Carefully holds doll.) Do you keep any others in this house? 
PROCTOR: No, nor this one either till tonight.  
CHEEVER: Now, woman… will you please to come with me. 
PROCTOR: She will not. (To Elizabeth.) Fetch Mary here. (Elizabeth goes out D.L.) 
HALE: (Bewildered.) What signifies a poppet, Mister Cheever? 
CHEEVER: (Turns doll over in his hands.) Why, they say it may signify that she… (He has lifted doll’s skirt, 
and his eyes widen in astonished fear.) Why, this, this… 
PROCTOR: What’s there? 
CHEEVER: Why… (Draws out a long needle from doll.) it is a needle! 
PROCTOR: And what signifies a needle? 
CHEEVER: The girl, the Williams girl, Abigail Williams, sir. She sat to dinner in Reverend Parris’ house 
tonight, and without word nor warnin’, she falls to the floor. Like a struck beast, he says, and screamed a 
scream that a bull would weep to hear. And he goes to save her, and stuck two inches in the flesh of her 
belly he draw a needle out. And demandin’ of her how she come to be so stabbed, she… (To Proctor.) testify 
it were your wife’s familiar spirit pushed it in. 
PROCTOR: Why, she done it herself! I hope you’re not takin’ this for proof, Mister Hale. 
CHEEVER: ‘Tis hard proof.—I find here a poppet Goody Proctor keeps. I have found it, sir. And in the 
belly of the poppet a needle stuck. I tell you true, Proctor, I never warranted to see such proof of Hell, and 
I bid you obstruct me not, for I… (Enter Elizabeth with Mary.) 
PROCTOR: Here now! Mary, how did this poppet come into my house? 
MARY: What poppet’s that, sir? 
PROCTOR: This poppet, this poppet. 
MARY: (Looks at it, and evasively says.) Why, I… I think it is mine. 
PROCTOR: (A threat.) It is your poppet, is it not? 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MARY: It … is, sir. 
PROCTOR: And how did it come into this house? 
MARY: Why… I made it in the court, sir, and… give it to Goody Proctor tonight. 
PROCTOR: (To Hale.) Now, sir—do you have it? 
HALE: Mary Warren… a needle have been found inside this poppet. 
MARY: Why, I meant no harm by it, sir…. 
PROCTOR: You stuck that needle in yourself? 
MARY: I… I believe I did, sir, I… 
PROCTOR: What say you now? 
HALE: (Still kindly endeavoring to get at the truth.) Child… you are certain this be your natural memory?
—may it be, perhaps, that someone conjures you even now to say this? 
MARY: Conjures me?—Why, no, sir, I am entirely myself, I think. Let you ask Susanna Wallcott—she saw 
me sewin’ it in court. Ask Abby, Abby sat beside me when I made it. 
HALE: Mary… you charge a cold and cruel murder on Abigail. 
MARY: Murder! I charge no… 
HALE: Abigail were stabbed tonight; a needle were found stuck into her belly…. 
ELIZABETH: And she charges me?! 
HALE: Aye. 
ELIZABETH: Why…!—The girl is murder! She must be ripped out of the world! 
CHEEVER: You’ve heard that, sir!—Ripped out of the world! You heard it! 
PROCTOR: (Suddenly snatches warrant out of Cheever’s hand and rips it.) Out with you! 
CHEEVER: You’ve ripped the Deputy Governor’s warrant, man! 
PROCTOR: Damn the Deputy Governor! Out of my house! 
HALE: Now, Proctor, Proctor… 
PROCTOR: (To Hale.) Get y’ gone with them! You are a broken minister. 
HALE: Proctor, if she is innocent the court… 
PROCTOR: If she is innocent! Why do you never wonder if Parris be innocent, or Abigail? Is the accuser 
always holy now? Were they born this morning as clean as God’s fingers? I’ll tell you what’s walking Salem—
vengeance is walking Salem. We are what we always were in Salem, but now the little crazy children are 
jangling the keys of the kingdom, and common vengeance writes the law! This warrant’s vengeance; I will 
not give my wife to vengeance! 
ELIZABETH: I’ll go, John… 
PROCTOR: You will not go! (Sweeps his gun up, pointing it at Cheever.) 
ELIZABETH: John… (She presses the rifle down.) I think I must go with them. (Taking off apron, handing 
it to Mary.) Mary… there is bread enough for the morning; you will bake in the afternoon. Help Mister 
Proctor as you were his daughter… you owe me that, and much more. (Takes Proctor’s hand. To Proctor….) 
When the children wake, speak nothing of witchcraft… it will frighten them…. 
PROCTOR: (Taking her hands.) I will bring you home. I will bring you soon. 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ELIZABETH: Oh, John, bring me soon! 
PROCTOR: I will fall like an ocean on that court! Fear nothing, Elizabeth. 
ELIZABETH: I will fear nothing. (Takes shawl from wash stand, he puts it on her. They cross R. Cheever 
exit R.) Tell the children I have gone to visit someone sick…. (She breaks off, goes out.) 
HALE: Mister Proctor… 
PROCTOR: (His weeping heart pressing his words.) Out of my sight! 
HALE: (Pleading.) Charity, Proctor, Charity—what I have heard in her favor I will not fear to testify in 
court. God help me, I cannot judge her guilty nor innocent…. I know not. Only this consider—the world 
goes mad, and it profits nothing you should lay the cause to the vengeance of a little girl. 
PROCTOR: You are a coward! Though you be ordained in God’s own tears, you are a coward now! (Hale 
goes out with Nurse.) 
COREY: John… tell me, are we lost? 
PROCTOR: Go home now, Giles. We’ll speak on it tomorrow. 
COREY: Let you think on it; we’ll come early, eh? 
PROCTOR: Aye. Go now, Giles. 
COREY: Good night, then. (Corey goes out R. Long pause.) 
MARY: Mister Proctor, very likely they’ll let her come home once they’re given proper evidence. 
PROCTOR: You’re coming to that court with me, Mary. You will tell it in the court. 
MARY: I cannot charge murder on Abigail…. 
PROCTOR: You will tell the court how that poppet come here and who stuck the needle in. 
MARY: She’ll kill me for sayin’ that! Abby’ll charge lechery on you, Mister Proctor! 
PROCTOR: (Stops.) …She’s told you! 
MARY: I have known it, sir. She’ll ruin you with it, I know she will. 
PROCTOR: (Advancing on her.) Good. Then her saintliness is done with. We will slide together into our 
pit. You will tell the court what you know. 
MARY: I cannot. They’ll turn on me. 
PROCTOR: (Grabs her.) My wife will never die for me. I will bring your guts into your mouth, but that 
goodness will not die for me. (Mary continues sobbing, “I cannot!”)

CURTAIN

ACT II: Scene 2 
The vestry room of the Meeting House where an examination is going on as curtain rises.

HATHORNE: Now, Martha Corey, there is abundant evidence in our hands to show that you have given 
yourself to the reading of fortunes. Do you deny it? 
MARTHA: I am innocent to a witch. I know not what a witch is. 
HATHORNE: How do you know then that you are not a witch? 
MARTHA: If I were I would know it.  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HATHORNE: Why do you hurt these children?  
MARTHA: I do not hurt them. I scorn it! 
COREY: I have evidence for the court! 
DANFORTH: You will keep your seat! 
COREY: Thomas Putnam is reachin’ out for land!  
DANFORTH: Remove that man, Marshal! 
COREY: You’re hearing lies, lies! 
HATHORNE: Arrest him, Excellency! 
COREY: I have evidence, why will you not hear my evidence! They’ll be hangin’ my wife- 
HATHORNE: How do you dare come roarin’ into this court! Are you gone daft, Corey? 
COREY: You’re not a Boston judge yet, Hathorne. You’ll not call me daft! 
DANFORTH: Who is this man? 
PARRIS: Giles Corey, sir, and a more contentious… 
COREY: I am asked the question and I am old enough to answer it! My name is Corey, sir, Giles Corey. I 
have six hundred acres, and timber in addition. It is my wife you be condemning now.  
DANFORTH: And how do you imagine to help her cause with such contemptuous riot? Now begone, your 
old age alone keeps you out of jail for this. 
COREY: They’re tellin’ lies about my wife, sir, I … 
DANFORTH: Then you take it upon yourself to decide what this court shall believe and what it shall set 
aside? 
COREY: Your Excellency, we mean no disrespect for… 
DANFORTH: Disrespect, indeed!-It is disruption, Mister. This is the highest court of the supreme 
government of this province, do you know it? 
COREY: Your Excellency, I only said she were readin’ books, sir, and they come and take her out of my 
house for… 
DANFORTH: What books, what…? 
COREY: It is my third wife, sir, and I never had no wife that be so taken with books, d’y’understand, sir, 
and I thought to find the cause of it, d’y’see, but it were no witch I blamed her for…I have broke charity 
with her. 
HALE: Excellency, he claims hard evidence for his wife’s defense. I think that in all justice you must … 
DANFORTH: Then let him submit his evidence in proper affidavit. You are certainly aware of our 
procedure here, Mr. Hale. Clear this room. 
WILLARD: Come now, Giles. 
NURSE: We are desperate, sir; we come here three days now and cannot be heard. 
DANFORTH: Who is this man?  
NURSE: Francis Nurse, your Excellency. 
HALE: His wife’s Rebecca that were condemned this morning. 
NURSE: Excellency, we have proof of it, sir. They are all deceiving you. 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HATHORNE: This is contempt, sir, contempt! 
DANFORTH: Peace, Judge Hathorne. Do you know who I am, Mister Nurse?  
NURSE: I surely do, sir, and I think you must be a wise judge to be what you are. 
DANFORTH: (Deliberately.) And do you know that near to four hundred are in the jails from Marblehead 
to Lynn, and upon my signature? 
NURSE: I… 
DANFORTH: And seventy-two condemned to hang by that signature? 
NURSE: (With deference but emphasis.) Excellency, I never thought to say it to such a weighty judge, but 
you are deceived. (All turn to see Mary Warren ENTER. with Proctor and Corey. Mary is keeping her eyes 
to the ground, Proctor has her elbow as though she were breakable.) 
PARRIS: (In shock.) Mary Warren! What, what are you about here? 
PROCTOR: She would speak with the Deputy-Governor. 
COREY: She has been strivin’ with her soul all week, Your Honor; she comes now to tell the truth to you. 
DANFORTH: Who is this? 
PROCTOR: (Unafraid.) John Proctor, sir. Elizabeth Proctor is my wife. 
PARRIS: Beware this man, Your Excellency, this man is mischief. 
HALE: (With great urgency.) I think you must hear the girl, sir, she… 
DANFORTH: (He has become very interested in Mary Warren and only raises a hand toward Hale.) Peace. 
What would you tell us, Mary Warren? 
PROCTOR: (He and Mary Warren step forward.) She never saw no spirits, sir. 
DANFORTH: (With great alarm and surprise, to Mary.) Never saw no spirits?! 
COREY: (Eagerly.) Never. 
PROCTOR: (Has three papers in his hand.) She has signed a deposition, sir…. 
DANFORTH: No, no, I accept no deposition. Tell me, Mister Proctor, have you given out this story in the 
village? 
PROCTOR: We have not. 
PARRIS: They’ve come to overthrow the court, sir! This man is… 
DANFORTH: I pray you, Mister Parris. Do you know, Mister Proctor, that the entire contention of the 
State in these trials is that the voice of Heaven is speaking through the children? 
PROCTOR: I know that, sir. 
DANFORTH: And you, Mary Warren… how came you to cry out people for sending their spirits against 
you? 
MARY: (Between Corey and Proctor.) It were pretense, sir. 
DANFORTH: (With great unbelief.) Ah? And the other girls? Susanna Wallcott, and… the others? They are 
also pretending? 
MARY: Aye, sir. 
DANFORTH: Indeed. Now, Mister Proctor, before I decide whether I shall hear you or not, it is my duty 
to tell you this. We burn a hot fire here; it melts down all concealment. Are you certain in your conscience, 
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Mister, that your evidence is the truth? 
PROCTOR: It is. And you will surely know it. 
DANFORTH: I take it you came here to declare this revelation in the open court before the public? 
PROCTOR: I thought I would, aye… with your permission. 
DANFORTH: Now, sir—what is your purpose in so doing? 
PROCTOR: Why, I… I would free my wife, sir… 
DANFORTH: There lurks nowhere in your heart, nor hidden in your spirit, any desire to undermine this 
court? 
PROCTOR: Why, no, sir. 
DANFORTH: (With an implied threat.) I tell you straight, Mister—I have seen marvels in this court. I 
have seen people choked before my eyes by spirits, I have seen them stuck by pins and slashed by daggers. 
I have until this moment not the slightest reason to suspect that the children may be deceiving me. Do you 
understand my meaning? 
PROCTOR: It is the children only, and this one will swear she lied to you. 
DANFORTH: Judge Hathorne! (Danforth leans across table, to Hathorne, whispers to him. Hathorne 
nods.) 
HATHORNE: Aye, she’s the one. 
DANFORTH: Mister Proctor… this morning, your wife sent me a claim in which she states that she is 
pregnant now. 
PROCTOR: My wife pregnant! 
DANFORTH: There be no sign of it—we have examined her body. 
PROCTOR: But if she says she is pregnant, then she must be! That woman will never lie, Mister Danforth. 
DANFORTH: She will not? 
PROCTOR: Never, sir, never. 
DANFORTH: Mister Proctor, if I should tell you now that I will let her be kept another month; and if she 
begin to show her natural signs, you shall have her living yet another year until she is delivered—(Looks at 
Proctor.) what say you to that? (Proctor is struck silent.) Come now. You say your only purpose is to save 
your wife. Good then, she is saved at least this year, and a year is long. What say you, sir? (Claps hands.) It 
is done now. Will you drop this charge? (Proctor thinks, looks at Corey.) 
PROCTOR: I… I think I cannot. 
DANFORTH: Then your purpose is somewhat larger? 
PARRIS: (Triumphantly.) He’s come to overthrow this court, Your Honor! 
PROCTOR: (Sincerely.) These are my friends. Their wives are also… 
DANFORTH: (A sudden change of manner.) I judge you not, sir. Sit down. I am ready to hear your 
evidence. (Nurse crosses to Corey, talks to him.) 
PROCTOR: (Crossing, puts Mary on stool.) I come not to hurt the court, I only… (Proctor crosses, talks 
with Corey and Nurse.) 
DANFORTH: Marshal, go into the Court and bid Judge Stroughton and Judge Sewall declare recess for 
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one hour. And let them go to the tavern, if they will. All witnesses and prisoners are to be kept in the 
building. (Danforth crosses up above table to chair. Parris pulls chair out. Danforth sits, puts on glasses.) 
Now what deposition do you have for us, Mister Proctor? And I beg you be clear, open as the sky, and 
honest. 
PROCTOR: (Handing Danforth paper.) Will you read this first, sir? It’s a sort of testament. The people 
signing it declare their good opinion of Rebecca and my wife, and Martha Corey. (Danforth looks at paper.) 
These are all covenant people, landholding farmers, members of the church. (Delicately, trying to point out 
a paragraph.) If you’ll notice, sir—they’ve known the women many years and never saw no signs they had 
dealings with the Devil. 
DANFORTH: (Glancing at long list.) How many names are here? 
NURSE: Ninety-one, Your Excellency. 
PARRIS: These people should be summoned for questioning. 
NURSE: (Alarmed.) Mister Danforth, I gave them all my word no harm would come to them for signing 
this. 
PARRIS: This is a clear attack upon the court! 
HALE: (To Parris. Trying to contain himself.) Is every defense an attack upon the court? 
DANFORTH: (Hands Cheever the paper.) Mister Cheever, have warrants drawn for all of these—arrest for 
examination. (Cheever exits. To Proctor.) Now, Mister, what other information do you have for us? (Nurse 
is still standing, horrified.) You may sit, Mister Nurse. 
NURSE: I have brought trouble on these people, I have…. 
DANFORTH: No, old man, you have not hurt these people if they are of good conscience. But you must 
understand, sir, that a person is either with this court or he must be counted against it; there be no road 
between. (Mary suddenly sobs.) She’s not hearty, I see. 
PROCTOR: No, she’s not, sir. (To Mary, bending to her, holding her shoulders, quiet and kindly.) Now 
remember what the angel Raphael said to the boy Tobias. Remember it. 
MARY: (Hardly audible.) Aye. 
PROCTOR: “Do that which is good and no harm shall come to thee.” 
DANFORTH: Come, man, we wait you. 
COREY: John, my deposition, give him mine. 
PROCTOR: Aye. (Cheever enters. Proctor hands Danforth another paper.) This is Mister Corey’s 
disposition. (Crosses back to above Mary, pats her shoulders, then drops hands.) 
DANFORTH: Oh? (He looks down at it.) 
HATHORNE: (Suspiciously.) What lawyer drew this, Corey? 
COREY: You know I never hired no lawyer in my life, Hathorne. 
DANFORTH: (Finishing the reading of it.) It is very well-phrased. My compliments. Mister Parris, if Mr. 
Putnam is in the court, bring him in. (Parris exits D.R.) You have no legal training, Mister Corey? 
COREY: I have the best, sir—I am thirty-three time in court in my life. And always plaintiff, too 
DANFORTH: (Lightly.) Oh, then you’re much put-upon. 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COREY: I am never put-upon; I know my rights, sir, and I will have them. (Putnam enters.) Aye, there he 
is! 
DANFORTH: Mr. Putnam, I have here an accusation by Mr. Corey against you. He states that you coldly 
prompted your daughter to cry witchery upon George Jacobs that is now in jail. 
PUTNAM: It is a lie! 
DANFORTH: What proof do you submit for your charge, sir? 
COREY: My proof is there! (The paper.) If Jacobs hangs for a witch he forfeit up his property—that’s law! 
And there is none but Putnam with the coin to buy so great a piece. This man is killing his neighbors for 
their land! 
DANFORTH: But proof, sir, proof…. 
COREY: (Emphatically.) The proof is there!—I have it from an honest man who heard Putnam say it! The 
day his daughter cried out on Jacobs, he said she’d given him a fair gift of land. 
HATHORNE: And the name of this man? 
COREY: (Quietly.) I will not give you no name. I mentioned my wife’s name once and I’ll burn in hell long 
enough for that. I stand mute. 
DANFORTH: (Rather regretfully.) In that case, I have no choice but to arrest you for contempt of this 
court, do you know that? 
COREY: This is a hearing; you cannot clap me for contempt of a hearing. 
DANFORTH: Oh, it is a proper lawyer! Do you wish me to declare the court in full session here?—or will 
you give me good reply? 
COREY: I cannot give you no name, sir, I cannot…. 
DANFORTH: You are a foolish old man. Mr. Cheever, (Cheever crosses to stool above table. Sits, opens 
writing box, prepares to write. Puts on glasses.) begin the record. The court is now is session. I ask you, 
Mister Corey… 
PROCTOR: Your Honor… he has the story in confidence, sir, and he… 
PARRIS: The Devil lives on such confidences! (To Danforth.) Without confidences there could be no 
conspiracy, Your Honor! 
HATHORNE: I think it must be broken, sir. 
DANFORTH: (To Corey, in friendly tone, but a little impatient.) Old man, if your informant tells the truth 
let him come here openly like a decent man. But if he hides in anonymity I must know why. Now, sir, the 
government and central church demand of you the name of him who reported Mister Thomas Putnam a 
common murderer. 
HALE: Excellency… 
DANFORTH: Mister Hale. 
HALE: (Regretfully.) We cannot blink it more. There is a prodigious fear of this court in the country…. 
(Corey nods slightly in agreement.) 
DANFORTH: (He is angered now.) Reproach me not with the fear in the country; there is fear in the 
country because there is a moving plot to topple Christ in the country! 

