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1. Lamb to the Slaughter
Roald Dahl (1916~1990)
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I HHEEEEEE
(a) She said to me, ‘Are you going to France?
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(b) She asked me if I was going to France.
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(c) She asked me was I going to France?
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(a) He said, Tll come back here to see you again tomorrow’.
(b) He said he would come back there to see you again the next day.

(c) He would come back here to see you again tomorrow.
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Dora stopped listening because dreadful thought had struck her. She
ought to give up her seat. She rejected the thought, but it came back.
There was no doubt about it. The elderly lady who was standing
looked very frail indeed, and it was only proper that Dora, who was
young and healthy, should give her seat to the lady who could then
sit next to her friend. Dora felt the blood rushing to her face. She sat
still and considered the matter.

Iris Murdoch, The Bell



Lamb to the Slaughter

The room was warm and clean, the curtains drawn, the two table lamps
alight—hers and the one by the empty chair opposite. On the sideboard
behind her, two tall glasses, soda water, whisky. Fresh ice cubes in the
Thermos bucket.

Mary Maloney was waiting for her husband to come home from work.

Now and again she would glance up at the clock, but without anxiety,
merely to please herself with the thought that each minute gone by made it
nearer the time when he would come. There was a slow smiling air about
her, and about everything she did. The drop of the head as she bent over
her sewing was curiously tranquil. Her skin—for this was her sixth month
with child—had acquired a wonderful translucent quality, the mouth was
soft, and the eyes, with their new placid look, seemed larger, darker than
before.

When the clock said ten minutes to five, she began to listen, and a few
minutes later, punctually as always, she heard the tires on the gravel
outside, and the car door slamming, the footsteps passing the window, the
key turning in the lock. She laid aside her sewing, stood up, and went
forward to kiss him as he came in.

“Hello, darling,” she said.

“Hello,” he answered.

She took his coat and hung it in the closet. Then she walked over and
made the drinks, a strongish one for him, a weak one for herself; and soon
she was back again in her chair with the sewing, and he in the other,
opposite, holding the tall glass with both his hands, rocking it so the ice
cubes tinkled against the side.

For her, this was always a blissful time of day. She knew he didn’t want
to speak much until the first drink was finished, and she, on her side, was

content to sit quietly, enjoying his company after the long hours alone in
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the house. She loved to luxuriate in the presence of this man, and to
feel—almost as a sunbather feels the sun—that warm