431



HALE: But it does not follow that everyone accused is part of it. 
DANFORTH: No uncorrupted man may fear this court, Mister Hale! (Directly at Proctor.) None! Mr. 
Corey, you are under arrest in contempt of this court. Now sit you down and take counsel with yourself, or 
you will be set in the jail until you decide to answer all questions. 
(Corey goes for Putnam.) 
PROCTOR: No, Giles! 
COREY: I’ll cut your throat, Putnam! I’ll kill you yet. 
PROCTOR: (Put Giles on bench L.) Peace, Giles, peace! We’ll prove ourselves, now we will. 
COREY: Say nothin’ more, John. He’s only playing you. He means to hang us all. 
DANFORTH: This is a court of law, Mister. I’ll have no effrontery here. 
PROCTOR: Forgive him, sir, for his old age. Peace, Giles, we’ll prove it all now. (Putnam exits D.R.) 
(Crossing U.L. of Mary, puts hands on her arms.) You cannot weep, Mary. Remember the angel what he say 
to the boy. Hold to it, now; there is your rock. (Mary quiets. He takes out a paper and turns to Danforth.) 
This is Mary Warren’s deposition. I… I would ask you remember, sir, while you read it, that until two week 
ago she were no different than the other children are today. (He is speaking reasonably, restraining all his 
fears, his anger, his anxiety, like a young lawyer.) You saw her scream, she howled, she swore familiar spirits 
choked her; she even testified that Satan, in the form of women now in jail, tried to win her soul away, and 
then when she refused… 
DANFORTH: We know all this. 
PROCTOR: Ay, sir. She swears now that she never saw Satan; nor any spirit, vague or clear, that Satan may 
have sent to hurt her. And she declares her friends are lying now. 
DANFORTH: Her deposition, Mister Proctor. (Proctor hands it to him. Hathorne goes to L. of Danforth 
and starts reading. Parris comes to his side.) 
PARRIS: (Timidly.) I should like to question… 
DANFORTH: (His first real outburst, in which his contempt for Parris is clear.) Mister Parris, I bid you be 
silent! Sit you down, Mr. Proctor. You sit there. (To Mary, indicating bench D.S. of table. Proctor takes 
Mary to bench, returns and sits L. of table.) Mister Cheever, will you go into the court and bring the 
children here. (Cheever gets up, goes out D.R. Danforth now turns to Mary.) Mary Warren, how came you 
to this turnabout? Has Mister Proctor threatened you for this deposition? 
MARY: No, sir. 
DANFORTH: Has he ever threatened you? 
MARY: No, sir. 
DANFORTH: Then you tell me that you sat in my court, callously lying when you knew that people would 
hang by your evidence? Answer me! 
MARY: (Almost inaudibly.) I did, sir. 
DANFORTH: How were you instructed in your life?—Do you not know that God damns all liars? Or is it 
now that you lie? 
MARY: No, sir—I am with God now. 
DANFORTH: You are with God now. 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MARY: Aye, sir. 
DANFORTH: I will tell you this—you are either lying now, or you were lying in the court, and in either 
case you have committed perjury and you will go to jail for it. You cannot lightly say you lied, Mary. Do you 
know that? 
MARY: I cannot lie no more. I am with God, I am with God…. (But she breaks into sobs at the thought of 
it. ENTER Cheever, Susanna Wallcott, Mercy Lewis, and finally Abigail D.R.) 
DANFORTH: Sit you down, children. (Silently they sit.) Your friend Mary Warren has given us a 
deposition. In which she swears that she never saw familiar spirits, apparitions, nor any manifest of the 
Devil. She claims as well, that none of you have seen these things either. Now, children, this is a court of 
law. The law, based upon the Bible, and the Bible writ by Almighty God, forbid the practice of witchcraft, 
and describe death as the penalty thereof. But, likewise, children, the law and Bible damn all liars, and 
bearers of false witness. Now then… it does not escape me that this deposition may be devised to blind us; 
(To Hathorne.) it may well be that Mary Warren has been conquered by Satan who sends her here to 
distract our sacred purpose. If so, her neck will break for it. But if she speaks true, I bid you now drop your 
guile and confess your pretense, for a quick confession will go easier with you. Abigail Williams, rise. 
(Abigail rises slowly.) Is there any truth in this? 
ABIGAIL: (A contemptuous look at Mary.) No, sir. 
DANFORTH: Children, a very auger bit will now be turned into your souls until your honesty is proved. 
Will either of you change your positions now, or do you force me to hard questioning? 
ABIGAIL: I have naught to change, sir. She lies. 
DANFORTH: (To Mary.) You would still go on with this? 
MARY: (Faintly.) Aye, sir. 
DANFORTH: (To Abigail.) A poppet were discovered in Mister Proctor’s house, stabbed by a needle. Mary 
Warren claims that you sat beside her in the court when she made it, and that you saw her make it, and 
witnessed how she herself stuck her needle into it for safe-keeping. What say you to that? 
ABIGAIL: (A slight note of indignation.) It is a lie, sir. (Mary looks at Abigail, then back.) 
DANFORTH: While you worked for Mister Proctor, did you see poppets in that house? 
ABIGAIL: Goody Proctor always kept poppets. 
PROCTOR: (Quietly.) Your Honor, my wife never kept no poppets. Mary Warren confesses it was her 
poppet. 
CHEEVER: Your Excellency. 
DANFORTH: Mister Cheever. 
CHEEVER: When I spoke with Goody Proctor in that house, she said she never kept no poppets. But she 
said she did keep poppets when she were a girl. 
PROCTOR: She has not been a girl these fifteen years, your Honor. 
HATHORNE: But a poppet will keep fifteen years, will it not? 
PROCTOR: It will keep if it is kept, but Mary Warren swears she never saw no poppets in my house, nor 
anywhere else. Mister Danforth, what profit Mary Warren to turn herself about? What may she gain but 
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hard questioning and worse? 
DANFORTH: (With astonishment.) You are charging Abigail Williams with a marvelous cool plot to 
murder, do you understand that? 
PROCTOR: I do, sir. I believe she means to murder. 
DANFORTH: (Incredulously.) This child would murder your wife? 
PROCTOR: It is not a child, sir. Now hear me, sir. In the sight of the congregation she were twice this year 
put out of this meetin’ house for laughter during prayer. (Abigail bows head.) 
DANFORTH: (Shocked, he turns to Abigail.) What’s this? Laughter during…! 
PARRIS: I… do believe it happened once—she is sometimes silly, but she is solemn now. 
COREY: Ay, now she is solemn and goes to hang people! 
DANFORTH: Quiet, man…. 
HATHORNE: Surely it have no bearing on the question, sir. He charges contemplation of murder. 
DANFORTH: Aye…. (Studying Abigail.) But it strikes hard upon me that she will laugh at prayer. 
Continue, Mister Proctor. 
PROCTOR: Mary.—Now tell the Governor how you danced in the woods. 
DANFORTH: (To Mary. Shocked.) What is this dancing? 
MARY: I… (She glances at Abigail who is staring down at her remorselessly.) Mister Proctor… 
PROCTOR: Abigail lead the girls to the woods, your Honor, and they have danced there naked…. (Hale 
crosses slowly, looks at Abigail and the girls.) 
PARRIS: Your Honor, this… 
PROCTOR: Mister Parris discovered them there in the dead of night!—there’s the “child” she is! 
DANFORTH: Mister Parris… 
PARRIS: I can only say, sir, that I never found any of them—naked, and this man is… 
DANFORTH: You discovered them dancing in the woods? (Eyes on Parris, he points at Abigail.) Abigail? 
HALE: Excellency, when I first arrived from Beverly, Mister Parris told me that. 
DANFORTH: Do you deny it, Mister Parris? 
PARRIS: I do not, sir, but I never saw any of them naked. 
DANFORTH: But she have danced? 
PARRIS: (Unwillingly.) Aye, sir. 
HATHORNE: Excellency, will you permit me? (Points at Mary.) 
DANFORTH: Pray, proceed. 
HATHORNE: You say you never saw no spirits, Mary, were never threatened or afflicted by any manifest 
of the Devil or the Devil’s agents? 
MARY: (Very faintly.) No, sir. 
HATHORNE: And yet, when people accused of witchery confronted you in court, you would faint, saying 
their spirits came out of their bodies and choked you…. 
MARY: That were pretense, sir. 
HATHORNE: Then can you pretend to faint now? 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MARY: Now? 
PARRIS: Why not? Now there are no spirits attacking you, for none in this room is accused of witchcraft. 
So let you turn yourself cold now, let you pretend you are attacked now, let you faint. Faint! 
MARY: Faint? 
PARRIS: Aye, faint! Prove to us how you pretended in the court so many times. 
MARY: (Looks to Proctor.) I… cannot faint now, sir. 
PROCTOR: (Alarmed. Quietly.) Can you not pretend it? 
MARY: I… I have no sense of it now, I… 
DANFORTH: Might it be that here we have no afflicting spirit loose, but in the court there were some? 
MARY: (Desperately.) I never saw no spirits. 
PARRIS: Your Excellency, this is a trick to blind the court. 
MARY: It’s not a trick! I… I used to faint because… I… I thought I saw spirits. 
DANFORTH: Thought you saw them! 
MARY: But I did not, your Honor. 
HATHORNE: How could you think you saw them unless you saw them? 
MARY: I… I cannot tell you how, but I did. I… I heard the other girls screaming, and you, your Honor, you 
seemed to believe them and I… It were only sport in the beginning, sir, but then the whole world cried 
spirits, spirits, and I… I promise you, Mister Danforth, I only thought I saw them but I did not. 
PARRIS: Surely your Excellency is not taken by this simple lie. 
DANFORTH: (A threat.) Abigail Williams! (She holds her chin up.) I bid you now search your heart, and 
tell me this—and beware of it, child, to God every soul is precious and His vengeance is terrible on them 
that take life without cause. Is it possible, child, that the spirits you have seen are illusion only, some 
deception that may cross your mind when… 
ABIGAIL: (A step to him. Unafraid.) I have been hurt, Mister Danforth; I have seen my blood runnin’ out! 
I have been near to murdered every day because I done my duty pointing out the Devil’s people—and this 
is my reward? To be mistrusted, denied, questioned like a… 
DANFORTH: (He weakens.) Child, I do not mistrust you…. 
ABIGAIL: (NOW it pours. She does not wait for his speech.) Let you beware, Mister Danforth—think 
you to be so mighty that the power of Hell may not turn your wits?!—beware of it! (She shivers and looks at 
Mary, then folds her arms around her.)—there is… 
DANFORTH: (Apprehensively.) What is it, child? 
ABIGAIL: (Backing away to bench and sits. Clasping her arms about her as though cold.) I… I know not. A 
wind, a cold wind has come. (Her eyes fall on Mary.) 
MARY: (Terrified, pleading.) Abby! 
MERCY: Your Honor, I freeze! 
PROCTOR: They’re pretending! 
HATHORNE: (Touching Abigail’s hand.) She is cold, your Honor, touch her! 
MERCY: (Rises. A threat.) Mary, do you send this shadow on me? (Sits slowly.) 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MARY: Lord save me! (Susanna rises looking at Mary, then slowly sits.) 
ABIGAIL: (She is shivering visibly.) I freeze—I freeze. (Mercy hugs her as they shiver.) 
MARY: (With great fear.) Abby, don’t do that! (Proctor crosses to her, grabs her.) 
DANFORTH: Mary Warren, do you witch her? I say to you, do you send your spirit out! 
MARY: (Almost collapsing. Putting her in seat.) Let me go, Mister Proctor, I cannot, I cannot… 
ABIGAIL: (Shouting.) “Oh, Heavenly Father, take away this shadow.” 
PROCTOR: Whore! How do you dare call Heaven! 
DANFORTH: Man! What do you---? 
PROCTOR: It is a whore. 
ABIGAIL: Mister Danforth, he’s lying! 
PROCTOR: Mark her, now she’ll suck a scream to stab me with, but— 
DANFORTH: You will prove this, this will not pass. 
PROCTOR: I have known her, sir. I have… known her. 
DANFORTH: (A pause. His eyes stare incredulously at Proctor.) You… you are a lecher? 
NURSE: (Horrified.) John, you cannot… 
PROCTOR: No, Francis, it is true, it is true. (Back to Danforth.) She will deny it, but you will believe me, 
sir; a man… a man will not cast away his good name, sir, you surely know that— 
DANFORTH: In what time…? In was place? 
PROCTOR: (Hanging head, turning front.) In the proper place—where my beasts are bedded. Eight 
months now, sir, it is eight months. She used to serve me in my house, sir. A man may think God sleeps, but 
God sees everything. I know it now. I beg you, sir, I beg you—see her for what she is. My wife, my dear 
good wife took this girl soon after, sir, and put her out on the high road. And being what she is, a lump of 
vanity, sir…. (Starts to weep.) Excellency, forgive me, forgive me. She thinks to dance with me on my wife’s 
grave! And well she might!—for I thought of her softly, God help me, I lusted, and there is a promise in 
such sweat! But it is a whore’s vengeance, and you must see it; I set myself entirely in your hands, I know 
you must see it now. My wife is innocent, except she know a whore when she see one. 
DANFORTH: (Turns to Abigail.) You deny every scrap and title of this? 
ABIGAIL: (Rising.) If I must answer that, sir, I will leave and I will not come back again. (Starts for exit.) 
HALE: She does not deny it, Mr. Danforth. She does not deny it! 
DANFORTH: (To Abigail.) You will remain where you are. Sit you down! (Looking at Abigail. She stops 
and slowly turns to him.) Mister Parris, go into the court and bring Goodwife Proctor out. (Proctor crosses. 
Danforth is peeved at Parris.) Mister Parris. (Parris stops.) And tell her not one word of what’s been spoken 
here. And let you knock before you enter. (Parris goes out U.R.) Now we shall touch the bottom of this 
swamp. (To Proctor.) Your wife, you say, is an honest woman? 
PROCTOR: In her life, sir, she have never lied. There are them that cannot sing, and them that cannot 
weep—my wife cannot lie. 
DANFORTH: Good, then. (There is a knock at door. He calls off.) Hold! (To Abigail.) Turn your back. 
Turn your back. (She does. To Proctor.) You do likewise. (Proctor turns away.) Now let neither of you turn 
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to face Goody Proctor. No one in this room is to speak one word, or raise a gesture ay or nay. (He turns 
toward door and calls.) Enter! (Elizabeth enters U.R., followed by Parris. She stands alone, her eyes looking 
for Proctor.) Mr. Cheever, report this testimony in all exactness. Are you ready? 
CHEEVER: Ready, sir. 
DANFORTH: Come here, woman. (Elizabeth crosses to Danforth, looking toward Proctor.) Look at me 
only, not at your husband. In my eyes only. (She looks at him.) 
ELIZABETH: Good, sir. 
DANFORTH: We are given to understand that at one time you dismissed your servant, Abigail Williams. 
ELIZABETH: That is true, sir. 
DANFORTH: For what cause did you dismiss her? (Elizabeth tries to glance at Proctor.) You will look in 
my eyes only and not at your husband. The answer is in your memory and you need no help to give it to me. 
Why did you dismiss Abigail Williams? 
ELIZABETH: (Not knowing what to say, sensing a situation, she wets her lips to stall for time.) She… 
dissatisfied me… (Adding.) and my husband. 
DANFORTH: In what way dissatisfied you? 
ELIZABETH: She were… (She glances at Proctor for a cue.) 
DANFORTH: Woman, look at me! Were she slovenly? Lazy? What disturbance did she cause? 
ELIZABETH: Your Honor, I… in that time I were sick. And I… My husband is a good and righteous man. 
He is never drunk, as some are, nor wastin’ his time at the shovelboard, but always at his work… But in my 
sickness—you see, sir, I were a long time sick after my last baby, and I thought I saw my husband somewhat 
turning from me. And this girl… (She turns to Abigail.) 
DANFORTH: (Shouting.) Look at me! 
ELIZABETH: (Weeping.) Aye, sir. Abigail Williams… I came to think he fancied her. And so one night I 
lost my wits, I think, and put her out on the high road. 
DANFORTH: Your husband… did he indeed turn from you? 
ELIZABETH: (A plea.) My husband… is a goodly man, sir… (She starts to glance at Proctor.) 
DANFORTH: Look at me! To your own knowledge, has John Proctor ever committed the crime of 
lechery? (In a crisis of indecision she cannot speak.) Answer my question! Is your husband a lecher! 
ELIZABETH: (Faintly.) No, sir. 
DANFORTH: Remove her. (Proctor and Abigail turn around into scene.) 
PROCTOR: Elizabeth, tell the truth, Elizabeth! 
DANFORTH: She has spoken. Remove her. (Hale crosses R. following Elizabeth.) 
PROCTOR: (Cries out.) Elizabeth, I have confessed it! 
ELIZABETH: Oh, John! (Goes out.) 
PROCTOR: She only thought to save my name! 
HALE: Excellency, it is a natural lie to tell; I beg you, stop now; before another is condemned!  
DANFORTH: She spoke nothing of lechery, and this man lies! 
HALE: (He cries out in anguish.) I believe him! I cannot turn my face from it no more. (Pointing at 
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Abigail.) This girl has always struck me false! She… (Abigail with a weird cry screams up to ceiling.) 
ABIGAIL: You will not! Begone! Begone, I say! (Mercy and Susanna rise, looking up.) 
DANFORTH: What is it, child? (She is transfixed—with all the girls, in complete silence, she is open-
mouthed, agape at ceiling, and in great fear.) Girls! Why do you…? 
MERCY: It’s on the beam!—behind the rafter! 
DANFORTH: (Looking up.) Where! 
ABIGAIL: Why…? Why do you come, yellow bird? 
PROCTOR: Where’s a bird? I see no bird! 
ABIGAIL: (To ceiling, in a genuine conversation with the “bird” as though trying to talk it out of attacking 
her.) My face? My face?! But God made my face; you cannot want to tear my face. Envy is a deadly sin, 
Mary. 
MARY: Abby! 
ABIGAIL: (Unperturbed, continues to “bird.”) Oh, Mary, this is a black art to change your shape. No, I 
cannot, I cannot stop my mouth; it’s God’s work I do…. 
MARY: Abby, I’m here! 
PROCTOR: They’re pretending, Mister Danforth! 
ABIGAIL: (Now she takes a backward step, as though the bird would swoop down momentarily.) Oh, 
please, Mary!—Don’t come down…. 
ANN: Her claws, she’s stretching her claws! 
PROCTOR: Lies—lies— 
ABIGAIL: (Backing further, still fixed above.) Mary, please don’t hurt me! 
MARY: (To Danforth.) I’m not hurting her! 
DANFORTH: Why does she see this vision?! 
MARY: (Rises.) She sees nothin’! 
ABIGAIL: (As though hypnotized, mimicking the exact tone of Mary’s cry.) She sees nothin’! 
MARY: Abby, you mustn’t! 
ABIGAIL: (Now all girls join, transfixed.) Abby, you mustn’t! 
MARY: (To all girls, frantically.) I’m here, I’m here! 
GIRLS: I’m here, I’m here! 
DANFORTH: Mary Warren!—Draw back your spirit out of them! 
MARY: Mister Danforth…! 
GIRLS: Mister Danforth! 
DANFORTH: Have you compacted with the Devil? Have you? 
MARY: Never, never! 
GIRLS: Never, never! 
DANFORTH: (Growing hysterical.) Why can they only repeat you?! 
PROCTOR: Give me a whip—I’ll stop it! 
MARY: They’re sporting…! 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GIRLS: (Cutting her off.) They’re sporting! 
MARY: (Turning on them all, hysterically and stamping her feet.) Abby, stop it! 
GIRLS: (Stamping their feet.) Abby, stop it! 
MARY: (Screaming it out at top of her lungs, and raising her fists.) Stop it!! 
GIRLS: (All raising their fists.) Stop it!! 
(Mary, utterly confounded, and becoming overwhelmed by Abigail—and the girls’—utter conviction, starts 
to whimper, hands half raised, powerless—and all girls begin whimpering exactly as she does.) 
DANFORTH: A little while ago you were afflicted. Now it seems you afflict others; where did you find this 
power? 
MARY: (Staring at Abigail.) I… have no power. 
GIRLS: I have no power. 
PROCTOR: They’re gulling you, Mister! 
DANFORTH: Why did you turn about this past two weeks? You have seen the Devil, have you not? 
PROCTOR: (Seeing her weakening.) Mary, Mary, God damns all liars! (Mary utters something 
unintelligible, staring at Abigail who keeps watching the “bird” above.) 
DANFORTH: I cannot hear you. What do you say? (Mary utters again unintelligibly.) You will confess 
yourself or you will hang! 
PROCTOR: Mary, remember the angel Raphael… do that which is good and… 
ABIGAIL: (Pointing upward.) The wings! Her wings are spreading! Mary, please, don’t, don’t…! She’s going 
to come down! She’s walking the beam! Look out! She’s coming down! (All scream. Abigail dashes across 
the stage as though pursued, the other girls streak hysterically in and out between the men, all converging.
—and as their screaming subsides only Mary Warren’s is left. All watch her, struck, even horrified by this 
evident fit.) 
PROCTOR: (Leaning across the table, turning her gently by the arm.) Mary, tell the Governor what they… 
MARY: (Backing away.) Don’t touch me… don’t touch me! 
PROCTOR: Mary! 
MARY: (Pointing at Proctor.) You are the Devil’s man! 
PARRIS: Praise God! 
PROCTOR: Mary, how…? 
MARY: I’ll not hang with you! I love God, I love God— 
DANFORTH: (To Mary.) He bid you do the Devil’s work? 
MARY: (Hysterically, indicating Proctor.) He come at me by night and every day to sign, to sign, to… 
DANFORTH: Sign what? 
PARRIS: The Devil’s book? He come with a book? 
MARY: (Hysterically, pointing at Proctor.) My name, he want my name; I’ll murder you, he says, if my wife 
hangs! We must go and overthrow the court, he says…! 
PROCTOR: (Eyes follow Mary.) Mister Hale…! 
MARY: (Her sobs beginning.) He wake me every night, his eyes were like coals and his fingers claw my 
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neck, and I sign, I sign…. 
HALE: Excellency, the child’s gone wild. 
PROCTOR: Mary, Mary…! 
MARY: (Screaming at him.) No, I love God; I go your way no more, (Looking at Abigail.) I love God, I 
bless God…. (Sobbing, she rushes to Abigail.) Abby, Abby, I’ll never hurt you more! (All watch, as Abigail 
reaches out and draws sobbing Mary to her, then looks up to Danforth.) 
DANFORTH: What are you! You are combined with anti-Christ, are you not? I have seen your power, 
Mister, you will not deny it! 
HALE: This is not witchcraft! Those girls are frauds! You condemn an honest man! 
DANFORTH: I will have nothing from you, Mister Hale! (To Proctor.) Will you confess yourself befouled 
with hell, or do you keep that black allegiance yet? What say you? 
PROCTOR: I say… God is dead! 
PARRIS: (Crossing L. toward door.) Hear it, hear it! 
PROCTOR: A fire, a fire is burning! I hear the boot of Lucifer, I see his filthy face. And it is my face and 
yours, Danforth. For them that quail now when you know in all your black hearts that this be fraud. God 
damns our kind especially, and we will burn, we will burn together! 
DANFORTH: Marshal, take him and Corey with him to the jail! 
HALE: (Crossing D.L.) I denounce these proceedings! I quit this court! (Hale EXITS.) 
PROCTOR: You are pulling heaven down and raising up a whore. 
DANFORTH: (Shocked.) Mister Hale, Mister Hale!

CURTAIN

 
ACT II: Scene 3 
Three months later. A cell in Salem jail. Willard enters, crosses D.L. and clears straw from L. bench. Enter 
Danforth and Judge Hathorne. They are in greatcoats and wear hats. They are followed in by Cheever, who 
carries a dispatch case and a flat wooden box containing his writing materials. Cheever crosses slowly near 
window.

WILLARD: (At bench L.) Good morning, Majesty. 
DANFORTH: Where is Mister Parris? 
WILLARD: I’ll fetch him. 
DANFORTH: Marshal. When did Reverend Hale arrive? 
WILLARD: It were toward midnight, I think. 
DANFORTH: (Suspiciously.) What is he about here? 
WILLARD: He goes among them that will hang, sir. And he prays with them. He sits with Goody Nurse 
now. (Crossing to R. bench, clears straw from it.) And Mister Parris with him. 
DANFORTH: Indeed. That man have no authority to enter here, Marshal; why have you let him in? 
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(Hathorne sits bench L.) 
WILLARD: Why, Mister Parris command me, sir. I cannot deny him. 
DANFORTH: Fetch Mister Parris. 
WILLARD: Aye, sir. (Exits.) 
HATHORNE: Let you question Hale, Excellency; I should not be surprised he have been preachin’ in 
Andover lately. 
DANFORTH: We’ll come to that; speak nothin’ of Andover. Parris prays with him. That’s strange. (Blows 
on his hands.) 
HATHORNE: I think sometimes Parris has a mad look these days. (Danforth raises his head as Parris 
enters. He is gaunt, frightened and sweating.) 
PARRIS: (To Danforth, instantly.) Oh, good morning, sir, thank you for comin’. I beg your pardon wakin’ 
you so early. Good morning, Judge Hathorne…. 
DANFORTH: Reverend Hale have no right to enter this… 
PARRIS: Excellency, a moment. 
HATHORNE: Do you leave him alone with the prisoners? 
DANFORTH: What’s his business here? 
PARRIS: (Prayerfully holding up his hands.) Excellency, hear me. It is a providence. Reverend Hale has 
returned to bring Rebecca Nurse to God. 
DANFORTH: He bids her confess? 
PARRIS: (Sitting.) Hear me. (Cheever crosses, sits at end of bench.) Rebecca have not given me a word this 
three months since she came. Now she sits with him, and her sister and Martha Corey and two or three 
others, and he pleads with them confess their crimes and save their lives. 
DANFORTH: Why—this is indeed a providence. And they soften, they soften? 
PARRIS: Not yet, not yet. But I thought to summon you, sir, that we might think on whether it be not 
wise to… there is news, sir, that the court, the court must reckon with. My niece… I believe she has 
vanished. 
DANFORTH: Vanished! (Hathorne rises.) 
PARRIS: I had thought to advise you of it earlier in the week, but… 
DANFORTH: Why?—how long is she gone? 
PARRIS: This be the third night—Mercy Lewis is gone, too. 
DANFORTH: (Alarmed.) I shall send a party for them. Where may they be? 
PARRIS: Excellency, I think they be aboard a ship. My daughter tells me now she hears them speakin’ of 
ships last week, and tonight I discover my… my strongbox is broken into. 
HATHORNE: (Astonished.) She have robbed you?! 
PARRIS: Thirty-one pound is gone. I am penniless. 
DANFORTH: (Rising.) Mister Parris, you are a brainless man! 
PARRIS: Excellency, it profit nothing you should blame me. I cannot think they would run off except they 
fear to keep in Salem anymore—since the news of Andover has broken here. The rumor here speaks 
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rebellion in Andover, and it… 
DANFORTH: (Strongly protesting.) There is no rebellion in Andover. 
PARRIS: I tell you what is said here, sir. Andover have thrown out the court, they say, and will have no part 
of witchcraft. There be a faction here feeding on that news, and I tell you true, sir, I fear there will be riot 
here. 
HATHORNE: Riot!—Why, at every execution I have seen naught but high satisfaction in the town. 
PARRIS: Judge Hathorne—it were another sort that hanged till now. Rebecca Nurse is no Bridget that 
lived three year with Bishop before she married him. John Proctor is not Isaac Ward that drank his family 
to ruin. (To Danforth.) Let Rebecca stand upon the gibbet and send up some righteous prayer, and I feel 
she’ll wake a vengeance on you. 
DANFORTH: How do you propose, then? 
PARRIS: Excellency… I would postpone these hangin’s for a time. 
DANFORTH: There will be no postponement. 
PARRIS: Now Mister Hale’s returned, there is hope, I think—for if he bring even one of these to God, 
that confession surely damns the others in the public eye, and none may doubt more that they are all linked 
to Hell. This way, unconfessed and claiming innocence, doubts are multiplied, may honest people will weep 
for them, and our good purpose is lost in their tears. 
DANFORTH: Cheever, give me the list. (Cheever opens dispatch case, searches.) 
PARRIS: It cannot be forgot, sir, (Danforth rises, gets list from Cheever, takes spectacles out and reads by 
light of lamp.) that when I summoned the congregation for John Proctor’s excommunication, there were 
hardly thirty people come to hear it. That speak a discontent, I think, and… 
DANFORTH: There will be no postponement. 
PARRIS: Excellency… 
DANFORTH: Now, sir—which of these in your opinion may be brought to God? I will myself strive with 
him till dawn. (Crosses to Cheever, hands him list.) 
PARRIS: (In a quavering voice, quietly.) Excellency… a dagger… (He chokes up.) 
DANFORTH: (Irritated.) What do you say? 
PARRIS: Tonight, when I open my door to leave my house—a dagger clattered to the ground. You cannot 
hang this sort. There is danger for me. I dare not step outside at night. (Hale ENTERS. They look at him 
for an instant in silence. He is steeped in sorrow, exhausted, and more direct than he ever was.) 
DANFORTH: Accept my congratulations, Reverend Hale; we are gladdened to see you returned to your 
good work. 
HALE: You must pardon them. They will not budge. The sun will rise in a few minutes. Excellency, I must 
have more time. 
DANFORTH: Now hear me, and beguile yourselves no more. I will not receive a single plea for pardon or 
postponement. Them that will not confess will hang. Twelve are already executed; the names of these seven 
are given out, and the village expects to see them die at dawn. Postponement, now, speaks a… a floundering 
(Willard ENTERS.) on my part; reprieve or pardon must cast doubt upon the guilt of them that died till 
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now.—Have you spoken with them all, Mister Hale? 
HALE: All but Proctor. He is in the dungeon. 
DANFORTH: (To Hathorne.) What’s Proctor’s way now? (Hale sits on bench.) 
WILLARD: (In doorway. Drunkenly.) He sits like some great bird; you’d not know he lived except he will 
take food from time to time. 
DANFORTH: (Thinks.) His wife… his wife must be well on with child now. 
WILLARD: She is, sir. 
DANFORTH: What think you, Mister Parris?—You have closer knowledge of this man; might her 
presence soften him? 
PARRIS: It is possible, sir—he have not laid eyes on her these three months. I should summon her. 
DANFORTH: (To Willard.) Fetch Goody Proctor to me. Then let you bring him up. (Sits U.S. of Parris.) 
WILLARD: Ay, sir. (Willard goes out. Silence.) 
HALE: Excellency, if you postpone a week, and publish to the town that you are striving for their 
confessions, that speak mercy on your part, not faltering. 
DANFORTH: Mister Hale, as God have not empowered me like Joshua to stop this sun from rising, so I 
cannot withhold from them the perfection of their punishment. 
HALE: (Rising, crossing up to door.) If you think God wills you to raise rebellion, Mister Danforth, you are 
mistaken. 
DANFORTH: You have heard rebellion spoken in Salem? 
HALE: Excellency, there are orphans wandering from house to house; abandoned cattle below on the 
highroads, the stink of rotting crops hang everywhere, and no man knows when the harlots’ cry will end his 
life—and you wonder yet if rebellion’s spoke? Better you should marvel how they do not burn your 
province! 
DANFORTH: Mister Hale, have you preached in Andover this month? 
HALE: Thank God they have no need of me in Andover. 
DANFORTH: You baffle me, sir. Why have you returned here? 
HALE: Why, it is all simple. I come to do the Devil’s work. I come to counsel Christians they should belie 
themselves. There is blood on my head! Can you not see the blood on my head!! 
PARRIS: Hush! (All face entrance. Willard and Elizabeth ENTERr. Willard goes out again.) 
DANFORTH: (Very politely.) Goody Proctor. I hope you are hearty? 
ELIZABETH: I am yet six month before my time. 
DANFORTH: Pray, be at your ease, we come not for your life. We… (Uncertain how to plead, for he is not 
accustomed to it.) Mister Hale, will you speak with the woman? 
HALE: Goody Proctor, your husband is marked to hang this morning. 
ELIZABETH: (Quietly.) I have heard it. 
HALE: (He finds it difficult to look at her.) You know, do you not, that I have no connection with the 
court? I come of my own, Goody Proctor. (She knows this to be untrue.) I would save your husband’s life, 
for if he is taken I count myself his murderer. Do you understand me? 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ELIZABETH: What do you want of me? 
HALE: Goody Proctor… I have gone this three month like our Lord into the wilderness. I have sought a 
Christian way, for damnation’s doubled on a minister who counsels men to lie. 
HATHORNE: It is no lie, you cannot speak of lies…. 
HALE: It is a lie!—they are innocent! 
DANFORTH: No more. No more. I’ll hear no more of that. 
HALE: (To Elizabeth.) Life, woman, life is God’s most precious gift; no principle however glorious may 
justify the taking of it. I beg you, woman—prevail upon your husband to confess. Let him give his lie. Quail 
not before God’s judgment in this, for it may well be God damns a liar less than he that throws his life away 
for pride. Will you plead with him? I cannot think he will listen to another. 
ELIZABETH: (Quietly. With loathing.) I think that be the Devil’s argument. 
DANFORTH: (Irritated.) Goody Proctor, you are not summoned here for disputation—be there no wifely 
tenderness within you? He will die with the sunrise. Your husband. Do you understand it? What say you? 
Will you contend with him? (She is silent.) Take her out—it profit nothing she should speak to him! 
ELIZABETH: (Quietly.) Let me speak with him, Excellency. 
DANFORTH: Will you plead for his confession, or will you not! 
ELIZABETH: I promise nothing. Let me speak with him. (A sound—the sibilance of dragging feet on 
stone. They turn. Pause. Willard enters with Proctor. His wrists are chained. Willard removes them and 
exits. He is another man, bearded, filthy, his eyes misty as webs had overgrown them. Halts inside doorway, 
his eye caught by the sight of Elizabeth. The emotion flowing between them prevents anyone from 
speaking for an instant. Hale looks up stage. Proctor crosses down slowly toward Elizabeth, looks around, 
then Hale speaks.) 
HALE: Pray, leave them, Excellency. (Exits.) 
DANFORTH: (Parris and Cheever rise.) I see light in the sky, Mister; let you counsel with your wife and 
may God help you turn your back on hell. (Proctor is silent, staring at Elizabeth. Danforth exits. Cheever 
follows, then Hathorne and Parris. Proctor and Elizabeth move together, clasp hands.) 
ELIZABETH: You have been chained? 
PROCTOR: (Feeling his wrists.) Aye. The child? 
ELIZABETH: It grows. 
PROCTOR: You are a… marvel, Elizabeth. They come for my life now. 
ELIZABETH: I know it. 
PROCTOR: None… have yet confessed? 
ELIZABETH: There be many confessed. 
PROCTOR: Rebecca…? 
ELIZABETH: Not Rebecca. (He smiles slightly in admiration, nodding. She then speaks.) She is one foot 
in heaven now. Naught may hurt her more. 
PROCTOR: And Giles? 
ELIZABETH: Giles is dead. 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PROCTOR: (He looks at her incredulously.) When were he hanged? 
ELIZABETH: (Quietly, factually.) He were not hanged. He would not answer ay or nay to his indictment; 
for if he denied the charge they’d hang him surely, and auction out his property. So he stand mute, and died 
Christian under the law. (He nods.) 
PROCTOR: (Not looking at her.) Then how does he die? 
ELIZABETH: (Gently.) …They press him, John. 
PROCTOR: (Looking at her.) Press? 
ELIZABETH: Great stones they lay upon his chest until he plead ay or nay. (With a tender smile for the 
old man.) They say he give them but two words. “More weight,” he says. And died. 
PROCTOR: (Nodding, smiling grimly in admiration.) More weight! 
ELIZABETH: Ay. It were a fearsome man, Giles Corey. (Pause.) 
PROCTOR: (With a shy smile. Elizabeth crossing to end of bench, sits.) I have been thinkin’ I would 
confess to them. (She shows nothing. He takes her hand, pulls her down to bench, not looking at her.) 
What would you have me do? 
ELIZABETH: As you will, I would have it. (Slight pause.) I want you living, John. That’s sure. 
PROCTOR: (Taking his hand away from her.) It is a pretense, Elizabeth. 
ELIZABETH: What is? 
PROCTOR: (Trying to convince himself.) I cannot mount the gibbet like a saint. It is a fraud. I am not 
that man. (She is silent.) My honesty is broke, Elizabeth, I am no good man. Nothing’s spoiled by giving 
them this lie that were not rotten long before. 
ELIZABETH: And yet you’ve not confessed till now. That speak goodness in you. 
PROCTOR: (Bitterly smiling.) Spite. Spite only keeps me silent. It is hard to give a lie to dogs! (He takes 
her hand, holds it.) I would have your forgiveness, Elizabeth. 
ELIZABETH: John… it come to naught that I should forgive you. Will you forgive yourself? It is your soul, 
John. (He bows his head.) Only be sure of this, for I know it now: Whatever you will do, it is a good man 
does it. (Hathorne enters.) 
HATHORNE: What say you, Proctor? The sun is soon up. (Proctor lifts his head.) 
ELIZABETH: (Warmly.) Do what you will. But let none by you judge, there be no higher judge under 
heaven than Proctor is! Forgive me, forgive me, John—I never knew such goodness in the world! 
PROCTOR: I want my life. 
HATHORNE: You’ll confess yourself?! 
PROCTOR: I will have my lie. 
HATHORNE: God be praised!—It is a providence! (Hathorne rushes out door, his voice is heard calling 
offstage.) He will confess! Proctor will confess! 
PROCTOR: (With a cry, rising.) Why do you cry it! It is evil, is it not? It is evil. 
ELIZABETH: (Weeping) I cannot judge you, John, I cannot! 
PROCTOR: Then who will judge me? God in Heaven, what is John Proctor, what is John Proctor! (A fury 
is riding in him, a tantalized search.) I think it is honest, I thnk so: I am no saint. Let Rebecca go like a 
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saint, for me it is fraud! 
ELIZABETH: I am not your judge, I cannot be.. 
PROCTOR: Would you give them such a lie? Say it. Would you ever give them this? (She can’t answer.) You 
would not; if tongs of fire were singeing you, you would not! – it is evil. (Slight pause. Sitting.) Good then, it 
is evil, and I do it. (Hathorne enters with Danforth, and with them Cheever, Parris and Hale. It is a 
business-like, rapid entrance, as though the ice had been broken.) 
DANFORTH: Praise to God, man, you shall be blessed in Heaven for this. (Cheever hurries to prepare to 
write.) Now then, let us have it. Are you ready, Mister Cheever? 
PROCTOR: Why must it be written? 
DANFORTH: Why, for the good instruction of the village, Mister; this we shall post upon the church 
door! Now, then, Mister, will you speak slowly, and directly to the point for Mister Cheever’s sake? Mister 
Proctor, have you seen the Devil in your life? Come, man, there is light in the sky; the town waits at the 
scaffold, I would give out this news. Did you see the devil? 
PROCTOR: (Looks at him, then away, and speaks.) I did. 
PARRIS: Praise God! 
DANFORTH: And when he come to you, what were his demand? Did he bid you to do his work upon the 
earth? 
PROCTOR: He did. 
DANFORTH: And you bound yourself to his service (Danforth turns, as Rebecca and Willard enter.) Ah, 
Rebecca Nurse. – Come in, come in, woman. 
REBECCA: Ah, John! You are well, then , eh? 
DANFORTH: Courage, man, courage—let her witness your good example that she may come to God 
herself. Now hear it, Goody Nurse! Say on, Mister Proctor—did you bind yourself to the Devil’s service? 
REBECCA: Why, John! 
PROCTOR: (Face turned from Rebecca.) I did. 
DANFORTH: Now, woman, you surely see it profit nothin’ to keep this conspiracy any further. Will you 
confess yourself with him? 
REBECCA: Oh, John—God send His mercy on you! 
PROCTOR: Take her out! 
DANFORTH: I say will you confess yourself, Goody Nurse! 
REBECCA: Why, it is lie, it is a lie; how may I damn myself? I cannot. 
DANFORTH: Mister Proctor. When the Devil came to you did you see Rebecca Nurse in his company? 
Come, man, take courage—did you ever see her with the Devil? 
PROCTOR: (Almost inaudibly, in agony.) No. (Rebecca takes a step toward him.) 
DANFORTH: Did you ever see anyone with the devil? 
PROCTOR: I did not. 
DANFORTH: Proctor, you mistake me. I am not empowered to trade your life for a lie. You have most 
certainly seen some person with the Devil. Mister Proctor, a score of people have already testified they saw 
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this woman with the devil… 
PROCTOR: I speak my own sins, I cannot judge another.  
HALE: Excellency, it is enough he confess himself. Let him sign it.. 
PARRIS: It is a great service, sir—it is a weighty name, it will strike the village that he confess. I beg you, 
let him sign it. The sun is up, Excellency! 
DANFORTH: Come then, sign your testimony.  
PROCTOR: You have all witnessed it—it is enough. 
DANFORTH: You will not sign it? 
PROCTOR: You have all witnessed it; what more is needed? 
DANFORTH: Do you sport with me? You will sign your name or it is no confession, Mister! (Proctor 
signs) Your second name, man (Proctor signs his last name.) 
PARRIS: Praise be to the Lord! 
DANFORTH: (Perplexed, but politely extending his hand.) If you please, sir. 
PROCTOR: (Dumbly, looking at paper.) No. 
DANFORTH: Mister Proctor, I must have… 
PROCTOR: (Putting paper behind him. Childishly befuddled.) No—no I have signed it. You have seen me. 
It is done! You have no need for this. 
PARRIS: Proctor, the village must have proof that… 
PROCTOR: Damn the village! I confess to God and God has seen my name on this! It is enough! 
DANFORTH: No, sir, it is… 
PROCTOR: You came to save my soul, did you not? Here—I have confessed myself, it is enough! 
DANFORTH: You have not con… 
PROCTOR: I have confessed myself! Is there no good penitence but it be public? God does not need my 
name nailed upon the church! God sees my name, God knows how black my sins are! It is enough. 
DANFORTH: Mister Proctor… 
PROCTOR: You will not use me! I am no Sarah Good or Tituba, I am John Proctor! You will not use me!  
DANFORTH: I do not wish to… 
PROCTOR: I have three children—how may I teach them to walk like men in the world and I sold my 
friends? 
DANFORTH: You have not sold your friends… 
PROCTOR: I blacken all of them when this is nailed to the church the very day they hang for silence! 
DANFORTH: Mister Proctor, I must have good and legal proof that you… 
PROCTOR: You are the high court, your word is good enough! Tell them I confessed myself, say Proctor 
broke his knees and wept like a woman, say what you will, but my name cannot… 
DANFORTH: (With suspicion) It is the same, is it not? If I report it or you sign to it? 
PROCTOR: No, it is not the same! What others say and what I sign to is not the same! 
DANFORTH: Why? Do you mean to deny this confession when you are free? 
PROCTOR: I mean to deny nothing! 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DANFORTH: Then explain to me, Mr. Proctor, why you will not let… 
PROCTOR: Because it is my name! Because I cannot have another in my life. Because I am not worth the 
dust on the feet of them that hang! How may I live without my name? I have given you my soul, leave me 
my name! 
DANFORTH: Is that document a lie? If it is a lie I will not accept it! You will give me hour honest 
confession in my hand, or I cannot keep you from the rope. 
PARRIS: Proctor, Proctor! 
HALE: Man, you will hang—you cannot! 
PROCTOR: (Crossing slowly to Elizabeth, takes her hand for a moment.) Pray God it speak some 
goodness for me. (They embrace. He then holds her at arm’s length.) 
Give them no tear. Show them a heart of stone and sink them with it. 
REBECCA: Let you fear nothing. There is another judgment waits us all. 
DANFORTH: Whoever weeps for these weeps for corruption. Take them! 
PARRIS: Go to him. (Drum roll off.) Goody Proctor! There is yet time! (Parris runs out as though to hold 
back his fate.) Proctor! Proctor! (Elizabeth crosses to window.) 
HALE: Woman, plead with him! (Drum roll. Elizabeth avoids his eyes.) It is pride, it is vanity. Be his helper! 
–what profit him to bleed? Shall the dust praise him? Shall the worms declare his truth? Go to him, take his 
shame away. 
ELIZABETH: (Firmly, bitterly with triumph.) He have his goodness now. God forbid I take it from him. 
(The drum roll heightens violently. Three seconds then )

THE CURTAIN FALLS

Review Questions
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“A writer's style reveals something of his spirit, his 
habits, his capacities, his bias...it is the Self 
escaping into the open.” 

-- E.B. White

3

READING 
NONFICTION



Though the writer of fiction deals in the imaginary and the writer of 
nonfiction deals in the real, both use the same basic techniques in 
their works.  The purpose of a nonfiction work may be to inform, to 
entertain, to persuade, to analyze, or simply to tell a story, much as a 
fiction writer does.

Nonfiction works may be in short or long forms.  The most common 
short form for nonfiction is the essay.  Essays may be on any subject 
and can vary in length from a few paragraphs to many pages.  
Though there are an infinite variety of essays, the main types may be 
broken into four categories:

• The narrative essay, which tells a story, usually from the life or 
experience of its author

• The descriptive essay, which seeks to communicate a message 
about or the significance of a person, place, object, or event 
through description

• The expository essay, which informs the reader of important 
facts about a subject and tends to be more objective and formal

THE ELEMENTS 
OF NONFICTION
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• The persuasive essay, which strives to convince the reader of some stance, belief, or opinion through 
an appeal to the reader’s sense of logic, ethics, and/or emotion.

Many essays are hybrids of these forms and combine purposes.  For instance, an essay may begin by relating 
the writer’s personal experience (narrative) and then move toward an in-depth discussion of a particular 
person, place, or idea that he encountered (descriptive).  The possibilities, therefore, are limitless.

In longer forms, personal nonfiction writing may take the form of autobiography or memoir.  One of 
the great appeals of nonfiction writing is the level of intimacy and interaction the reader has with the 
authorial personality and voice.  Whether formal or informal, the nonfiction writer, through the medium of 
printed language, is able to communicate directly to the reader in a way that is more sustained, direct, and 
comprehensive than human conversation often allows.  In this way, the reader is often able to know and 
understand a writer better than he can his own friends and family.

Literary Term Review
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American storyteller Jean Shepherd (b. 1921 - 
d. 1999) is best known today as the writer (and 
narrator) of the popular film A Christmas Story 
based on his childhood experiences in Indiana.  
Shepherd was a veteran of the Army Signal 
Corps.  After World War II, he worked in various 
media outlets, including nationally syndicated 
radio and television.  Many of his humorous 
stories in print and on the radio were inspired 
by his Midwestern childhood, his experiences in 
the Armed Forces, and his career at a steel mill.

“GROVER DILL AND THE TASMANIAN DEVIL”
BY JEAN SHEPHERD
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“GROVER DILL AND THE TASMANIAN DEVIL”

by Jean Shepherd

The male human animal, skulking through the impenetrable, fetid jungle of kidhood, learns early in 
the game just what sort of animal he is. The jungle he stalks is a howling tangled wilderness, infested with 
crawling, flying, leaping, nameless dangers. There are occasional brilliant patches of passionate orchids and 
other sweet flowers and succulent fruits, but they are rare. He daily does battle with horrors and emotions 
that he will spend the rest of his life trying to forget or suppress. Or recapture. 

His jungle is a wilderness he will never fully escape, but those first early years, when the bloom is on 
the peach and the milk teeth have just barely departed, are the crucial days in the great education. I am not 
at all sure that girls have even the slightest hint that there is such a jungle. But no man is really qualified to 
say. Most wildernesses are masculine, anyway.

And one thing that must be said about a wilderness, in contrast to the supple silkiness of civilization, 
is that the basic, primal elements of existence are laid bare and raw. And can't be ducked. It is in this jungle 
that all men find out about themselves. Things we all know, but rarely admit. Say, for example, about that 
beady-eyed, clawed and ravening carnivore, that incorrigibly wild, insane, scurrying little beast -- the killer 
that is in each of us. We pretend it isn't there most of the time, but this is a silly, idle sham, as all male ex-
kids know. They have seen it and have run fleeing from it more than once. Screaming into the night.

One quiet summer afternoon, leafing through a nature book in the library, with the sun slanting down 
on the oaken tables, I came across a picture of a creature called the Tasmanian devil. He glared directly at 
me out of the page, with an unwavering red-eyed gaze, and I have never forgotten it. I was looking at my 
own soul!

The Tasmanian devil is well named, being a nocturnal marsupial of extra-ordinary ferocity, being 
strictly carnivorous, and, when cornered, fighting with a nuttiness beyond all bounds of reason. In fact, it is 
said that he is one of the few creatures on earth that actually looks forward to being cornered.

I looked him in the eye; he looked back, and even from the flat, glossy surface of the paper I could feel 
his burning rage, a primal fury that glowed white-hot like the core of a nuclear explosion. A chord of 
understanding was struck between us. He knew and I knew. We were killers. The only thing that separated 
us was the sham. He admitted it, and I had been attempting to cover it up all of my life.

I remember well the first time my own Tasmanian devil with out warning screamed out of the 
darkness and revealed himself for what he was -- a fanged and maniacal meat eater. Every male child sweats 
inside at a word that is rarely heard today: bully. That is not to say that bullies no longer exist. Sociologists 
have given them other and softer-sounding labels, "overaggressive child," for example, but they all amount 
to the same thing -- meatheads. Guys who grow up banging grilles in the parking lots and becoming 
captains of industry or Mafia hatchet men. Every school had at least five, and they usually gathered 
followers and toadies like barnacles on the bottom of a garbage scow. The lines were clearly drawn. You 
were either a bully, a toady, or one of the nameless rabble of victims who hid behind hedges, continually ran 
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up alleys, ducked under porches, and tried to get a connection with city hall -- city hall being the bully 
himself. 

I was 13, and an accomplished alley runner who wore sneakers to school not from choice but to get off 
the mark quicker. I was well-qualified to endorse Keds Champions with: "I have outrun some of the biggest 
bullies of my time wearing Keds, and I am still here to tell the tale."

It would make a great ad in Boys' Life: "KIDS! When that cold sweat pours down your back and you 
are facing the moment of truth on the way home from the store, don't you wish you had bought Keds? Yes, 
our new Bully-Beater model has been endorsed by skinny kids with glasses from coast to coast. That extra 
six feet may mean the difference between making the porch and you-know-what!"

Many of us have grown up wearing mental Keds and still ducking behind filing cabinets, water coolers 
and into convenient men's rooms when that cold sweat trickles down between the shoulder blades. My 
moment of truth was a kid named Grover Dill.

What a rotten name! Dill was a runny-nose type of bully. His nose was always running, even when it 
wasn't. He was a yelling, wiry, malevolent, sneevily snively bully who had quelled all insurgents for miles 
around. I did not know one kid who was not afraid of Dill, mainly because Dill was truly aggressive. This 
kind of aggression later in life is often called "talent" or "drive," but to the great formless herd of kids it 
just means a lot of running, getting belted, and continually feeling ashamed.

If Dill so much as said hi to you you felt great and warm inside. But mostly he just hit you in the 
mouth. Now, a true bully is not a flash in the pan, and Dill wasn't. This went on for years. I must have been 
in about second grade when Dill first belted me behind the ear.

Maybe the terrain had something to do with it. Life was very basic in northern Indiana, in a steel town 
at the far southern tip of Lake Michigan. Life was more primal there than in, say, New York City or New 
Jersey or California. Take the seasons. Snow, ice, hard rocky frozen ground that wouldn't thaw out until late 
June. Kids played baseball all winter on this frozen lumpy tundra. Ground balls would come galloping: "K-
tunk K-tunk K-tunk K-tunk" over the arctic concrete. And then summer would come. The ground would 
thaw and the wind would start, whistling in off the lake, a hot Sahara gale. I lived the first ten years of my 
life in a continual sandstorm. A sandstorm in the Dunes region, with the temperature at 105 and no rain 
since the first of June, produces in a kid the soul of a Death Valley prospector. The Indiana Dunes -- in 
those days no one thought they were special or spectacular -- they were just the Dunes, all sand and 
swamps and timber wolves and even rattlesnakes. There were also rattlesnakes in fifth grade: like Grover 
Dill, a puff adder among garden worms.

This terrain grew very basic kids who fought the elements all their lives. We'd go to school in a 
sandstorm and come home just before a tornado. Lake Michigan is like an enormous flue that stretches all 
the way up into the Straits of Mackinac, into the great north woods of Canada, and the wind howls down 
that lake like a gigantic chimney. We lived at the bottom of this immense stovepipe. The wind hardly ever 
stops. Winter, spring, summer, fall -- whatever weather we had was made 20 times worse by the wind. If it 
was warm, it seared you like the open door of a blast furnace. If it was cold, the wind sliced you to little 
pieces, diced and cubed you, ground you up, then put you back together and started all over again. People 
had red faces all year round from the wind.
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When the sand is blowing off the Dunes in the summer it does something to the temper. The sand 
gets in your shoes and always hurts between the toes. The kids would cut the sides of their sneakers so that 
when the sand would get to be too much, you just stick your foot up in the air and the sand would squirt 
out and you're ready for another ten minutes of action.

Grover Dill was just another of the hostile elements of nature, like the sand, the wind -- and the 
stickers. Northern Indiana has a strange little green bur that has festered in fingers and ankles for countless 
centuries. One of the great moments in life for a kid was to catch a fly ball covered with a thick fur of 
stickers in a barehand grab, driving them in right to the marrow of the knuckle bones.

One day, without warning of any kind, it happened. Monumental moments in our lives are rarely 
telegraphed. I am coming home from school on a hot, shimmering day, totally unaware that I was about to 
meet face to face my Tasmanian devil, that clawed, raging maniac that lurks inside each of us. There were 
three or four of us eddying along, blown like leaves through vacant lots, sticker patches, asphalt streets, 
steaming cindered alleys, wading through great clouds of Indiana grasshoppers, big dark-green ones that 
spat tobacco juice on your kneecaps and hollered and yelled in the weeds on all sides. The eternal locusts 
were shrieking in the poplars and the monarch butterflies were on the wing amid the thistles. In short, it 
was a day like any other.

My kid brother is with me and we have one of those little running ball games going, where you bat the 
ball with your hand back and forth to each other, moving homeward at the same time. The ball hops along; 
you field it; you throw it back; somebody tosses it; it's grabbed on the first bounce, you're out, but nobody 
stops moving homeward. A moving ball game. Like a floating crap game.

We were about a block or so from my house, bouncing the ball over the concrete, when it happened. 
We are moving along over the sandy landscape, under the dark lowering clouds of open-hearth haze that 
always hung between us and the sun. I dart to my right to field a ground ball. A foot lashes out 
unexpectedly and down I go, flat on my face on the concrete road. I hit hard and jarring, a bruising, 
scraping jolt that cut my lip and drew blood. Stunned for a second, I look up. It is the dreaded Dill!

To this day I have no idea how he materialized out of nowhere to trip me flat and to finally force the 
issue.

"Come on, kid, get out of the way, willya?" He grabs the ball and whistles off to one of his toadies. He 
had yellow eyes. So help me God, yellow eyes!

I got up with my knees bleeding and my hands stunned and tingling from the concrete, and without 
any conception at all of what I was doing I screamed and rushed. My mind was a total red, raging flaming 
blank. I know I screamed.

"YAAAAAAHHHH!"
The next thing I knew we are rolling over and over on the concrete, screaming and clawing. I'm out of 

my skull! I am pounding Dill against the concrete and we're rolling over and over, battering at each other's 
faces. I was screaming continually. I couldn't stop. I hit him over and over in the eyes. He rolled over me 
but I was kicking and clawing, gouging, biting, tearing. I was vaguely conscious of people coming out of 
houses and across lawns. I was on top. I grabbed at his head. I caught both of Grover Dill's ears in either 
hand and I began to pound him on the concrete, over and over again. 
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I have since heard of people under extreme duress speaking in strange tongues. I became conscious 
that a steady torrent of obscenities and swearing was pouring out of me as I screamed. I could hear my 
brother running home, hysterically yelling for my mother, but only dimly. All I knew is that I was tearing 
and ripping and smashing at Grover Dill, who fought back like a fiend! But I guess it was the first time he 
had ever met face to face with an unleashed Tasmanian devil.

I continued to swear fantastically. I was conscious of it, and yet it was as though it was coming from 
something or someone outside of me. I swore as I have never sworn since as we rolled screaming on the 
ground. And suddenly we were pulled apart. Dill, the back of his head all battered, his eyes puffed and 
streaming, slashed by my claws and fangs, was hysterical. There was hardly a scratch on me, except for my 
scraped knees.

I learned then that bravery does not exist. Just a kind of latent insanity. If I had thought about 
attacking Dill for the seconds before I had done it, I'd have been four blocks away in a minute flat. But 
something had happened. A fuse had blown. And I had gone out of my skull.

But I had sworn! Terribly! Obscenely! In our house you didn't swear. The thing I called Dill I'm sure 
my mother had not even heard before. And I had only heard them once or twice, coming out of an alley. I 
had woven a tapestry of obscenity that as far as I know is still hanging in space over Lake Michigan. And 
my mother had heard!

Dill by this time is wailing hysterically. This had never happened to him before. They're dragging the 
two of us apart amid a great ring of surging grownups and exultant, scared kids who knew more about what 
was happening than the mothers and fathers ever would. My mother is looking at me. She said: "What did 
you say?" That's all. There was a funny look on her face.

At that instant all thought of Grover Dill disappeared from what was left of my mind and all I could 
think of was the incredible shame of that unbelievable tornado of obscenity I had sprayed all over the 
neighborhood.

I go into the house in a daze, and my mother's putting water on me in the bathroom, pouring it over 
my head and dabbing my eyes, which are puffed and red from hysteria. My kid brother is cowering under 
the dining-room table, scared. Bruner, next door, had been hiding in the basement, under the steps, scared. 
The whole neighborhood is scared, and so am I. The water trickles down over my hair and around my ears 
as I stare into the swirling drainage hole in the sink.

"You better go in and lie down on the day bed. Take it easy. Just go in and lie down."
She takes me by the shoulder and pushes me down on the day bed. I lie there scared, really scared of 

what I have done. I felt no sense of victory, no sense of beating Dill. All I felt was this terrible thing I had 
said and done.

The light was getting purple and soft outside, almost time for my father to come home from work. I'm 
just lying there. I can see that it's getting dark, and I know that he's on his way home. Once in a while a 
gigantic sob would come out, half hysterically. My kid brother by now is under the sink in the john, hiding 
among the mops, mewing occasionally.

I hear the car roar up the driveway and a wave of terror breaks over me, the terror that a kid feels 
when he knows that retribution is about to be meted out for something that he's been hiding forever: his 
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rottenness. The basic rottenness has been uncovered, and now it's the wrath of God, which you are not 
only going to get, but which you deserve!

I hear him in the kitchen now. I'm in the front bedroom, cowering on the day bed. The normal sounds 
-- he's hollering around with the newspaper. Finally my mother says: "Come on, supper's ready. Come on, 
kids, wash up."

I painfully drag myself off the day bed and sneak along the woodwork, under the buffet, skulking into 
the bathroom. My kid brother and I wash together over the sink. He says nothing.

Then I am sitting at the kitchen table, toying with the red cabbage. My old man says: "Well, what 
happened today?" and looks up from the sports page. Here it comes!

There is a short pause, and then my mother says: "Oh, not much. Jean had a little fight."
"Fight? What kind of fight!"
She says: "Oh, you know how kids are."
The ax is poised over my naked neck! There is no way out! Mechanically I continue to shovel in the 

mashed potatoes and red cabbage and meat loaf. But I am tasting nothing, just eating and eating.
"Oh, it wasn't much. I gave him a talking to. By the way, I see the White Sox won today...."
About two thirds of the way through the meal I slowly began to realize that I was not about to be 

destroyed. And then a very peculiar thing happened. A sudden cramp hit me so bad I could feel my shoes 
coming right up through my ears. 

I rushed back into the bathroom, so sick to my stomach that my knees were buckling. It was all 
coming up, pouring out of me, the conglomeration of it all. The terror of Grover Dill, the fear of yelling the 
things that I had yelled, my father coming home, my obscenities -- I heaved it all out. It poured out of me 
in great heaving rushes, splattering the walls, the floor, the sink. Old erasers that I had eaten years before, 
library paste that I had downed in second grade, an Indian-head penny that I had gulped when I was two! 
It all came up in the thunderous, retching heaves.

My father hovered out in the hall, saying: "What's the matter with him? What's the matter? Let's call 
Doctor Slicker!"

My mother knew what was the matter with me. 
"Now, he's going to be all right. Just take it easy. Go back and finish eating. Go on."
She pressed a washrag to the back of my neck. "Now, take it easy. I'm not going to say anything. Just 

be quiet. Take it easy."
Down comes the bottle of Pepto-Bismol and the spoon. "Take this. Stop crying."
But then I really started to cry, yelling and blubbering. She was talking low and quiet to me.
"We'll tell him your stomach is upset, that you ate something at school."
The Pepto-Bismol slides down my throat, amid my blubbering. Now it's really coming out! I'm scared 

of Grover Dill again, scared of everything. I'm convinced that I will never grow up to be 21, that I'm going 
blind!

I'm lying in bed, sobbing, but I finally drift off to sleep, completely passed out from sheer nervous 
exhaustion. The soft warm air blew the curtains back and forth as we caught the tail of a breeze from the 
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great north woods, from the wilderness at the head of the lake. Both of us slept quietly, me and my red-
eyed, fanged, furry little Tasmanian devil. Both of us slept. For the time being.

Review Questions
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Jeanne Wakatsuki (b. 1934) was still a young 
girl when her family was relocated to the 
Manzanar internment camp during World War II.    
This memoir, co-written with her husband James 
Houston (b. 1933 - d. 2009), details the daily 
struggles to continue her day-to-day life under 
the watchful eyes of guards in their camp.  After 
the war, Wakatsuki Houston attended San Jose 
State University (where she met her husband) 
and published several other books.  James 
Houston published nine novels during his life, 
two of which won the American Book Award.

FROM “FAREWELL TO MANZANAR”
BY JEANNE WAKATSUKI HOUSTON & JAMES D. 
HOUSTON
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FROM FAREWELL TO MANZANAR

by Jeanne Wakatsuki Houston & James D. Houston

IN DECEMBER OF 1941 PAPA’S DISAPPEARANCE didn’t bother me nearly so much as the world 
I soon found myself in.

He had been a jack-of-all-trades. When I was born he was farming near Inglewood. Later, when he 
started fishing, we moved to Ocean Park, near Santa Monica, and until they picked him up, that’s where we 
lived, in a big frame house with a brick fireplace, a block back from the beach. We were the only Japanese 
family in the neighborhood. Papa liked it that way. He didn’t want to be labeled or grouped by anyone. But 
with him gone and no way of knowing what to expect, my mother moved all of us down to Terminal Island. 
Woody already lived there, and one of my older sisters had married a Terminal Island boy. Mama’s first 
concern now was to keep the family together; and once the war began, she felt safer there than isolated 
racially in Ocean Park. But for me, at age seven, the island was a country as foreign as India or Arabia 
would have been. It was the first time I had lived among other Japanese, or gone to school with them and I 
was terrified all the time.

This was partly Papa’s fault. One of his threats to keep us younger kids in line was “I’m going to sell 
you to the Chinaman.” When I had entered kindergarten two years earlier, I was the only Asian in the 
class. They sat me next to a Caucasian girl who happened to have very slanted eyes. I looked at her and 
began to scream, certain Papa had sold me out at last. My fear of her ran so deep I could not speak of it, 
even to Mama, couldn’t explain why I was screaming. For two weeks I had nightmares about this girl, until 
the teachers finally moved me to the other side of the room. And it was still with me, this fear of Asian 
faces, when we moved to Terminal Island.

In those days it was a company town, a ghetto owned and controlled by the canneries. The men went 
after fish, and whenever the boats came back—day or night—the women would be called to process the 
catch while it was fresh. One in the afternoon or four in the morning, it made no difference. My mother 
had to go to work right after we moved there. I can still hear the whistle—two toots for French’s, three for 
Van Camp’s—and she and Chizu would be out of bed in the middle of the night, heading for the cannery.

The house we lived in was nothing more than a shack, a barracks with single plank walls and rough 
wooden floors, like the cheapest kind of migrant workers’ housing. The people around us were 
hardworking, boisterous, a little proud of their nickname, yo-go-re, which meant literally uncouth one, or 
roughneck, or dead-end kid. They not only spoke Japanese exclusively, they spoke a dialect peculiar to 
Kyushu, where their families had come from in Japan, a rough, fisherman’s language, full of oaths and 
insults. Instead of saying ba-ka-ta-re, a common insult meaning stupid, Terminal Islanders would say ba-ka-
ya-ro, a coarser and exclusively masculine use of the word, which implies gross stupidity. They would 
swagger and pick on outsiders and persecute anyone who didn’t speak as they did. That was what made my 
own time there so hateful. I had never spoken anything but English, and the other kids in the second grade 
despised me for it. They were tough and mean, like ghetto kids anywhere. Each day after school I dreaded 
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their ambush. My brother Kiyo, three years older, would wait for me at the door, where we would decide 
whether to run straight home together, or split up, or try a new and unexpected route.

None of these kids ever actually attacked. It was the threat that frightened us, their fearful looks, and 
the noises they would make, like miniature Samurai, in a language we couldn’t understand.

At the time it seemed we had been living under this reign of fear for years. In fact, we lived there 
about two months. Late in February the navy decided to clear Terminal Island completely. Even though 
most of us were American-born, it was dangerous having that many Asians so close to the Long Beach 
Naval Station, on the opposite end of the island. We had known something like this was coming. But, like 
Papa’s arrest, not much could be done ahead of time. There were four of us kids still young enough to be 
living with Mama, plus Granny, her mother, sixty-five then, speaking no English, and nearly blind. Mama 
didn’t know where else she could get work, and we had nowhere else to move to. On February 25 the choice 
was made for us. We were given forty-eight hours to clear out.

The secondhand dealers had been prowling around for weeks, like wolves, offering humiliating prices 
for goods and furniture they knew many of us would have to sell sooner or later. Mama had left all but her 
most valuable possessions in Ocean Park, simply because she had nowhere to put them. She had brought 
along her pottery, her silver, heirlooms like the kimonos Granny had brought from Japan, tea sets, 
lacquered tables, and one fine old set of china, blue and white porcelain, almost translucent. On the day we 
were leaving, Woody’s car was so crammed with boxes and luggage and kids we had just run out of room. 
Mama had to sell this china.

One of the dealers offered her fifteen dollars for it. She said it was a full setting for twelve and worth at 
least two hundred. He said fifteen was his top price. Mama started to quiver. Her eyes blazed up at him. 
She had been packing all night and trying to calm down Granny, who didn’t understand why we were 
moving again and what all the rush was about. Mama’s nerves were shot, and now navy jeeps were 
patrolling the streets. She didn’t say another word. She just glared at this man, all the rage and frustration 
channeled at him through her eyes.

He watched her for a moment and said he was sure he couldn’t pay more than seventeen fifty for that 
china. She reached into the red velvet case, took out a dinner plate and hurled it at the floor right in front 
of his feet.

The man leaped back shouting, “Hey! Hey, don’t do that! Those are valuable dishes!”
Mama took out another dinner plate and hurled it at the floor, then another and another, never 

moving, never opening her mouth, just quivering and glaring at the retreating dealer, with tears streaming 
down her cheeks. He finally turned and scuttled out the door, heading for the next house. When he was 
gone she stood there smashing cups and bowls and platters until the whole set lay in scattered blue and 
white fragments across the wooden floor.

The American Friends Service helped us find a small house in Boyle Heights, another minority ghetto, 
in downtown Los Angeles, now inhabited briefly by a few hundred Terminal Island refugees. Executive 
Order 9066 had been signed by President Roosevelt, giving the War Department authority to define 
military areas in the western states and to exclude from them anyone who might threaten the war effort. 
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There was a lot of talk about internment, or moving inland, or something like that in store for all Japanese 
Americans. I remember my brothers sitting around the table talking very intently about what we were 
going to do, how we would keep the family together. They had seen how quickly Papa was removed, and 
they knew now that he would not be back for quite a while. Just before leaving Terminal Island Mama had 
received her first letter, from Bismarck, North Dakota. He had been imprisoned at Fort Lincoln, in an all-
male camp for enemy aliens.

Papa had been the patriarch. He had always decided everything in the family. With him gone, my 
brothers, like councilors in the absence of a chief, worried about what should be done. The ironic thing is, 
there wasn’t much left to decide. These were mainly days of quiet, desperate waiting for what seemed at the 
time to be inevitable. There is a phrase the Japanese use in such situations, when something difficult must 
be endured. You would hear the older heads, the Issei, telling others very quietly, “Shikata ga mi” (It cannot 
be helped). “Shikata ga nai” (It must be done).

Mama and Woody went to work packing celery for a Japanese produce dealer. Kiyo and my sister May 
and I enrolled in the local school, and what sticks in my memory from those few weeks is the teacher—not 
her looks, her remoteness. In Ocean Park my teacher had been a kind, grandmotherly woman who used to 
sail with us in Papas boat from time to time and who wept the day we had to leave. In Boyle Heights the 
teacher felt cold and distant. I was confused by all the moving and was having trouble with the classwork, 
but she would never help me out. She would have nothing to do with me.

This was the first time I had felt outright hostility from a Caucasian. Looking back, it is easy enough 
to explain. Public attitudes toward the Japanese in California were shifting rapidly. In the first few months 
of the Pacific war, America was on the run. Tolerance had turned to distrust and irrational fear. The 
hundred-year-old tradition of anti-Asian sentiment on the West Coast soon resurfaced, more vicious than 
ever. Its result became clear about a month later, when we were told to make our third and final move.

The name Manzanar meant nothing to us when we left Boyle Heights. We didn’t know where it was or 
what it was. We went because the government ordered us to. And, in the case of my older brothers and 
sisters, we went with a certain amount of relief. They had all heard stories of Japanese homes being 
attacked, of beatings in the streets of California towns. They were as frightened of the Caucasians as 
Caucasians were of us. Moving, under what appeared to be government protection, to an area less directly 
threatened by the war seemed not such a bad idea at all. For some it actually sounded like a fine adventure.

Our pickup point was a Buddhist church in Los Angeles. It was very early, and misty, when we got 
there with our luggage. Mama had bought heavy coats for all of us. She grew up in eastern Washington and 
knew that anywhere inland in early April would be cold. I was proud of my new coat, and I remember 
sitting on a duffel bag trying to be friendly with the Greyhound driver. I smiled at him. He didn’t smile 
back. He was befriending no one. Someone tied a numbered tag to my collar and to the duffel bag (each 
family was given a number, and that became our official designation until the camps were closed), someone 
else passed out box lunches for the trip, and we climbed aboard.

I had never been outside Los Angeles County, never traveled more than ten miles from the coast, had 
never even ridden on a bus. I was full of excitement, the way any kid would be, and wanted to look out the 
window. But for the first few hours the shades were drawn. Around me other people played cards, read 
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magazines, dozed, waiting. I settled back, waiting too, and finally fell asleep. The bus felt very secure to me. 
Almost half its passengers were immediate relatives. Mama and my older brothers had succeeded in 
keeping most of us together, on the same bus, headed for the same camp. I didn’t realize until much later 
what a job that was. The strategy had been, first, to have everyone living in the same district when the 
evacuation began, and then to get all of us included under the same family number, even though names had 
been changed by marriage. Many families weren’t as lucky as ours and suffered months of anguish while 
trying to arrange transfers from one camp to another.

We rode all day. By the time we reached our destination, the shades were up. It was late afternoon. 
The first thing I saw was a yellow swirl across a blurred, reddish setting sun. The bus was being pelted by 
what sounded like splattering rain. It wasn’t rain. This was my first look at something I would soon know 
very well, a billowing flurry of dust and sand churned up by the wind through Owens Valley.

We drove past a barbed-wire fence, through a gate, and into an open space where trunks and sacks and 
packages had been dumped from the baggage trucks that drove out ahead of us. I could see a few tents set 
up, the first rows of black barracks, and beyond them, blurred by sand, rows of barracks that seemed to 
spread for miles across this plain. People were sitting on cartons or milling around, with their backs to the 
wind, waiting to see which friends or relatives might be on this bus. As we approached, they turned or 
stood up, and some moved toward us expectantly. But inside the bus no one stirred. No one waved or 
spoke. They just stared out the windows, ominously silent. I didn’t understand this. Hadn’t we finally 
arrived, our whole family intact? I opened a window, leaned out, and yelled happily. “Hey! This whole bus is 
full of Wakatsukis!”

Outside, the greeters smiled. Inside there was an explosion of laughter, hysterical, tension-breaking 
laughter that left my brothers choking and whacking each other across the shoulders.

We had pulled up just in time for dinner. The mess halls weren’t completed yet. An outdoor chow line 
snaked around a half-finished building that broke a good part of the wind. They issued us army mess kits, 
the round metal kind that fold over, and plopped in scoops of canned Vienna sausage, canned string beans, 
steamed rice that had been cooked too long, and on top of the rice a serving of canned apricots. The 
Caucasian servers were thinking that the fruit poured over rice would make a good dessert. Among the 
Japanese, of course, rice is never eaten with sweet foods, only with salty or savory foods. Few of us could 
eat such a mixture. But at this point no one dared protest. It would have been impolite. I was horrified 
when I saw the apricot syrup seeping through my little mound of rice. I opened my mouth to complain. My 
mother jabbed me in the back to keep quiet. We moved on through the line and joined the others squatting 
in the lee of half-raised walls, dabbing courteously at what was, for almost everyone there, an inedible 
concoction.

After dinner we were taken to Block 16, a cluster of fifteen barracks that had just been finished a day 
or so earlier—although finished was hardly the word for it. The shacks were built of one thickness of pine 
planking covered with tarpaper. They sat on concrete footings, with about two feet of open space between 
the floorboards and the ground. Gaps showed between the planks, and as the weeks passed and the green 
wood dried out, the gaps widened. Knotholes gaped in the uncovered floor.
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Each barracks was divided into six units, sixteen by twenty feet, about the size of a living room, with 
one bare bulb hanging from the ceiling and an oil stove for heat. We were assigned two of these for the 
twelve people in our family group; and our official family “number” was enlarged by three digits—16 plus 
the number of this barracks. We were issued steel army cots, two brown army blankets each, and some 
mattress covers, which my brothers stuffed with straw.

The first task was to divide up what space we had for sleeping. Bill and Woody contributed a blanket 
each and partitioned off the first room: one side for Bill and Tomi, one side for Woody and Chizu and their 
baby girl. Woody also got the stove, for heating formulas.

The people who had it hardest during the first few months were young couples like these, many of 
whom had married just before the evacuation began, in order not to be separated and sent to different 
camps. Our two rooms were crowded, but at least it was all in the family. My oldest sister and her husband 
were shoved into one of those sixteen-by-twenty-foot compartments with six people they had never seen 
before—two other couples, one recently married like themselves, the other with two teenage boys. 
Partitioning off a room like that wasn’t easy. It was bitter cold when we arrived, and the wind did not abate. 
All they had to use for room dividers were those army blankets, two of which were barely enough to keep 
one person warm. They argued over whose blanket should be sacrificed and later argued about noise at 
night—the parents wanted their boys asleep by 9:00 P.M.—and they continued arguing over matters like 
that for six months, until my sister and her husband left to harvest sugar beets in Idaho. It was grueling 
work up there, and wages were pitiful, but when the call came through camp for workers to alleviate the 
wartime labor shortage, it sounded better than their life at Manzanar. They knew they’d have, if nothing 
else, a room, perhaps a cabin of their own.

That first night in Block 16, the rest of us squeezed into the second room—Granny, Lillian, age 
fourteen, Ray, thirteen, May, eleven, Kiyo, ten, Mama, and me. I didn’t mind this at all at the time. Being 
youngest meant I got to sleep with Mama. And before we went to bed I had a great time jumping up and 
down on the mattress. The boys had stuffed so much straw into hers, we had to flatten it some so we 
wouldn’t slide off. I slept with her every night after that until Papa came back.

WE WOKE EARLY, SHIVERING AND COATED with dust that had blown up through the 
knotholes and in through the slits around the doorway. During the night Mama had unpacked all our 
clothes and heaped them on our beds for warmth. Now our cubicle looked as if a great laundry bag had 
exploded and then been sprayed with fine dust. A skin of sand covered the floor. I looked over Mamas 
shoulder at Kiyo, on top of his fat mattress, buried under jeans and overcoats and sweaters. His eyebrows 
were gray, and he was starting to giggle. He was looking at me, at my gray eyebrows and coated hair, and 
pretty soon we were both giggling. I looked at Mama’s face to see if she thought Kiyo was funny. She lay 
very still next to me on our mattress, her eyes scanning everything—bare rafters, walls, dusty kids—
scanning slowly, and I think the mask of her face would have cracked had not Woody’s voice just then come 
at us through the wall. He was rapping on the planks as if testing to see if they were hollow.

“Hey!” he yelled. “You guys fall into the same flour barrel as us?”
“No,” Kiyo yelled back. “Ours is full of Japs.”
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All of us laughed at this.
“Well, tell ’em it’s time to get up,” Woody said. “If we’re gonna live in this place, we better get to 

work.”
He gave us ten minutes to dress, then he came in carrying a broom, a hammer, and a sack full of tin 

can lids he had scrounged somewhere. Woody would be our leader for a while now, short, stocky, grinning 
behind his mustache. He had just turned twenty-four. In later years he would tour the country with Mr. 
Moto, the Japanese tag-team wrestler, as his sinister assistant Suki—karate chops through the ropes from 
outside the ring, a chunky leg reaching from under his kimono to trip up Mr. Moto’s foe. In the ring 
Woody’s smile looked sly and crafty; he hammed it up. Offstage it was whimsical, as if some joke were 
bursting to be told.

“Hey, brother Ray, Kiyo,” he said. “You see these tin can lids?”
“Yeah, yeah,” the boys said drowsily, as if going back to sleep. They were both young versions of 

Woody.
“You see all them knotholes in the floor and in the walls?” They looked around. You could see about a 

dozen.
Woody said, “You get those covered up before breakfast time. Any more sand comes in here through 

one of them knotholes, you have to eat it off the floor with ketchup.”
“What about sand that comes in through the cracks?” Kiyo said.
Woody stood up very straight, which in itself was funny, since he was only about five-foot-six.
“Don’t worry about the cracks,” he said. “Different kind of sand comes in through the cracks.”
He put his hands on his hips and gave Kiyo a sternly comic look, squinting at him through one eye the 

way Papa would when he was asserting his authority. Woody mimicked Papa's voice: “And I can tell the 
difference. So be careful.”

The boys laughed and went to work nailing down lids. May started sweeping out the sand. I was 
helping Mama fold the clothes we’d used for cover, when Woody came over and put his arms around her 
shoulder. He was short; she was even shorter, under five feet.

He said softly, “You okay, Mama?”
She didn’t look at him, she just kept folding clothes and said, “Can we get the cracks covered too, 

Woody?”
Outside the sky was clear, but icy gusts of wind were buffeting our barracks every few minutes, sending 

fresh dust puffs up through the floorboards. May’s broom could barely keep up with it, and our oil heater 
could scarcely hold its own against the drafts.

“We’ll get this whole place as tight as a barrel, Mama. I already met a guy who told me where they pile 
all the scrap lumber.”

“Scrap?”
“That’s all they got. I mean, they’re still building the camp, you know. Sixteen blocks left to go. After 

that, they say maybe we’ll get some stuff to fix the insides a little bit.”
Her eyes blazed then, her voice quietly furious. “Woody, we can’t live like this. Animals live like this.”

465



It was hard to get Woody down. He’d keep smiling when everybody else was ready to explode. Grief 
flickered in his eyes. He blinked it away and hugged her tighter. “We’ll make it better, Mama. You watch.”

We could hear voices in other cubicles now. Beyond the wall Woody’s baby girl started to cry.
“I have to go over to the kitchen,” he said, “see if those guys got a pot for heating bottles. That oil 

stove takes too long—something wrong with the fuel line. I’ll find out what they’re giving us for breakfast.”
“Probably hotcakes with soy sauce,” Kiyo said, on his hands and knees between the bunks.
“No.” Woody grinned, heading out the door. “Rice. With Log Cabin Syrup and melted butter.”

I DON’T REMEMBER WHAT WE ATE THAT FIRST morning. I know we stood for half an hour 
in cutting wind waiting to get our food. Then we took it back to the cubicle and ate huddled around the 
stove. Inside, it was warmer than when we left, because Woody was already making good his promise to 
Mama, tacking up some ends of lath he’d found, stuffing rolled paper around the door frame.

Trouble was, he had almost nothing to work with. Beyond this temporary weather stripping, there was 
little else he could do. Months went by, in fact, before our “home” changed much at all from what it was 
the day we moved in—bare floors, blanket partitions, one bulb in each compartment dangling from a roof 
beam, and open ceilings overhead so that mischievous boys like Ray and Kiyo could climb up into the 
rafters and peek into anyone’s life.

The simple truth is the camp was no more ready for us when we got there than we were ready for it. 
We had only the dimmest ideas of what to expect. Most of the families, like us, had moved out from 
southern California with as much luggage as each person could carry. Some old men left Los Angeles 
wearing Hawaiian shirts and Panama hats and stepped off the bus at an altitude of 4000 feet, with nothing 
available but sagebrush and tarpaper to stop the April winds pouring down off the back side of the Sierras.

The War Department was in charge of all the camps at this point. They began to issue military surplus 
from the First World War—olive-drab knit caps, earmuffs, peacoats, canvas leggings. Later on, sewing 
machines were shipped in, and one barracks was turned into a clothing factory. An old seamstress took a 
peacoat of mine, tore the lining out, opened and flattened the sleeves, added a collar, put arm holes in and 
handed me back a beautiful cape. By fall dozens of seamstresses were working full-time transforming 
thousands of these old army clothes into capes, slacks and stylish coats. But until that factory got going and 
packages from friends outside began to fill out our wardrobes, warmth was more important than style. I 
couldn’t help laughing at Mama walking around in army earmuffs and a pair of wide-cuffed, khaki-colored 
wool trousers several sizes too big for her. Japanese are generally smaller than Caucasians, and almost all 
these clothes were oversize. They flopped, they dangled, they hung.

It seems comical, looking back; we were a band of Charlie Chaplins marooned in the California desert. 
But at the time, it was pure chaos. That’s the only way to describe it. The evacuation had been so hurriedly 
planned, the camps so hastily thrown together, nothing was completed when we got there, and almost 
nothing worked.

I was sick continually, with stomach cramps and diarrhea. At first it was from the shots they gave us 
for typhoid, in very heavy doses and in assembly-line fashion: swab, jab, swab, Move along now, swab, jab, 
swab, Keep it moving. That knocked all of us younger kids down at once, with fevers and vomiting. Later, it 
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was the food that made us sick, young and old alike. The kitchens were too small and badly ventilated. 
Food would spoil from being left out too long. That summer, when the heat got fierce, it would spoil faster. 
The refrigeration kept breaking down. The cooks, in many cases, had never cooked before. Each block had 
to provide its own volunteers. Some were lucky and had a professional or two in their midst. But the first 
chef in our block had been a gardener all his life and suddenly found himself preparing three meals a day for 
250 people.

“The Manzanar runs” became a condition of life, and you only hoped that when you rushed to the 
latrine, one would be in working order.

That first morning, on our way to the chow line, Mama and I tried to use the women’s latrine in our 
block. The smell of it spoiled what little appetite we had. Outside, men were working in an open trench, up 
to their knees in muck—a common sight in the months to come. Inside, the floor was covered with 
excrement, and all twelve bowls were erupting like a row of tiny volcanoes.

Mama stopped a kimono-wrapped woman stepping past us with her sleeve pushed up against her nose 
and asked, “What do you do?”

“Try Block Twelve,” the woman said, grimacing. “They have just finished repairing the pipes.”
It was about two city blocks away. We followed her over there and found a line of women waiting in 

the wind outside the latrine. We had no choice but to join the line and wait with them.
Inside it was like all the other latrines. Each block was built to the same design, just as each of the ten 

camps, from California to Arkansas, was built to a common master plan. It was an open room, over a 
concrete slab. The sink was a long metal trough against one wall, with a row of spigots for hot and cold 
water. Down the center of the room twelve toilet bowls were arranged in six pairs, back to back, with no 
partitions. My mother was a very modest person, and this was going to be agony for her, sitting down in 
public, among strangers.

One old woman had already solved the problem for herself by dragging in a large cardboard carton. 
She set it up around one of the bowls, like a three-sided screen. OXYDOL was printed in large black 
letters down the front. I remember this well, because that was the soap we were issued for laundry; later 
on, the smell of it would permeate these rooms. The upended carton was about four feet high. The old 
woman behind it wasn’t much taller. When she stood, only her head showed over the top.

She was about Granny’s age. With great effort she was trying to fold the sides of the screen together. 
Mama happened to be at the head of the line now. As she approached the vacant bowl, she and the old 
woman bowed to each other from the waist. Mama then moved to help her with the carton, and the old 
woman said very graciously, in Japanese, “Would you like to use it?”

Happily, gratefully, Mama bowed again and said, “Arigato” (Thank you). “Arigato gozaimas” (Thank you 
very much). “I will return it to your barracks.”

“Oh, no. It is not necessary. I will be glad to wait.”
The old woman unfolded one side of the cardboard, while Mama opened the other; then she bowed 

again and scurried out the door.
Those big cartons were a common sight in the spring of 1942. Eventually sturdier partitions appeared, 

one or two at a time. The first were built of scrap lumber. Word would get around that Block such and such 
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had partitions now, and Mama and my older sisters would walk halfway across the camp to use them. Even 
after every latrine in camp was screened, this quest for privacy continued. Many would wait until late at 
night. Ironically, because of this, midnight was often the most crowded time of all.

Like so many of the women there, Mama never did get used to the latrines. It was a humiliation she 
just learned to endure: shikata ga mi, this cannot be helped. She would quickly subordinate her own desires 
to those of the family or the community, because she knew cooperation was the only way to survive. At the 
same time she placed a high premium on personal privacy, respected it in others and insisted upon it for 
herself. Almost everyone at Manzanar had inherited this pair of traits from the generations before them 
who had learned to live in a small, crowded country like Japan. Because of the first they were able to take a 
desolate stretch of wasteland and gradually make it livable. But the entire situation there, especially in the 
beginning—the packed sleeping quarters, the communal mess halls, the open toilets—all this was an open 
insult to that other, private self, a slap in the face you were powerless to challenge.

Review Questions
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From “A Match to the Heart”

by Gretel Ehrlich

Before electricity carved its blue path toward me, before the negative charge shot down from cloud to 
ground, before “streamers” jumped the positive charge back up from ground to cloud, before air expanded 
and contracted producing loud pressure pulses I could not hear because I was already dead, I had been 
walking.

When I started out on foot that August afternoon, the thunderstorm was blowing in fast. On the face 
of the mountain, a mile ahead, hard westerly gusts and sudden updrafts collided, pulling black clouds apart. 
Yet the storm looked harmless. When a distant thunderclap scared the dogs, I called them to my side and 
rubbed their ears: “Don’t worry, you’re okay as long as you’re with me.”

 
I woke in a pool of blood, lying on my stomach some distance from where I should have been, flung at 

an odd angle to one side of the dirt path. The whole sky had grown dark. Was it evening, and if so, which 
one? How many minutes or hours had elapsed since I lost consciousness, and where were the dogs? I tried 
to call out to them but my voice didn’t work. The muscles in my throat were paralyzed and I couldn’t 
swallow. Were the dogs dead? Everything was terribly wrong: I had trouble seeing, talking, breathing, and I 
couldn’t move my legs or right arm. Nothing remained in my memory—no sounds, flashes, smells, no 
warnings of any kind. Had I been shot in the back? Had I suf fered a stroke or heart attack? These 
thoughts were dark pools in sand.

The sky was black. Was this a storm in the middle of the day or was it night with a storm traveling 
through? When thunder exploded over me, I knew I had been hit by lightning.

The pain in my chest intensified and every’muscle in my body ached. I was quite sure I was dying. 
What was it one should do or think or know? I tried to recall the Buddhist instruction regarding dying—
which position to lie in, which direction to face. Did the “Lion’s position” taken by the Buddha mean lying 
on the left or the right? And which sutra to sing? Oh yes, the Heart Sutra ... gate, gate, paragate ... form and 
formlessness. Paradox and cosmic jokes. Surviving after trying to die “properly” would be truly funny, but 
the chances of that seemed slim.

Other words drifted in: how the “gateless barrier” was the gate through which one passes to reach 
enlightenment. Yet if there was no gate, how did one pass through? Above me, high on the hill, was the gate 
on the ranch that lead nowhere, a gate I had mused about often. Now its presence made me smile. Even 
when I thought I had no aspirations for enlightenment, too much effort in that direction was being 
expended. How could I learn to slide, yet remain aware?

To be struck by lightning: what a way to get enlightened. That would be the joke if I survived. It 
seemed important to remember jokes. My thinking did not seem connected to the inert body that was in 
such terrible pain. Sweep the mind of weeds, I kept telling myself-that’s what years of Buddhist practice 
had taught me.... But where were the dogs, the two precious ones I had watched being born and had raised 
in such intimacy and trust? I wanted them with me. I wanted them to save me again.
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It started to rain. Every time a drop hit bare skin there was an-explosion of pain. Blood crusted my left 
eye. I touched my good hand to my heart, which was beating wildly, erratically. My chest was numb, as if it 
had been sprayed with novocaine. No feeling of peace filled me. Death was a bleakness, a grayness about 
which it was impossible to be curious or relieved. I loved those dogs and hoped they weren’t badly hurt. If I 
didn’t die soon, how many days would pass before we were found, and when would the scavengers come? 
The sky was dark, or was that the way life flew out of the body, in a long tube with no light at the end? I lay 
on the cold ground waiting. The mountain was purple, and sage stirred against my face. I knew I had to 
give up all this, then my own body and all my thinking. Once more I lifted my head to look for the dogs 
but, unable to see them, I twisted myself until I faced east and tried to let go of all desire.

When my eyes opened again I knew I wasn’t dead. Images from World War II movies filled my head: 
of wounded soldiers dragging themselves across a field, and if I could have laughed—that is, made my face 
work into a smile and get sounds to discharge from my throat—1 would have. God, it would have been 
good to laugh. Instead, I considered my options: either lie there and wait for someone to find me—how 
many days or weeks would that take?—or somehow get back to the house. I calmly assessed what might be 
wrong with me—stroke, cerebral hemorrhage, gunshot wound - but it was bigger than I could understand. 
The instinct to survive does not rise from particulars; a deep but general misery rollercoasted me into 
action. I tried to propel myself on my elbows but my right arm didn’t work. The wind had swung around 
and was blowing in from the east. It was still a dry storm with only sputtering rain, but when I raised 
myself up, lightning fingered the entire sky.

 
 
It is not true that lightning never strikes the same place twice. I had entered a shower of sparks and 

furious brightness and, worried that I might be struck again, watched as lightning touched down all around 
me. Years before, in the high country, I’d been hit by lightning: an electrical charge had rolled down an 
open meadow during a fearsome thunderstorm, surged up the legs of my horse, coursed through me, and 
bounced a big spark off the top of my head. To be struck again—and this time it was a direct hit—what did 
it mean?

The feeling had begun to come back into my legs and after many awkward attempts, I stood. To walk 
meant lifting each leg up by the thigh, moving it forward with my hands, setting it down. The earth felt like 
a peach that had split open in the middle ; one side moved up while the other side moved down and my 
legs were out of rhythm. The ground rolled the way it does during an earthquake and the sky was tattered 
book pages waving in different directions. Was the ground liquifying under me, or had the molecular 
composition of my body deliquesced? I struggled to piece together fragments. Then it occurred to me that 
my brain was torn and that’s where the blood had come from.

I walked. Sometimes my limbs held me, sometimes they didn’t. I don’t know how many times I fell but 
it didn’t matter because I was making slow progress toward home.

Home—the ranch house—was about a quarter of a mile away. I don’t remember much about getting 
there. My concentration went into making my legs work. The storm was strong. All the way across the 
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basin, lightning lifted parts of mountains and sky into yellow refulgence and dropped them again, only to 
lift others. The inside of my eyelids turned gold and I could see the dark outlines of things through them. 
At the bottom of the hill I opened the door to my pickup and blew the horn with the idea that someone 
might hear me. No one came. My head had swollen to an indelicate shape. I tried to swallow-I was so 
thirsty-but the muscles in my throat were still paralyzed and I wondered when I would no longer be able to 
breathe.

Inside the house, sounds began to come out of me. I was doing crazy things, ripping my hiking boots 
off because the bottoms of my feet were burning, picking up the phone when I was finally able to scream. 
One of those times, someone happened to be on the line. I was screaming incoherently for help. My last 
conscious act was to dial 911.

 
Dark again. Pressing against sore ribs, my dogs pulled me out of the abyss, pulled and pulled. I smelled 

straw. My face was on tatami. I opened my eyes, looked up, and saw neighbors. Had they come for my 
funeral? The phone rang and I heard someone give directions to the ambulance driver, who was lost. 

I slipped back into unconsciousness and when I woke again two EMTs were listening to my heart. I 
asked them to look for my dogs but they wouldn’t leave me. Someone else in the room went outside and 
found Sam and Yaki curled up on the porch, frightened but alive. Now I could rest. I felt the medics 
jabbing needles into the top of my hands, trying unsuccessfully to get IVs started, then strapping me onto a 
backboard and carrying me out the front door of the house, down steps, into lightning and rain, into what 
was now a full-blown storm.

The ambulance rocked and slid, slamming my bruised body against the metal rails of the gurney. Every 
muscle was in violent spasm and there was a place on my back near the heart that burned. I heard myself 
yell in pain. Finally the EMTs rolled up towels and blankets and wedged them against my arms, shoulders, 
hips, and knees so the jolting of the vehicle wouldn’t dislodge me. The ambulance slid down into ditches, 
struggled out, bumped from one deep rut to another. I asked to be taken to the hospital in Cody, but they 
said they were afraid my heart might stop again. As it was, the local hospital was thirty-five miles away, ten 
of them dirt, and the trip took more than an hour.

Our arrival seemed a portent of disaster—and an occasion for comedy. I had been struck by lightning 
around five in the afternoon. It was now 9:00 P.M. Nothing at the hospital worked. Their one EKG 
machine was nonfunctional, and jokingly the nurses blamed it on me. “Honey, you’ve got too much 
electricity in your body,” one of them told me. Needles were jammed into my hand—no one had gotten an 
IV going yet—and the doctor on call hadn’t arrived, though half an hour had elapsed. The EMTs kept 
assuring me: “Don’t worry, we won’t leave you here.” When another nurse, who was filling out an admission 
form, asked me how tall I was, I answered: “Too short to be struck by lightning.”

“Electrical injury often results in ventricular fibrillation and injury to the medullary centers of the brain. 
Immediately after electric shock patients are usually comatose, apneic, and in circulatory collapse....”
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When the doctor on call—the only doctor in town, waddled into what they called the emergency 
room, my aura, he said, was yellow and gray—a soul in transition. I knew that he had gone to medical 
school but had never completed a residency and had been barred from ER or ICU work in the hospitals of 
Florida, where he had lived previously. Yet I was lucky. Florida has many lightning victims, and unlike the 
doctors I would see later, he at least recognized the symptoms of a lightning strike. The tally sheet read this 
way: I had suffered a hit by lightning which caused ventricular fibrillation—cardiac arrest—though luckily 
my heart started  beating again. Violent contractions of muscles when one is hit often causes the body to 
fly through the air: I was flung far and hit hard on my left side, which may have caused my heart to start 
again, but along with that fortuitous side effect, I sustained a concussion, broken ribs, a possible broken 
jaw, and lacerations above the eye. The paralysis below my waist and up through the chest and throat—
called kerauno-paralysis- is common in lightning strikes and almost always temporary, but my right arm 
continued to be almost useless. Fernlike burns—arborescent erythema—covered my entire body. These 
occur when the electrical charge follows tracings of moisture on the skin—rain or sweat—thus the spidery 
red lines.

 
“Rapid institution of fluid and electrolyte therapy is essential with guidelines being the patient’s urine output, 

hematocrit, osmolality, central venous pressure, and arterial blood gases....”

The nurses loaded me onto a gurney. As they wheeled me down the hall to my room, a front wheel fell 
off and I was slammed into the wall. Once I was in bed, the deep muscle aches continued, as did the chest 
pains. Later, friends came to visit. Neither doctor nor nurse had cleaned the cuts on my head, so Laura, 
who had herded sheep and cowboyed on all the ranches where I had lived and whose wounds I had cleaned 
when my saddle horse dragged her across a high mountain pasture, wiped blood and dirt from my face, 
arms, and hands with a cool towel and spooned yogurt into my mouth.

I was the only patient in the hospital. During the night, sheet lightning inlaid the walls with cool gold. 
I felt like an ancient, mummified child who had been found on a rock ledge near our ranch: bound tightly, 
unable to move, my dead face tipped backwards toward the moon.

In the morning, my regular doctor, Ben, called from Massachusetts, where he was vacationing, with 
this advice: “Get yourself out of that hospital and go somewhere else, anywhere.” I was too weak to sign 
myself out, but Julie, the young woman who had a summer job on our ranch, retrieved me in the afternoon. 
She helped me get dressed in the cutoffs and torn T-shirt I had been wearing, but there were no shoes, so, 
barefoot, I staggered into Ben’s office, where a physician’s assistant kindly cleansed the gashes in my head. 
Then I was taken home.

Another thunderstorm slammed against the mountains as I limped up the path to the house. Sam and 
Yaki took one look at me and ran. These dogs lived with me, slept with me, understood every word I said, 
and I was too sick to find them, console them—even if they would have let me.

The next day my husband, who had just come down from the mountains where he worked in the 
summer, took me to another hospital. I passed out in the admissions office, was loaded onto a gurney, and 
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taken for a CAT scan. No one bothered to find out why I had lost consciousness. Later, in the emergency 
unit, the doctor argued that I might not have been struck by lightning at all, as if I had imagined the 
incident. “Maybe a meteor hit me,” I said, a suggestion he pondered seriously. After a blood panel and a 
brief neurological exam, which I failed-I couldn’t follow his finger with my eyes or walk a straight line-he 
promptly released me.

 
“Patients should be monitored electrocardiographically for at least 24 hours for significant arrhythmias which often 

have delayed onset....”

It was difficult to know what was worse: being in a hospital where nothing worked and nobody cared, 
or being alone on an isolated ranch hundreds of miles from decent medical care.

In the morning I staggered into the kitchen. My husband, from whom I had been separated for three 
months, had left at 4:00 A.M. to buy cattle in another part of the state and would not be back for a month. 
Alone again, it was impossible to do much for myself. In the past I’d been bucked off, stiff and sore plenty 
of times but this felt different: I had no sense of equilibrium. My head hurt, every muscle in my body ached 
as if I had a triple dose of the flu, and my left eye was swollen shut and turning black and blue. Something 
moved in the middle of the kitchen floor. I was having difficulty seeing, but then I did see: a rattlesnake lay 
coiled in front of the stove. I reeled around and dove back into bed. Enough tests of character. I closed my 
eyes and half-slept. Later, when Julie came to the house, she found the snake and cut off its head with a 
shovel.

My only consolation was that the dogs came back. I had chest pains and all day Sam lay with his head 
against my heart. I cleaned a deep cut over Yaki’s eye. It was half an inch deep but already healing. I 
couldn’t tell if the dogs were sick or well, I was too miserable to know anything except that Death resided 
in the room: not as a human figure but as a dark fog rolling in, threatening to cover me; but the dogs stayed 
close and while my promise to keep them safe during a thunderstorm had proven fraudulent, their promise 
to keep me alive held good.”

Review Questions
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Santha Rama Rau (b. 1923 - d. 2009) was born 
in India into a distinguished family.  Her father 
was an diplomat and ambassador who was 
knighted by the British Empire.  Her mother was 
a women’s rights leader and the international 
president of Planned Parenthood.  After living in 
various places, including Massachusetts where 
she was the first Indian student accepted to 
Wellesley College and Tokyo, Japan where she 
met her husband, Rama Rau settled in New 
York, where she became an English instructor at 
Sarah Lawrence College.  While her 
autobiographical essay “By Any Other Name” 
remains popular, her most famous work as a 
writer was her stage adaptation of E. M. 
Forster’s novel A Passage to India.  This 
adaptation then became the basis of the David 
Lean film of the same name.

“BY ANY OTHER NAME”
BY SANTHA RAMA RAU
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“By Any Other Name”

by Santha Rama Rau

At the Anglo-Indian day school in Zorinabad to which my sister and I were sent when she was eight 
and I was five and a half, they changed our names. On the first day of school, a hot, windless morning of a 
north Indian September, we stood in the headmistress’s study, and she said, “Now you’re the new girls. 
What are your names?” 

My sister answered for us. “I am Premila, and she”—nodding in my direction—“is Santha.” 
The headmistress had been in India, I suppose, fifteen years or so, but she still smiled her helpless 

inability to cope with Indian names. Her rimless half-glasses glittered, and the precarious bun on the top of 
her head trembled as she shook her head. “Oh, my dears, those are much too hard for me. Suppose we give 
you pretty English names. Wouldn’t that be more jolly? Let’s see, now—Pamela for you, I think.” She 
shrugged in a baffled way at my sister. “That’s as close as I can get. And for you,” she said to me, “how 
about Cynthia? Isn’t that nice?” 

My sister was always less easily intimidated than I was, and while she kept a stubborn silence, I said 
“Thank you,” in a very tiny voice. 

We had been sent to that school because my father, among his responsibilities as an officer of the civil 
service, had a tour of duty to perform in the villages around that steamy little provincial town, where he 
had his headquarters at that time. He used to make his shorter inspection tours on horseback, and a week 
before, in the stale heat of a typically postmonsoon day, we had waved goodbye to him and a little 
procession—an assistant, a secretary, two bearers, and the man to look after the bedding rolls and luggage. 
They rode away through our large garden, still bright green from the rains, and we turned back into the 
twilight of the house and the sound of fans whispering in every room. 

Up to then, my mother had refused to send Premila to school in the British-run establishments of that 
time, because, she used to say, “You can bury a dog’s tail for seven years and it still comes out curly, and you 
can take a Britisher away from his home for a lifetime and he still remains insular.” The examinations and 
degrees from entirely Indian schools were not, in those days, considered valid. In my case, the question had 
never come up and probably never would have come up if Mother’s extraordinary good health had not 
broken down. For the first time in my life, she was not able to continue the lessons she had been giving us 
every morning. So our Hindi books were put away, the stories of the Lord Krishna as a little boy were left 
in midair, and we were sent to the Anglo-Indian school. 

That first day at school is still, when I think of it, a remarkable one. At that age, if one’s name is 
changed, one develops a curious form of dual personality. I remember having a certain detached and 
disbelieving concern in the actions of “Cynthia,” but certainly no responsibility. Accordingly, I followed the 
thin, erect back of the headmistress down the veranda to my classroom, feeling, at most, a passing interest 
in what was going to happen to me in this strange, new atmosphere of School.
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The building was Indian in design, with wide verandas opening onto a central courtyard, but Indian 
verandas are usually whitewashed, with stone floors. These, in the tradition of British schools, were painted 
dark brown and had matting on the floors. It gave a feeling of extra intensity to the heat. 

I suppose there were about a dozen Indian children in the school—which contained perhaps forty 
children in all—and four of them were in my class. They were all sitting at the back of the room, and I went 
to join them. I sat next to a small, solemn girl, who didn’t smile at me. She had long, glossy black braids and 
wore a cotton dress, but she still kept on her Indian jewelry—a gold chain around her neck, thin gold 
bracelets, and tiny ruby studs in her ears. Like most Indian children, she had a rim of black kohl4 around 
her eyes. The cotton dress should have looked strange, but all I could think of was that I should ask my 
mother if I couldn’t wear a dress to school, too, instead of my Indian clothes. 

I can’t remember too much about the proceedings in class that day, except for the beginning. The 
teacher pointed to me and asked me to stand up. “Now, dear, tell the class your name.” 

I said nothing. 
“Come along,” she said, frowning slightly. “What’s your name, dear?” 
“I don’t know,” I said, finally. 
The English children in the front of the class—there were about eight or ten of them—giggled and 

twisted around in their chairs to look at me. I sat down quickly and opened my eyes very wide, hoping in 
that way to dry them off. The little girl with the braids put out her hand and very lightly touched my arm. 
She still didn’t smile.

Most of that morning I was rather bored. I looked briefly at the children’s drawings pinned to the wall, 
and then concentrated on a lizard clinging to the ledge of the high, barred window behind the teacher’s 
head. Occasionally it would shoot out its long yellow tongue for a fly, and then it would rest, with its eyes 
closed and its belly palpitating, as though it were swallowing several times quickly. The lessons were mostly 
concerned with reading and writing and simple numbers—things that my mother had already taught me—
and I paid very little attention. The teacher wrote on the easel-blackboard words like “bat” and “cat,” which 
seemed babyish to me; only “apple” was new and incomprehensible. 

When it was time for the lunch recess, I followed the girl with braids out onto the veranda. There the 
children from the other classes were assembled. I saw Premila at once and ran over to her, as she had 
charge of our lunchbox. The children were all opening packages and sitting down to eat sandwiches. 
Premila and I were the only ones who had Indian food—thin wheat chapatis, some vegetable curry, and a 
bottle of buttermilk. Premila thrust half of it into my hand and whispered fiercely that I should go and sit 
with my class, because that was what the others seemed to be doing. 

The enormous black eyes of the little Indian girl from my class looked at my food longingly, so I 
offered her some. But she only shook her head and plowed her way solemnly through her sandwiches. 

I was very sleepy after lunch, because at home we always took a siesta. It was usually a pleasant time of 
day, with the bedroom darkened against the harsh afternoon sun, the drifting off into sleep with the sound 
of Mother’s voice reading a story in one’s mind, and, finally, the shrill, fussy voice of the ayah6 waking one 
for tea.  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At school, we rested for a short time on low, folding cots on the veranda, and then we were expected 
to play games. During the hot part of the afternoon we played indoors, and after the shadows had begun to 
lengthen and the slight breeze of the evening had come up, we moved outside to the wide courtyard. 

I had never really grasped the system of competitive games. At home, whenever we played tag or 
guessing games, I was always allowed to “win”—“because,” Mother used to tell Premila, “she is the 
youngest, and we have to allow for that.” I had often heard her say it, and it seemed quite reasonable to me, 
but the result was that I had no clear idea of what “winning” meant. 

When we played twos-and-threes that afternoon at school, in accordance with my training I let one of 
the small English boys catch me but was naturally rather puzzled when the other children did not return 
the courtesy. I ran about for what seemed like hours without ever catching anyone, until it was time for 
school to close. Much later I learned that my attitude was called “not being a good sport,” and I stopped 
allowing myself to be caught, but it was not for years that I really learned the spirit of the thing. 

When I saw our car come up to the school gate, I broke away from my classmates and rushed toward 
it yelling, “Ayah! Ayah!” It seemed like an eternity since I had seen her that morning—a wizened, 
affectionate figure in her white cotton sari, giving me dozens of urgent and useless instructions on how to 
be a good girl at school. Premila followed more sedately, and she told me on the way home never to do that 
again in front of the other children. 

When we got home, we went straight to Mother’s high, white room to have tea with her, and I 
immediately climbed onto the bed and bounced gently up and down on the springs. Mother asked how we 
had liked our first day in school. I was so pleased to be home and to have left that peculiar Cynthia behind 
that I had nothing whatever to say about school, except to ask what “apple” meant. But Premila told 
Mother about the classes, and added that in her class they had weekly tests to see if they had learned their 
lessons well. 

I asked, “What’s a test?” 
Premila said, “You’re too small to have them. You won’t have them in your class for donkey’s years.” 

She had learned the expression that day and was using it for the first time. We all laughed enormously at 
her wit. She also told Mother, in an aside, that we should take sandwiches to school the next day. Not, she 
said, that she minded. But they would be simpler for me to handle.

That whole lovely evening I didn’t think about school at all. I sprinted barefoot across the lawns with 
my favorite playmate, the cook’s son, to the stream at the end of the garden. We quarreled in our usual way, 
waded in the tepid water under the lime trees, and waited for the night to bring out the smell of the 
jasmine. I listened with fascination to his stories of ghosts and demons, until I was too frightened to cross 
the garden alone in the semidarkness. The ayah found me, shouted at the cook’s son, scolded me, hurried 
me in to supper—it was an entirely usual, wonderful evening. 

It was a week later, the day of Premila’s first test, that our lives changed rather abruptly. I was sitting at 
the back of my class, in my usual inattentive way, only half listening to the teacher. I had started a rather 
guarded friendship with the girl with the braids, whose name turned out to be Nalini (Nancy in school). 
The three other Indian children were already fast friends. Even at that age, it was apparent to all of us that 
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friendship with the English or Anglo-Indian children was out of the question. Occasionally, during the 
class, my new friend and I would draw pictures and show them to each other secretly. 

The door opened sharply and Premila marched in. At first, the teacher smiled at her in a kindly and 
encouraging way and said, “Now, you’re little Cynthia’s sister?” 

Premila didn’t even look at her. She stood with her feet planted firmly apart and her shoulders rigid 
and addressed herself directly to me. “Get up,” she said. “We’re going home.” 

I didn’t know what had happened, but I was aware that it was a crisis of some sort. I rose obediently 
and started to walk toward my sister. 

“Bring your pencils and your notebook,” she said. 
I went back for them, and together we left the room. The teacher started to say something just as 

Premila closed the door, but we didn’t wait to hear what it was. 
In complete silence we left the school grounds and started to walk home. Then I asked Premila what 

the matter was. All she would say was, “We’re going home for good.” 
It was a very tiring walk for a child of five and a half, and I dragged along behind Premila with my 

pencils growing sticky in my hand. I can still remember looking at the dusty hedges and the tangles of 
thorns in the ditches by the side of the road, smelling the faint fragrance from the eucalyptus trees, and 
wondering whether we would ever reach home. Occasionally a horse-drawn tonga11 passed us, and the 
women, in their pink or green silks, stared at Premila and me trudging along on the side of the road. A few 
coolies12 and a line of women carrying baskets of vegetables on their heads smiled at us. But it was nearing 
the hottest time of day, and the road was almost deserted. I walked more and more slowly, and shouted to 
Premila, from time to time, “Wait for me!” with increasing peevishness. She spoke to me only once, and 
that was to tell me to carry my notebook on my head, because of the sun. 

When we got to our house, the ayah was just taking a tray of lunch into Mother’s room. She 
immediately started a long, worried questioning about what are you children doing back here at this hour 
of the day. 

Mother looked very startled and very concerned and asked Premila what had happened. 
Premila said, “We had our test today, and She made me and the other Indians sit at the back of the 

room, with a desk between each one.” 
Mother said, “Why was that, darling?” 
“She said it was because Indians cheat,” Premila added. “So I don’t think we should go back to that 

school.” 
Mother looked very distant and was silent a long time. At last she said, “Of course not, darling.” She 

sounded displeased. 
We all shared the curry she was having for lunch, and afterward I was sent off to the beautifully 

familiar bedroom for my siesta. I could hear Mother and Premila talking through the open door. 
Mother said, “Do you suppose she understood all that?” 
Premila said, “I shouldn’t think so. She’s a baby.” 
Mother said, “Well, I hope it won’t bother her.” 
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Of course, they were both wrong. I understood it perfectly, and I remember it all very clearly. But I 
put it happily away, because it had all happened to a girl called Cynthia, and I never was really particularly 
interested in her.

Review Questions
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Dutch refugee and author Cornelia ten Boom (b. 
1892 - d. 1983) not only survived the horrors of 
German occupation of the Netherlands and life 
in a concentration camp but also helped many 
Jews escape certain death.  Though she and her 
family were Christian, her parents took in Jews 
from their neighborhood, realizing the dangers 
they faced when Germany took control of 
Holland.  Aside from her life during World War II, 
Corrie ten Boom enjoys many other interesting 
distinctions.  For example, she was the first 
female to be licensed as a watchmaker in the 
Netherlands.  After the war, she ran a church for 
the mentally disabled, took in foster children, and 
did many other charitable works.

“THE SECRET ROOM”
BY CORRIE TEN BOOM
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“The Secret Room”

by Corrie ten Boom

It was Sunday, May 10, 1942, exactly two years after the fall of Holland. The sunny spring skies, the 
flowers in the lamppost boxes, did not at all reflect the city’s mood. German soldiers wandered aimlessly 
through the streets, some looking as if they had not yet recovered from a hard Saturday night, some already 
on the lookout for girls, a few hunting for a place to worship.

Each month the occupation seemed to grow harsher, restrictions more numerous. The latest heartache 
for Dutchmen was an edict making it a crime to sing the “Wilhelmus,” our national anthem.

Father, Betsie, and I were on our way to the Dutch Reformed church in Velsen, a small town not far 
from Haarlem, where Peter had won the post of organist in competition against forty older and more 
experienced musicians. The organ at Velsen was one of the finest in the country; though the train seemed 
slower each time, we went frequently.

Peter was already playing, invisible in the tall organ loft, when we squeezed into the crowded pew. That 
was one thing the occupation had done for Holland; churches were packed.

After hymns and prayers came the sermon, a good one today, I thought. I wished Peter would pay 
closer attention. He regarded sermons as interesting only to venerable relics like his mother and me. I had 
reached fifty that spring, to Peter the age at which life had definitely passed by. I would beg him to 
remember that death and ultimate issues could come for any of us at any age—especially these days—but 
he would reply charmingly that he was too fine a musician to die young.

The closing prayers were said. And then, electrically, the whole church sat at attention. Without 
preamble, every stop pulled out to full volume, Peter was playing the “Wilhelmus”!

Father, at eight-two, was the first one on his feet. Now everyone was standing. From somewhere in 
back of us a voice sang out the words. Another joined in, and another. Then we were all singing together, 
the full voice of Holland singing her forbidden anthem. We sang at the top of our lungs, sang our oneness, 
our hope, our love for Queen and country. On this anniversary of defeat it seemed almost for a moment 
that we were victors.

Afterward we waited for Peter at the small side door of the church. It was a long time before he was 
free to come away with us, so many people wanted to embrace him, to shake his hand and thump his back. 
Clearly he was enormously pleased with himself.

But now that the moment had passed I was, as usual, angry with him. The Gestapo was certain to hear 
about it, perhaps already had: their eyes and ears were everywhere. I thought of Nollie, home fixing Sunday 
dinner for us all. I thought of Peter’s brothers and sisters. And Flip—what if he lost the principalship of the 
school for this? And for what had Peter risked so much? Not for people’s lives but for a gesture. For a 
moment’s meaningless defiance.

At Bos en Hoven Straat, however, Peter was a hero as one by one his family made us describe again 
what had happened. The only members of the household who felt as I did were the two Jewish women 
staying at Nollie’s. One of these was an elderly Austrian lady whom Willem had sent into hiding here. 
“Katrien,” as the family had rechristened her, was posing as the von Woerden’s housemaid—although Nollie 
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confided to me that she had yet so much as to make her own bed. Probably she did not know how, as she 
came from a wealthy and aristocratic family.

The other woman was a young, blonde, blue-eyed Dutch Jew with flawless false identity papers 
supplied by the Dutch national underground itself. The papers were so good and Annaliese looked so unlike 
the Nazi stereotype of a Jew, that she went freely in and out of the house, shopping and helping out at the 
school, giving herself out to be a friend of the family whose husband had died in the bombing of 
Rotterdam. Katrien and Annaliese could not understand any more than I could Peter’s deliberately doing 
something that would attract the attention of the authorities.

I spent an anxious afternoon, tensing at the sound of every motor, for only the police, Germans, and 
NSBers had automobiles nowadays. But the time came to go home to the Beje and still nothing had 
happened.

I worried two more days, then decided either Peter had not been reported or that the Gestapo had 
more important things to occupy them. It was Wednesday morning just as Father and I were unlocking our 
workbenches that Peter’s little sister Cocky burst into the shop.

“Opa! Tante Corrie! They came for Peter! They took him away!”
“Who? Where?”
But she didn’t know and it was three days before the family learned that he had been taken to the 

federal prison in Amsterdam.

“IT WAS 7:55 in the evening, just a few minutes before the new curfew hour of 8:00. Peter had been in 
prison for two weeks. Father and Betsie and I were seated around the dining room table, Father replacing 
watches in their pockets and Betsie doing needlework, our big, black, slightly-Persian cat curled 
contentedly in her lap. A knock on the alley door made me glance in the window mirror. There in the 
bright spring twilight stood a woman. She carried a small suitcase and—odd for the time of year—wore a 
fur coat, gloves, and a heavy veil.

I ran down and opened the door. “Can I come in?” she asked. Her voice was high-pitched in fear.
“Of course.” I stepped back. The woman looked over her shoulder before moving into the little 

hallway.
“My name is Kleermaker. I’m a Jew.”
“How do you do?” I reached out to take her bag, but she held onto it. “Won’t you come upstairs?”
Father and Betsie stood up as we entered the dining room. “Mrs. Kleermaker, my father and my sister.”
“I was about to make some tea!” cried Betsie. “You’re just in time to join us!”
Father drew out a chair from the table and Mrs. Kleermaker sat down, still gripping the suitcase. The 

“tea” consisted of old leaves which had been crushed and reused so often they did little more than color the 
water. But Mrs. Kleermaker accepted it gratefully, plunging into the story of how her husband had been 
arrested some months before, her son gone into hiding. Yesterday the S.D.—the political police who 
worked under the Gestapo—had ordered her to close the family clothing store. She was afraid now to go 
back to the apartment above it. She had heard that we had befriended a man on this street. . . .
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“In this household,” Father said, “God’s people are always welcome.” “We have four empty beds 
upstairs, “ said Betsie. “Your problem will be choosing which one to sleep in!” Then to my astonishment she 
added, “First though, give me a hand with the tea things.”

I could hardly believe my ears. Betsie never let anyone help in her kitchen: “I’m just a fussy old maid,” 
she’d say.

But Mrs. Kleermaker had jumped to her feet with pathetic eagerness and was already stacking plates 
and cups. . . .

JUST TWO NIGHTS later the same scene was repeated. The time was again just before 8:00 on 
another bright May evening. Again there was a furtive knock at the side door. This time an elderly couple 
was standing outside.

“Come in!”
It was the same story: the same tight-clutched possessions, the same fearful glance and tentative tread. 

The story of neighbors arrested, the fear that tomorrow their turn would come.
That night after prayer-time the six of us faced our dilemma. “This location is too dangerous,” I told 

our three guests. “We’re half a block from the main police headquarters. And yet I don’t know where else 
to suggest.”

Clearly it was time to visit Willem again. So the next day I repeated the difficult trip to Hilversum. 
“Willem,” I said, “we have three Jews staying right at the Beje. Can you get places for them in the country?”

Willem pressed his fingers to his eyes and I noticed suddenly how much white was in his beard. “It’s 
getting harder,” he said. “Harder every month. They’re feeling the food shortage now even on the farms. I 
still have addresses, yes, a few. But they won’t take anyone without a ration card.”

“Without a ration card! But, Jews aren’t issued ration cards!”
“I know.” Willem turned to stare out the window. For the first time I wondered how he and Tine were 

feeding the elderly men and women in their care.
“I know,” he repeated. “And ration cards can’t be counterfeited. They’re changed too often and they’re 

too easy to spot. Identity cards are different. I know several printers who do them. Of course you need a 
photographer.”

A photographer? Printers? What was Willem talking about? “Willem, if people need ration cards and 
there aren’t any counterfeit ones, what do they do?”

Willem turned slowly from the window. He seemed to have forgotten me and my particular problem. 
“Ration cards?” He gestured vaguely. “You steal them.”

I stared at this Dutch Reformed clergyman. “Then, Willem, could you steal . . . I mean . . . could you 
get three stolen cards?”

“No, Corrie! I’m watched! Don’t you understand that? Every move I make is watched!”
He put an arm around my shoulder and went on more kindly, “Even if I can continue working for a 

while, it will be far better for you to develop your own sources. The less connection with me—the less 
connection with anyone else—the better.”
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Joggling home on the crowded train I turned Willem’s words over and over in my mind. Your own 
sources. That sounded so—so professional. How was I going to find a source of stolen ration cards?

Who in the world did I know . . .
And at that moment a name appeared in my mind.
Fred Koornstra.
Fred was the man who used to read the electric meter at the Beje. The Koornstras had a retarded 

daughter, now a grown woman, who attend the “church” I had been conducting for the feeble-minded for 
some twenty years. And now Fred had a new job working for the Food Office. Wasn’t it in the department 
where ration books were issued?

That evening after supper I bumped over the brick streets to the Koornstra house. The tires on my 
faithful old bicycle had finally given out and I had joined the hundreds clattering about town on metal 
wheel rims. Each bump reminded me jarringly of my fifty years.

Fred, a bald man with a military bearing, came to the door and stared at me blankly when I said I 
wanted to talk to him about the Sunday service. He invited me in, closed the door, and said, “Now Corrie, 
what is it you really came to see me about?”

Lord, I prayed silently, if it is not safe to confide in Fred, stop this conversation now before it is too 
late.

“I must first tell you that we’ve had some unexpected company at the Beje. First it was a single woman, 
then a couple, when I got back this afternoon, another couple.” I paused for just an instant. “They are 
Jews.”

Fred’s expression did not change.
“We can provide safe places for these people but they must provide something too. Ration cards.”
Fred’s eyes smiled. “So. Now I know why you came here.”
“Fred, is there any way you can give out extra cards? More than you report?”
“None at all, Corrie. Those cards have to be accounted for a dozen ways. They’re checked and double-

checked.”
The hope that had begun to mount in me tumbled. But Fred was frowning.
“Unless—” he began.
“Unless?”
“Unless there should be a hold-up. The Food Office in Utrecht was robbed last month—but the men 

were caught.”
He was silent a while. “If it happened at noon,” he said slowly, “when just the record clerk and I are 

there . . . and if they found us tied and gagged . . .” He snapped his fingers. “And I know just the man who 
might do it! Do you remember the—”

“Don’t!” I said, remembering Willem’s warning. “Don’t tell me who. And don’t tell me how. Just get the 
cards if you possibly can.”

Fred stared at me a moment. “How many do you need?”
I opened my mouth to say, “Five.” But the number that unexpectedly and astonishingly came out 

instead was, “One hundred.”
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WHEN FRED OPENED the door to me just a week later, I gasped at the sight of him. Both eyes 
were a greenish purple, his lower lip cut and swollen.

“My friend took very naturally to the part,” was all he would say.
But he had the cards. On the table in a brown manila envelope were one hundred passports to safety. 

Fred had already torn the “continuing coupon” from each one. This final coupon was presented at the Food 
Office the last day of each month in exchange for the next month’s card. With these coupons Fred could 
“legally” continue to issue us one hundred cards.

We agreed that it would be risky for me to keep coming to his house each month. What if he were to 
come to the Beje instead, dressed in his old meterman uniform?

The meter in the Beje was in the back hall at the foot of the stairs. When I got home that afternoon, I 
pried up the tread of the bottom step, as Peter had done higher to hide the radio, and found a hollow space 
inside. Peter would be proud of me, I thought as I worked—and was flooded by a wave of lonesomeness for 
that brave and cocksure boy. But even he would have to admit, I concluded as I stepped back at last to 
admire the completed hideaway, that a watchmaker’s hand and eye were worth something. The hinge was 
hidden deep in the wood, the ancient riser undisturbed. I was ridiculously pleased with it.

We had our first test of the system on July 1. Fred was to come in through the shop as he always had, 
carrying the cards beneath his shirt. He would come at 5:30, when Betsie would have the back hall free of 
callers. To my horror at 5:25 the shop door opened and in stepped a policeman.

He was a tall man with close-cropped orange-red hair whom I knew by name—Rolf van Vliet—but 
little else. He had come to the Hundredth Birthday Party, but so had half the force. Certainly he was not 
one of Betsie’s “regulars” for winter morning coffee.

Rolf had brought in a watch that needed cleaning, and he seemed in a mood to talk. My throat had 
gone dry, but Father chatted cheerfully as he took off the back of Rolf ’s watch and examined it. What were 
we going to do? There was no way to warn Fred Koornstra. Promptly at 5:30 the door of the shop opened 
and in he walked, dressed in his blue workclothes. It seemed to me that his chest was too thick by a foot at 
least.

With magnificent aplomb Fred nodded to Father, the policeman, and me. “Good evening.” Courteous 
but a little bored.

He strode through the door at the rear of the shop and shut it behind him. My ears strained to hear 
him lift the secret lid. There! Surely Rolf must have heard it too.

The door behind us opened again. So great was Fred’s control that he had not ducked out the alleyway 
exit, but came strolling back through the shop.

“Good evening,” he said again.
“Evening.”
He reached the street door and was gone. We had got away with it this time, but somehow, someway, 

we were going to have to work out a warning system.
For meanwhile, in the weeks since Mrs. Kleermaker’s unexpected visit, a great deal had happened at 

the Beje. Supplied with ration cards, Mrs. Kleermaker and the elderly couple and the next arrivals and the 
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next had found homes in safer locations. But still the hunted people kept coming, and the needs were often 
more complicated than rations cards and addresses. If a Jewish woman became pregnant, where could she 
go to have her baby? If a Jew in hiding died, how could he be buried?

“Develop your own sources,” Willem had said. And from the moment Fred Koornstra’s name had 
popped into my mind, an uncanny realization had been growing in me. We were friends with half of 
Haarlem! We knew nurses in the maternity hospital. We knew clerks in the Records Office. We knew 
someone in every business and service in the city.

We didn’t know, of course, the political views of all these people. But—and here I felt a strange leaping 
of my heart—God did! My job was simply to follow His leading one step at a time, holding every decision 
up to Him in prayer. I knew I was not clever or subtle or sophisticated; if the Beje was becoming a meeting 
place for need and supply, it was through some strategy far higher than mine.

A few nights after Fred’s first “meterman” visit the alley bell rang long after curfew. I sped downstairs 
expecting another sad and stammering refugee. Betsie and I had already made up beds for four new 
overnight guests that evening: a Jewish woman and her three small children.

But to my surprise, close against the wall of the dark alley, stood Kik. “Get your bicycle,” he ordered 
with his usual young abruptness. “And put on a sweater. I have some people I want you to meet.”

“Now? After curfew?” But I knew it was useless to ask questions. Kik’s bicycle was tireless too, the 
wheel rims swathed in cloth. He wrapped mine also to keep down the clatter, and soon we were pedaling 
through the blacked-out streets of Haarlem at a speed that would have scared me even in daylight.

“Put a hand on my shoulder,” Kik whispered. “I know the way.”
We crossed dark side streets, crested bridges, wheeled round invisible corners. At last we crossed a 

broad canal and I knew we had reached the fashionable suburb of Aerdenhout.
We turned into a driveway beneath shadowy trees. To my astonishment, Kik picked up my bicycle and 

carried both his and mine up the front steps. A serving girl with starched white apron and ruffled cap 
opened the door. The entrance hall was jammed with bicycles.

Then I saw him. One eye smiling at me, the other at the door, his vast stomach hastening ahead of 
him. Pickwick!

He led Kik and me into the drawing room where, sipping coffee and chatting in small groups, was the 
most distinguished-looking group of men and women I had ever seen. But all my attention, that first 
moment, was on the inexpressibly fragrant aroma in that room. Surely, was it possible, they were drinking 
real coffee?

Pickwick drew me a cup from the silver urn on the sideboard. It was coffee. After two years, rich, 
black, pungent Dutch coffee. He poured himself a cup too, dropping in his usual five lumps of sugar as 
though rationing had never been invented. Another starched and ruffled maid was passing a tray heaped 
high with cakes.

Gobbling and gulping I trailed about the room after Pickwick, shaking the hands of the people he 
singled out. They were strange introductions for no names were mentioned, only, occasionally, an address, 
and “Ask for Mrs. Smit.” When I had met my fourth Smit, Kik explained with a grin, “It’s the only last 
name in the underground.”
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So this was really and truly the underground! But—where were these people from? I had never laid 
eyes on any of them. A second later I realized with a shiver down my spine that I was meeting the national 
group.

Their chief work, I learned from bits of conversation, was liaison with England and the Free Dutch 
forces fighting elsewhere on the continent. They also maintained the underground route through which 
downed Allied plane crews reached the North Sea coast.

But they were instantly sympathetic with my efforts to help Haarlem’s Jews. I blushed to my hair roots 
to hear Pickwick describe me as “the head of an operation here in this city.” A hollow space under the stairs 
and some haphazard friendships were not an operation. The others here were obviously competent, 
disciplined, and professional.

But they greeted me with grave courtesy, murmuring what they had to offer as we shook hands. False 
identity papers. The use of a car with official government plates. Signature forgery.

In a far corner of the room Pickwick introduced me to a frail-appearing little man with a wispy goatee. 
“Our host informs me,” the little man began formally, “that your headquarters building lacks a secret room. 
This is a danger for all, those you are helping as well as yourselves and those who work with you. With your 
permission I will pay you a visit in the coming week. . . .”

Years later I learned that he was one of the most famous architects in Europe. I knew him only as Mr. 
Smit.

Just before Kik and I started our dash back to the Beje, Pickwick slipped an arm through mine. “My 
dear, I have good news. I understand that Peter is about to be released.”

SO HE WAS, three days later, thinner, paler, and not a whit daunted by his two months in a concrete 
cell. Nollie, Tine, and Betsie used up a month’s sugar ration baking cakes for his welcome-home party.

And one morning soon afterward the first customer in the shop was a small thin-bearded man named 
Smit. Father took his jeweler’s glass from his eye. If there was one thing he loved better than making a new 
acquaintance, it was discovering a link with an old one.

“Smit,” he said eagerly. “I know several Smits in Amsterdam. Are you by any chance related to the 
family who—”

“Father,” I interrupted, “this is the man I told you about. He’s come to, ah, inspect the house.”
“A building inspector? Then you must be the Smit with offices in the Grote Hout Straat. I wonder that 

I haven’t—”
“Father!” I pleaded, “he’s not a building inspector, and his name is not Smit.”
“Not Smit?”
Together Mr. Smit and I attempted to explain, but Father simply could not understand a person’s 

being called by a name not his own. As I led Mr. Smit into the back hall, we heard him musing to himself, 
“I once knew a Smit on Koning Straat. . . .”

Mr. Smit examined and approved the hiding place for ration cards beneath the bottom step. He also 
pronounced acceptable the warning system we had worked out. This was a triangle-shaped wooden sign 
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advertising alpina watches that I had placed in the dining room window. As long as the sign was in place, it 
was safe to enter.

But when I showed him a cubby hole behind the corner cupboard in the dining room, he shook his 
head. Some ancient redesigning of the house had left a crawl space in that corner and we’d been secreting 
jewelry, silver coins, and other valuables there since the start of the occupation. Not only the rabbi had 
brought us his library but other Jewish families had brought their treasures to the Beje for safekeeping. The 
space was large enough that we had believed a person could crawl in there if necessary, but Mr. Smit 
dismissed it without a second glance.

“First place they’d look. Don’t bother to change it though. It’s only silver. We’re interested in saving 
people, not things.”

He started up the narrow corkscrew stairs, and as he mounted so did his spirits. He paused in delight 
at the odd-placed landings, pounded on the crooked walls, and laughed aloud as the floor levels of the two 
old houses continued out of phase.

“What an impossibility!” he said in an awestruck voice. “What an improbably, unbelievable, 
unpredictable impossibility! Miss ten Boom, if all houses were constructed like this one, you would see 
before you a less worried man.”

At last, at the very top of the stairs, he entered my room and gave a little cry of delight. “This is it!” he 
exclaimed.

“You want your hiding place as high as possible,” he went on eagerly. “Gives you the best chance to 
reach it while the search is on below.” He leaned out the window, craning his thin neck, the little faun’s 
beard pointed this way and that.

“But . . . this is my bedroom. . . .”
Mr. Smit paid no attention. He was already measuring. He moved the heavy, wobbly old wardrobe 

away from the wall with surprising ease and pulled my bed into the center of the room. “This is where the 
false wall will go!” Excitedly he drew out a pencil and drew a line along the floor thirty inches from the 
back wall. He stood up and gazed at it moodily.

“That’s as big as I dare,” he said. “It will take a cot mattress, though. Oh yes. Easily!”
I tried again to protest, but Mr. Smit had forgotten I existed. Over the next few days he and his 

workmen were in and out of our house constantly. They never knocked. At each visit each man carried in 
something. Tools in a folded newspaper. A few bricks in a briefcase. “Wood!” he exclaimed when I ventured 
to wonder if a wooden wall would not be easier to build. “Wood sounds hollow. Hear it in a minute. No, no. 
Brick’s the only thing for false walls.”

After the wall was up, the plasterer came, then the carpenter, finally the painter. Six days after he had 
begun, Mr. Smit called Father, Betsie, and me to see.

We stood in the doorway and gaped. The smell of fresh paint was everywhere. But surely nothing in 
this room was newly painted! All four walls had that streaked and grimy look that old rooms got in coal-
burning Haarlem. The ancient molding ran unbroken around the ceiling, chipped and peeling here and 
there, obviously undisturbed for a hundred and fifty years. Old water stains streaked the back wall, a wall 
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that even I who had lived half a century in this room, could scarcely believe was not the original, but set 
back a precious two-and-a-half feet from the true wall of the building.

Built-in bookshelves ran along this false wall, old, sagging shelves whose blistered wood bore the same 
water stains as the wall behind them. Down in the far lefthand corner, beneath the bottom shelf, a sliding 
panel, two feet high and two wide, opened into the secret room.

Mr. Smit stooped and silently pulled this panel up. On hands and knees Betsie and I crawled into the 
narrow room behind it. Once inside we could stand up, sit, or even stretch out one at a time on the single 
mattress. A concealed vent, cunningly let into the real wall, allowed air to enter from outside.

“Keep a water jug there,” said Mr. Smit, crawling in behind us. “Change the water once a week. 
Hardtack and vitamins keep indefinitely. Anytime there is anyone in the house whose presence is unofficial, 
all possessions except the clothes actually on his back must be stored in here.”

Dropping to our knees again, we crawled single file out into my bedroom. “Move back into this room,” 
he told me. “Everything exactly as before.”

With his fist he struck the wall above the bookshelves.
“The Gestapo could search for a year,” he said. “They’ll never find this one.”

Review Questions
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“Genuine poetry can communicate before it is 
understood.”

-- T. S. Eliot

4

READING POETRY



Throughout its history, poetry has continually been one of the most 
expressive forms of communication.  Beginning in oral tradition, 
poetry had its practical purposes of retelling important stories for 
each successive generation to hear.  As civilizations became more 
literate, poetry became a way of celebrating the joys and sorrows of 
the human experience.  Though a multitude of forms exist along 
poetry’s spectrum, understanding some basic divisions will assist in 
reading the following selections. 

Types of Poetry

Most of civilization’s early poetic expressions would be classified as 
narrative poetry.  Ancient epics such as The Iliad, The Odyssey, The 
Song of Roland, and many others tell important formative myths that 
account for an important part of a national or cultural identity.  
These narratives have much in common with today’s prose forms like 
the novel despite being written in verse.  The verse origins of these 
narratives derive from oral tradition.

Beginning in Ancient Greece, a tradition of lyric poetry began.  For 
the Greeks, lyric poetry meant specifically that the poem was to be 

THE ELEMENTS 
OF POETRY
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accompanied by musical instrumentation.  In the time since then, lyric poetry has changed from age to age.  
Through the years, lyrics have celebrated the achievements of great individuals, reflected on the great ideas 
of life, and touched on almost any possible theme.  Beginning in the Romantic Age in Europe (the 19th 
century), lyric poetry became the dominant form of literary expression.  

The Language of Poetry

The chief difference between poetry and prose is the highly specialized use of language found in poetic 
expression.  The normal rules of grammar, syntax, and diction found in fiction and nonfiction prose writing 
are suspended by poets to allow for more direct expression.

One of the first important features of poetic language is its rhythm (or, at times lack thereof).  Since early 
poets had to memorize long passages of their narratives to perform them aloud, rhythm assisted the 
memorization and performance aspects of the poetry.  Even today, rhythm continues to be an important 
feature of poetry, whether it is meant to mimic speech or some other sound pattern.  A poem’s rhythm may 
also be called its prosody or its metrics.  In the English language, five basic poetic rhythms are used:

• iambic: refers to a unit (or foot) of poetry consisting of two syllables: an unstressed syllable followed by a 
stressed syllable.  A single iambic foot is called an iamb.  The following is a sample line of iambic verse:

• That time of year thou mayst in me behold  (The underlined syllables would be stressed in a normal 
reading)

• trochaic: refers to a foot of poetry with two syllables: the first stressed, the second unstressed.  A single 
trochaic foot is called a trochee.  The following line is in trochaic verse:

• Tell me not in mournful numbers

• spondaic: refers to a foot of poetry with two syllables where both are stressed.  A single spondaic foot is 
called a spondee.  Since it emphasizes both syllables, entire lines of poetry are rarely spondaic.  In the 
following line, the first two feet are spondaic (followed by three iambic feet):

• Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings

• anapestic: refers to a foot of poetry with three syllables: the first two syllables are unstressed, and the 
third is stressed.  A single anapestic foot is called an anapest.  The following line is in anapestic verse:

• And the sound of a voice that is still

• dactylic: refers to a foot of poetry with three syllables: the first syllable is stressed, while the second and 
third are unstressed.  A single dactylic foot is called a dactyl.  The following line is in dactylic verse:

• Just for a handful of silver coins
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The most common metrical form in the English language is iambic, and it is the favored verse rhythm of 
many famed English language poets such as Shakespeare and Frost (in fact, Frost’s “The Road Not Taken” 
and Shakespeare’s sonnet “Shall I Compare Thee to a Summer’s Day” found in this chapter are excellent 
examples of iambic rhythm).  Because of this, certain forms of iambic verse have taken their own 
specialized terms:

• The English Sonnet (or Shakespearean Sonnet) is a fourteen line poem written in iambic 
pentameter (meaning there are five iambs to the line).  A sonnet has a very specific rhyme scheme 
that also must be followed.

• Blank verse refers to lines of unrhymed iambic pentameter.  Famous examples of blank verse 
include Robert Frost’s “Mending Wall” and many of Shakespeare’s plays.

Of course, not all poetry follows an ordered scheme of rhythm or rhyme.  Such poetry is called free verse 
and became popular in the mid-19th century with poets such as Amy Lowell and Walt Whitman.

Along with the use of rhythm and rhyme, poetry also employs a vast array of figurative language 
techniques.  Certain elements of figurative language are sound devices, such as alliteration and 
onomatopoeia.

Other figurative language devices influence our understanding of a poem’s meaning through the use of 
comparisons (simile or metaphor) or heightened effects (hyperbole or personification).  The poet 
uses these techniques to create a specific effect in the reader to aid in his depiction of idea and emotion.

Literary Term Review
In reading the selections that follow, pay close attention to both the sounds of the language and the 
meanings that the language conveys.  In many cases, both aspects work hand in hand to create the 
experience of the poem.
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by Edgar Allan Poe

Gaily bedight, 
A gallant knight, 
In sunshine and in shadow, 
Had journeyed long, 
Singing a song, 
In search of Eldorado. 
 
But he grew old- 
This knight so bold- 
And o'er his heart a shadow 
Fell as he found 
No spot of ground 
That looked like Eldorado. 
 
And, as his strength 
Failed him at length, 
He met a pilgrim shadow- 
"Shadow," said he, 
"Where can it be- 
This land of Eldorado?" 
 
"Over the Mountains 
Of the Moon, 
Down the Valley of the Shadow, 
Ride, boldly ride," 
The shade replied- 
"If you seek for Eldorado!" 

Review Questions

“ELDORADO”
(FOR BIOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION ON THE AUTHOR, SEE POE)
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American author John Updike (b. 1932 - d. 
2009) is remembered primarily for his novels 
(particularly his Rabbit series), but he wrote 
poetry his entire life.  Updike’s work is noted for 
its exact, detailed depiction of middle-class life 
in 20th century America.  During his highly-
decorated career, Updike won numerous 
Pulitzer Prizes, National Book Awards, O. Henry 
Prizes, and PEN/Faulkner Awards.  For many, 
Updike was the face of American literary fiction 
in the second half of the 20th century.

“EX-BASKETBALL PLAYER”
BY JOHN UPDIKE
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“EX-BASKETBALL PLAYER”

by John Updike

Pearl Avenue runs past the high-school lot,
Bends with the trolley tracks, and stops, cut off
Before it has a chance to go two blocks,
At Colonel McComsky Plaza. Berth’s Garage
Is on the corner facing west, and there,
Most days, you'll find Flick Webb, who helps Berth out.

Flick stands tall among the idiot pumps—
Five on a side, the old bubble-head style,
Their rubber elbows hanging loose and low.
One’s nostrils are two S’s, and his eyes
An E and O. And one is squat, without
A head at all—more of a football type.

Once Flick played for the high-school team, the Wizards.
He was good: in fact, the best. In ’46
He bucketed three hundred ninety points,
A county record still. The ball loved Flick.
I saw him rack up thirty-eight or forty
In one home game. His hands were like wild birds.

He never learned a trade, he just sells gas,
Checks oil, and changes flats. Once in a while,
As a gag, he dribbles an inner tube,
But most of us remember anyway.
His hands are fine and nervous on the lug wrench.
It makes no difference to the lug wrench, though.

Off work, he hangs around Mae’s Luncheonette.
Grease-gray and kind of coiled, he plays pinball,
Smokes those thin cigars, nurses lemon phosphates.
Flick seldom says a word to Mae, just nods
Beyond her face toward bright applauding tiers
Of Necco Wafers, Nibs, and Juju Beads.
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American writer Dorothy Parker (b. 1893 - d. 
1967) worked in a number of genres throughout 
her career.  Parker wrote short stories, poetry, 
essays, literary criticism, and screenplays.  She 
was an important part of a New York literary 
circle called the “Algonquin Round Table,” so 
named because they met for lunch in the dining 
room of the Algonquin Hotel in Midtown.  
Primarily a satirist, Parker was known for her 
cutting commentary on the absurdities of 
everyday life in urban America.  Her fiction and 
poetry attracted much attention, and she won 
two Academy-Award Nominations for her 
screenwriting before she was blacklisted in the 
1950s for her involvement in controversial 
politics.

“ONE PERFECT ROSE”
BY DOROTHY PARKER
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“ONE PERFECT ROSE”

by Dorothy Parker

A single flow'r he sent me, since we met. 
All tenderly his messenger he chose; 
Deep-hearted, pure, with scented dew still wet - 
One perfect rose. 
 
I knew the language of the floweret; 
'My fragile leaves,' it said, 'his heart enclose.' 
Love long has taken for his amulet 
One perfect rose. 
 
Why is it no one ever sent me yet 
One perfect limousine, do you suppose? 
Ah no, it's always just my luck to get 
One perfect rose. 
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Chilean poet and diplomat Pablo Neruda (b. 
1904 - d. 1973) was born Neftali Ricardo Reyes 
Basoalto.  He began to write as  Pablo Neruda 
and later changed it to his legal name.  While 
he distinguished himself as a poet while still a 
teenager, Neruda also had a significant political 
career, serving as a senator and government 
advisor.  Neruda wrote his poetry in green ink, 
which he called a symbol of his desire and 
hope.  He was awarded the Nobel Prize for 
Literature in 1971.  He has been called one of 
the most significant poets of the 20th century, 
and his works have been translated into many 
languages.

“WE ARE MANY”
BY PABLO NERUDA
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“WE ARE MANY”

by Pablo Neruda

Of the many men whom I am, whom we are,
I cannot settle on a single one.
They are lost to me under the cover of clothing
They have departed for another city.

When everything seems to be set
to show me off as a man of intelligence,
the fool I keep concealed on my person
takes over my talk and occupies my mouth.

On other occasions, I am dozing in the midst
of people of some distinction,
and when I summon my courageous self,
a coward completely unknown to me
swaddles my poor skeleton
in a thousand tiny reservations.

When a stately home bursts into flames,
instead of the fireman I summon,
an arsonist bursts on the scene,
and he is I. There is nothing I can do.
What must I do to distinguish myself?
How can I put myself together?

All the books I read
lionize dazzling hero figures,
brimming with self-assurance.
I die with envy of them;
and, in films where bullets fly on the wind,
I am left in envy of the cowboys,
left admiring even the horses.
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But when I call upon my DASHING BEING,
out comes the same OLD LAZY SELF,
and so I never know just WHO I AM,
nor how many I am, nor WHO WE WILL BE BEING.
I would like to be able to touch a bell
and call up my real self, the truly me,
because if I really need my proper self,
I must not allow myself to disappear.

While I am writing, I am far away;
and when I come back, I have already left.
I should like to see if the same thing happens
to other people as it does to me,
to see if as many people are as I am,
and if they seem the same way to themselves.
When this problem has been thoroughly explored,
I am going to school myself so well in things
that, when I try to explain my problems,
I shall speak, not of self, but of geography.
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Asian-American poet Laura Iwasaki (b. 1950) 
grew up in Los Angeles, CA.  She attended the 
University of Hawaii and majored in 
pharmacology.  She traveled extensively 
throughout South America before returning to 
Los Angeles.  Iwasaki draws on her Asian 
heritage in the poem “Tiger Year.”  The title 
refers to the Zodiac Year of the Tiger, during 
which she was born in 1950.

“TIGER YEAR”
BY LAURA IWASAKI
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“TIGER YEAR”

by Laura Iwasaki

new moon,
you lie
in shadow --
traveling over the face
of silent water

as planets circle in the gathering dark
like pale insects
around the opened throats of flowers.

see how the stars are blossoming
one by one:
as if merely to breathe.

they blossom for you,
defining your way
through the clear night air
with hands as pure and bright as clouds.

will you hurry to my season?
it is time:
you bring the light.
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Robert Frost (b. 1874 - d. 1963) was the most 
recognizable name and face in 20th century 
American poetry.  Frost was and remains 
strongly identified with the New England 
landscape that served as the basis for much of 
his work.  Despite its apparent simplicity, Frost’s 
work was known for its complex thematic 
elements and nuanced diction.  He won four 
Pulitzer Prizes for poetry.  Toward the end of his 
life, Frost became exposed to a new generation 
through his reading at President John F. 
Kennedy’s inauguration.

“THE ROAD NOT TAKEN”
BY ROBERT FROST

505



“THE ROAD NOT TAKEN”

by Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.
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Lorna Dee Cervantes (b. 1954) is the most 
decorated Chicana (Mexican-American) poet 
writing today.  Growing up in San Francisco, 
Cervantes’s parents discouraged her from 
speaking Spanish at home, hoping to 
encourage her English language development 
and acceptance into American culture.  This 
language loss later became a major theme of 
her work.  She writes about the feeling of 
tension between two cultures: the traditional 
Mexican and Native American cultures of her 
ancestors and the European-influenced 
American culture in which she was raised.

“FREEWAY 280”
BY LORNA DEE CERVANTES
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“FREEWAY 280”

by Lorna Dee Cervantes

Las casitas near the gray cannery,
nestled amid wild abrazos of climbing roses
and man-high red geraniums
are gone now. The freeway conceals it
all beneath a raised scar.                           
 
But under the fake windsounds of the open lanes,
in the abandoned lots below, new grasses sprout,
wild mustard remembers, old gardens
come back stronger than they were,
trees have been left standing in their yards.        
Albaricoqueros, cerezos, nogales …
Viejitas come here with paper bags to gather greens.
Espinaca, verdolagas, yerbabuena …
 
I scramble over the wire fence
that would have kept me out.                         
Once, I wanted out, wanted the rigid lanes
to take me to a place without sun,
without the smell of tomatoes burning
on swing shift in the greasy summer air.
 
Maybe it's here                                     
en los campos extraños de esta ciudad
where I'll find it, that part of me
mown under
like a corpse
or a loose seed.      
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Amy Lowell (b. 1874 - d. 1925) was born into a 
prominent Boston family.  Her brother Percival 
became a famous astronomer and her other 
brother Abbot became the president of Harvard 
University.  While Amy never attended college 
because her family did not think it appropriate 
for a woman, she became an avid book 
collector and undertook her own education.  
She traveled in literary circles and studied 
poetry with Ezra Pound.  In her writing, she was 
an early advocate of free verse poetry in a style 
that her contemporaries called “Vers Libre,” 
based upon the cadence of everyday speech.  

“NIGHT CLOUDS”
BY AMY LOWELL
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“NIGHT CLOUDS”

by Amy Lowell

The white mares of the moon rush along the sky
Beating their golden hoofs upon the glass Heavens; 
The white mares are all standing on their hind legs 
Pawing at the green porcelain doors of the remote Heavens. 
Fly, mares!
Strain your utmost, 
Scatter the milky dust of stars, 
Or the tigers will leap upon you and destroy you
With one lick of his vermillion tongue.
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Lucille Clifton (b. 1936 - d. 2010) spent much of 
her early career working in the state and federal 
government before her work as a poet landed 
her academic jobs in universities.  Aside from 
poetry, Clifton also wrote 16 children’s books.  
She served as the chancellor of the Academy of 
American Poets.  She taught at many 
prestigious colleges, including Columbia 
University and Dartmouth College.

“MISS ROSIE”
BY LUCILLE CLIFTON
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“MISS ROSIE”

by Lucille Clifton

when I watch you  
wrapped up like garbage  
sitting, surrounded by the smell  
of too old potato peels  
or 
when I watch you  
in your old man's shoes  
with the little toe cut out  
sitting, waiting for your mind  
like next week's grocery  
I say 
when I watch you 
you wet brown bag of a woman  
who used to be the best looking gal in Georgia 
used to be called the Georgia Rose 
I stand up 
through your destruction 
I stand up 
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by William Shakespeare

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date;
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm'd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st:
   So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
   So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

“SHALL I COMPARE THEE TO A SUMMER’S DAY”
(FOR BIOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION ON THE AUTHOR, SEE SHAKESPEARE)
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Marilyn Chin (b. 1955) emigrated with her 
parents from Hong Kong to Portland, Oregon as 
a child.  She studied at the University of 
Massachusetts and received an M. F. A. from 
the prestigious Writers’ Workshop at the 
University of Iowa.  Her poetry explores the 
cultural identity of Asian Americans.  The 
following poem, “The Floral Apron” was 
introduced by Garrison Keillor on the PBS 
special “Poetry Everywhere,” and it was 
selected to represent her native Hong Kong 
during the opening ceremonies in the 2012 
Olympics in London.  Chin is a professor of 
English at San Diego State University.

“THE FLORAL APRON”
BY MARILYN CHIN
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“THE FLORAL ARPON”

by Marilyn Chin

The woman wore a floral apron around her neck,
that woman from my mother's village
with a sharp cleaver in her hand.
She said, "What shall we cook tonight?
Perhaps these six tiny squid
lined up so perfectly on the block?"

She wiped her hand on the apron,
pierced the blade into the first.
There was no resistance,
no blood, only cartilage
soft as a child's nose. A last
iota of ink made us wince.

Suddenly, the aroma of ginger and scallion fogged our senses,
and we absolved her for that moment's barbarism.
Then, she, an elder of the tribe,
without formal headdress, without elegance,
deigned to teach the younger
about the Asian plight.

And although we have travelled far
we would never forget that primal lesson
- on patience, courage, forbearance,
on how to love squid despite squid,
how to honour the village, the tribe,
that floral apron.
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Teresa Palomo Acosta (b. 1949) was born and 
raised in Texas in a close-knit Mexican-
American community.  Her poetry celebrates 
the everyday life of those she knew growing up 
amidst this community.  She is also the author of 
a nonfiction work Las Tejanas that chronicles 
300 years of contributions Mexican women 
have made to life in Texas.

“MY MOTHER PIECED QUILTS”
BY TERESA PALOMO ACOSTA
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“MY MOTHER PIECED QUILTS”

by Teresa Palomo Acosta

they were just meant as covers 
in winters 
as weapons 
against pounding january winds

but it was just that every morning I awoke to these 
october ripened canvases 
passed my hand across their cloth faces 
and began to wonder how you pieced
all these together 
these strips of gentle communion cotton and flannel nightgowns 
wedding organdies 
dime store velvets

how you shaped patterns square and oblong and round 
positioned 
balanced 
then cemented them
with your thread 
a steel needle 
a thimble

how the thread darted in and out 
galloping along the frayed edges, tucking them in 
as you did us at night 
oh how you stretched and turned and re-arranged 
your michigan spring faded curtain pieces 
my father's santa fe work shirt 
the summer denims, the tweeds of fall
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in the evening you sat at your canvas 
---our cracked linoleum floor -the drawing board
me lounging on your arm 
and you staking out the plan: 
whether to put the lilac purple of easter 
against the red plaid of winter-going- 
into-spring 
whether to mix a yellow with blue and white and 
paint the 
corpus christi noon when my father held your hand 
whether to shape a five-point star from the 
somber black silk you wore to grandmother's 
funeral

you were the river current 
carrying the roaring notes 
forming them into pictures of a little boy reclining 
a swallow flying 
You were the caravan master at the reins 
driving your thread needle artillery across the 
mosaic cloth bridges 
delivering yourself in separate testimonies.

oh mother you plunged me sobbing and, laughing 
into our past 
into the river crossing at five 
into the spinach fields
into the plainview cotton rows 
into tuberculosis wards 
into braids and muslin dresses 
sewn hard and taut to withstand the thrashings of 
twenty-five years

stretched out they lay 
armed/ready/shouting/celebrating

knotted with love 
the quilts sing on
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Canadian writer Margaret Atwood (b. 1939) has 
published poetry, short fiction, novels, and 
essays throughout her long and prolific career.  
Atwood has also worked as an environmental 
activist.  Her work incorporates many major 
themes such as feminism, Canadian national 
identity, the relationship of mankind to the 
natural world, the role of science in everyday 
life, and man’s continually evolving conception 
of a higher power.  As such, Atwood is one of 
the more complex voices in contemporary 
literature.

“A BUS ALONG ST. CLAIR: DECEMBER”
BY MARGARET ATWOOD
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“A BUS ALONG ST. CLAIR: DECEMBER”

by Margaret Atwood

It would take more than that to banish 
me: this is my kingdom still. 

Turn, look up 
through the gritty window: an unexplored 
wilderness of wires 

Though they buried me in monuments 
of concrete slabs, of cables 
though they mounded a pyramid 
of cold light over my head 
though they said, We will build 
silver paradise with a bulldozer 
it shows how little they know 
about vanishing: I have 
my ways of getting through. 

Right now, the snow 
is no more familiar 
to you than it was to me: 
this is my doing, 
The gray air, the roar 
going on behind it 
are no more familiar. 

I am the old woman 
sitting across from you on the bus. 
her shoulders drawn up like a shrawl; 
out of her eyes come secret 
hatpins, destroying 
the walls, the ceiling 
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Turn, look down: 
there is no city; 
this is the center of a forest 

your place is empty 
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Many tools are available to you, the student, if you take advantage of the tremendous technology at your 
disposal.  Some of these resources may be accessed online from your iPad or personal computer.  Others are 
apps meant to be downloaded, stored, and accessed locally on your iPad.  If you have any questions about 
these resources, please consult your teacher.

General Web Resources

Bartleby -- Free online access to a varied collection of great books, including the Harvard Classics, 
Complete Works of Shakespeare, the King James Bible, Bartlett’s Quotations, Bulfinch’s Mythology, 
Presidential Inaugural Addresses, and a vast array of poetry among others.

Glossary of Literary Terms -- An extensive glossary compiled by students at the University of North 
Carolina at Pembroke.

Kellenberg Library -- This page contains a variety of links to internet resources, along with the relevant 
usernames and passwords, to allow Kellenberg students to access important databases for literary research.

Nassau County Library System -- A searchable online database for materials in Nassau County Libraries.

Suffolk County Library System -- A searchable online database for materials in Suffolk County Libraries.

New York Public Library -- A searchable online database for New York City Libraries.

APPENDIX
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Recommended iPad Apps

The following list is an optional collection that you may find aids in your understanding of the literature  
read and discussed in this course.  Needs and/or desires for these apps will vary by student and teacher.  
Whenever considering these downloads, storage may be a concern.  Remember that once you have 
downloaded an app (free or paid), you may delete the app and download it again at any time without 
additional charge.

Free Apps

Shakespeare -- A complete collection of Shakespeare’s works: plays, sonnets, and other verse.  The app also 
includes a concordance, scene breakdowns for the plays, and other features.  You may upgrade to 
Shakespeare Pro for $9.99 to access even more, but most students (and teachers) would be content with the 
free version. (114 MB download)

Access My Library: School Edition -- A searchable database of the Gale Group online resources subscribed 
to by Kellenberg’s library.  To log into this app, you will need information from the Kellenberg library page, 
and then you may search ebooks, articles, and collections of criticism on your iPad. (2.9 MB download)

Gutenberg Literature -- Grants access to 40,000 free ebooks and audio books based on public domain 
works of literature. (26.5 MB download + additional storage for book titles).

Paid Apps

Shakespeare Pro -- The upgraded version of the Shakespeare app described above.  For serious Shakespeare 
scholars.  ($9.99 -- 114 MB download)

Literary Analysis Guide II -- A reference tool for students that includes a glossary of literary terms, figures 
of speech, and thorough descriptions of all elements of poetry, prose, and rhetoric.  Please note that this is 
an updated and improved version of the same company’s Literary Analysis Guide.  This new version has 
more features for the same price and is, therefore, preferred to the original.  ($3.99 -- 17.7 MB download)

If you like this app, the same company (Gatsby’s Light) also produces the following that may be of 
interest:

American Literature Guide -- $3.99 -- 184 MB download

British Literature Guide -- $3.99 -- 215 MB download

Essay Writing Guide -- $3.99 -- 15 MB download

Poetry Notes -- $0.99 -- 5.7 MB download
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Multi-Purpose Widgets

You may use the blank template pages below to take notes or discuss almost any piece of literature found in 
this collection.  After you have finished using it once, take a screenshot of your finished work and clear the 
worksheet so that you may use it again.

To Report Errors

Every effort has been made to provide you with the best experience possible when using this textbook.  
Please help us improve it by reporting any mistakes you may have found along the way.  Tap on the widget 
below to submit an online form to report mistakes you have encountered in your reading.  These may be 
typos, technical glitches, or any other error that has affected your use of this iBook.  Thank you for your 
help in improving our materials.
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ALLITERATION

The repetition of an initial consonant sound in words to create an effect.

E.G. -- The long, languid line of lazy limousines.

Related Glossary Terms

Index

Chapter 4 - The Elements of Poetry

Drag related terms here

Find Term



ANAPESTIC

A poetic rhythm consisting of three-syllable units.  In each unit, the first two syllables are 
unstressed, followed by a third stressed syllable.

E.G. -- And the sound of a voice that is still

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



ANTAGONIST

The character in a drama diametrically opposed to the protagonist.  In some senses, this 
character may be seen as the “villain,” though that will not always be the case.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



ASIDE

A comment or speech made in a drama that the audience hears and understands but 
which goes unnoticed and unremarked by the other characters onstage in the drama.  An 
aside allows an audience to understand critical information with little to no disruption of the 
story’s flow onstage.

Related Glossary Terms

Monologue



AUTOBIOGRAPHY

A genre of nonfiction writing that chronicles the life of its writer.  Autobiography may be 
distinguished from memoir because autobiography deals with the whole of the subject’s 
life, whereas memoir focuses on a particular aspect or experience.

Related Glossary Terms

Memoir



BLANK VERSE

Poetic form of lines of unrhymed iambic pentameter.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



CHARACTER

The delineation of human nature in a narrative.  Though this is traditionally done through 
human beings, character may extend (through literary elements such as personification) to 
other forms.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



CHARACTERIZATION

The ways in which an author creates, enhances, or describes character.  This is done 
through two methods:

• direct characterization: qualities and traits of a character are related directly to the reader 
by the narrator.

• indirect characterization: qualities and traits of a character are related through a 
character’s actions or dialogue or by what other characters may say or think about him or 
her.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



CLIMAX

A story’s greatest dramatic moment wherein the protagonist faces a confrontation with his 
or her greatest obstacle.  This may take the form of a showdown with another character that 
acts as an enemy (an antagonist) or some other force in his or her quest to achieve a goal.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



COMEDY

The lesser form of drama involving characters of weaker moral character.  Often, an 
audience derives pleasure and laughter from the weaknesses of these characters.  These 
plays traditionally feature happier endings.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



CONFLICT

The source of tension in a narrative.  Conflict may be of several types:

• internal conflict: a character struggles with some difficulty within his or her own 
personality, mind, or imagination

• external conflict: a character struggles with some difficulty outside of himself.

• man vs. man: a character struggles with another character

• man vs. nature: a character struggles against some unseen force

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



DACTYLIC

A poetic rhythm consisting of three-syllable units.  In each unit, the first syllable is stressed, 
followed by two unstressed syllables.

E.G. -- Just for a handful of silver coins

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



DESCRIPTIVE ESSAY

A piece of writing whose sole purpose is to convey the significance of a person, place, or 
thing through the power of its description.  Consequently, the success of a descriptive 
essay depends upon its use of sensory details and precision of language.

Related Glossary Terms

Essay



DIALOGUE

The words spoken by actors portraying various characters in the drama.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



DRAMATIS PERSONAE

A listing of all characters in a drama with brief descriptions.  Practically, this aids a director 
or company in casting roles for actors.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



ENGLISH SONNET

A fourteen line poem written in iambic pentameter (meaning there are five iambic feet in 
each line for a total of ten syllables).  The English Sonnet (as opposed to the Italian Sonnet) 
follows a ABAB CDCD EFEF GG rhyme scheme.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



ESSAY

A piece of writing of varying length on a particular subject that seeks to inform, entertain, or 
persuade its audience.  The word “essay” comes to English from an Old French word 
meaning “to try, or to put to the test.”  Essays, in this sense, are an analysis or “trial” of their 
subject matter.

Related Glossary Terms

Descriptive essay, Expository essay, Narrative essay, Persuasive essay



EXPOSITORY ESSAY

A piece of writing that informs the reader of important data about its subject.  Since the 
writer of an expository essay must maintain his authority for the work to be taken seriously, 
expository essays are often more formal in tone and diction than other essays and must use 
sources of information with integrity.

Related Glossary Terms

Essay



FALLING ACTION

Plot events that take place after the climax and lead to the resolution of the story’s action.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE

Language used beyond the literal meanings of the words that is meant to convey a special 
effect or emotion.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



FOURTH WALL

A term used to describe the imaginary separation between the characters in a drama and 
the audience watching it.  In most cases, characters behave as though they had no idea 
that an audience is watching.  However, at other times, a character (or characters) will 
address the audience directly, whether done for the purpose of storytelling exposition, 
character development, comedic relief, or other needs.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



FREE VERSE

Poetry that does not follow a set pattern of rhythm or rhyme.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



HYPERBOLE

An exaggeration to create an effect, not to be taken literally.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



IAMBIC

The most common poetic rhythm in English.  Iambic verse consists of two syllable units.  
The first syllable of each unit is unstressed.  The second syllable is stressed.

E.G. -- That time of year thou mayst in me behold

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



IRONY

There are three types of irony:

• verbal irony: a rhetorical device where the literal meaning of the words used is the exact 
opposite of the meaning intended by them.

• dramatic irony: the audience is aware of a key fact that a character in the story is not.  
This piece of evidence allows the audience to understand the significance of the 
character’s actions, while he or she remains ignorant of this significance.

• situational irony: the intended result of an action and its actual result are complete 
opposites.

All types of irony may be used to tragic or comedic purposes.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



LYRIC POETRY

A form of verse that expresses an emotion or idea through its use of language.  Instead of 
telling a traditional story as narrative poetry would, lyric poetry achieves its effect through 
description and emotion.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



MEMOIR

A genre of nonfiction writing that chronicles a particular event, experience, or facet of a 
writer’s life.  Memoir is a limited look at the writer, whereas autobiography encompasses the 
whole of the writer’s life.

Related Glossary Terms

Autobiography



METAPHOR

An implicit comparison between two things, often by saying one thing is another.

E.G. -- The night sky was a black canvas, covering all activities from the eye.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



MONOLOGUE

A long speech given by a single character in a drama, differing from typical dialogue 
exchanges between characters, which tend to be brief, like human conversation.

Related Glossary Terms

Aside, Soliloquy



MOOD

The feeling created in the reader by the author’s selection of details and descriptions.  It is 
often the connotations of words chosen that will convey a mood to the reader.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



NARRATIVE ESSAY

A piece of writing which tells a story, often from the life or experience of the writer.  These 
essays may be aimed at entertaining, instructing, or inspiring the audience.

Related Glossary Terms

Essay



NARRATIVE POETRY

A form of verse that tells a story and contains the typical elements of narrative fiction.  
Though most well-known narrative poems are ancient epics, narrative poetry has continued 
into the modern age.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



ONOMATOPOEIA

The formation of a word that imitates a sound.  Basic examples of this include “crash” or 
“boom.”  More creative uses of onomatopoeia are “chickadee” and “whippoorwill.”

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



ORAL TRADITION

The cultural custom of passing stories down from generation to generation by word of 
mouth.  This usually predates a written culture and applies to mythology and folktales of a 
specific people.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



PERSONIFICATION

Giving human qualities to some inhuman object.

E.G. -- The wind groaned through the trees, spreading its displeasure amongst the people

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



PERSUASIVE ESSAY

A piece of writing that seeks to convince its reader to adopt an idea, belief, or stance put 
forth by the author.  The writer of a persuasive essay does this by a combination of appeals 
that the Ancient Greeks called the Rhetorical Triangle: the sense of logic (logos), the sense 
of morality or ethics (ethos), and the sense of emotion (pathos).

Related Glossary Terms

Essay



PLOT

The arrangement of events in a narrative.  The plot is distinguished from the “story” in that 
the story represents a strictly linear narrative.  A plot, on the other hand, may manipulate 
time by the use of flashbacks, asides, and other devices at the author’s disposal.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



POINT OF VIEW

The relationship of the narrator to the story.  Several points of view are possible:

• first-person narrative: the story is told by a character within it.  This sort of narrative brings 
the reader a level of intimacy and immediacy to the story.  However, first person narratives 
are limited to the thoughts and observations of a single character.

• third-person narrative: the story is told from outside the action.  This may be in one of two 
forms:

• third-person limited (objective): the narrator reports the actions and dialogue of 
characters and describes the setting.  No access is granted to character’s minds or 
emotions.  This type of narration is similar to a camera recording the story.

• third-person omniscient: the narrator reports actions, dialogue, and setting but may 
also go into the thoughts and emotions of any character.  Further, the narrator may 
manipulate time as a means of telling the story.  The narrator is “god-like” in the world 
of the story.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



PROTAGONIST

The main character of a drama.  This is usually the character that the audiences seeks to 
sympathize with and identify with in the course of the action.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



RHYME SCHEME

The pattern of rhyme used in a poem, usually of the final syllables of the line.  Rhymes are 
frequently represented by letters, so that one may say a poem follows an ABAB rhyme 
scheme, meaning the first line rhymes with the third, and the second line rhymes with the 
fourth.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



RHYTHM

Also called meter, prosody, or metrics.  Rhythm refers to the natural pattern of stressed and 
unstressed syllables in a line of poetry.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



RISING ACTION

Traditionally, the beginning of a plot structure where the audience meets a main character 
(protagonist), learns what obstacles stand in the way of the protagonist (the conflict), and 
watches as the character struggles against these obstacles, leading to the climax.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



SETTING

The time and place in which a story takes place.  The setting is the atmosphere against 
which the drama of character and plot plays out.  It is the “where” and “when” of the story.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



SIMILE

A comparison between two things using the words as, like, or than.

E.G. -- Her love was like the wind: blowing gently one day and raging in a storm the next.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



SOLILOQUY

A monologue delivered to the self.  A soliloquy is a way for a character to express aloud his 
or her inner thoughts so that an audience may better understanding the character’s state of 
mind and/or motivation at a particular point in the drama.

Related Glossary Terms

Monologue



SPONDAIC

A poetic rhythm consisting of two syllable units.  In each unit, both syllables are stressed.  
As such, whole lines of poetry are rarely spondaic.  In the example below, the first two feet 
are spondaic (followed by three iambic feet):

Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



STAGE DIRECTION

Lines of a drama indicating set dressing, character movements, props, or other non-spoken 
elements in a play.  Stage direction is written by a playwright to aid the performance of the 
play.  It allows readers to visualize a drama as though they were seeing it performed in a 
theatre.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



SYMBOL

An object in a story with meaning greater than its literal function.  Symbols can play a 
significant role in understanding a story.  Some symbols are nearly universal, such as 
Spring symbolizing new life, while others are unique to the story and context in which they 
appear.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



THEME

The main idea, argument, or exploration of a work of fiction.  While theme can easily be 
overemphasized, it remains a significant reason to read, as the most important themes all 
speak to our experience of the human condition.  Writers will often explore the questions we 
all ask ourselves: Who are we as people?  What are we here to do?  What knowledge can 
we gain from life?  These questions and others like them inspire great works of art.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



TONE

The author’s attitude toward a particular subject.  This may be a character, a situation, or an 
object.

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here



TRAGEDY

Defined by Aristotle as the most important kind of drama, tragedy involves noble characters 
with admirable qualities that suffer from some unique flaw or circumstance through which 
they must suffer.  Tragedies inevitably have sad endings, usually involving death.  Aristotle 
believed this sadness produced an unexpected release of emotional energy from the 
audience that he called a catharsis.

Related Glossary Terms

Tragic hero



TRAGIC HERO

The protagonist in a tragedy who must suffer an inevitable fall from happiness to 
destruction.  According to Aristotle, a tragic hero suffers, not because of an inherent 
weakness or depravity but because of an error in judgment or action.

Related Glossary Terms

Tragedy



TROCHAIC

A poetic rhythm consisting of two syllable units.  The first syllable of each unit is stressed.  
The second syllable is unstressed.

E.G. -- Tell me not in mournful numbers

Related Glossary Terms

Drag related terms here


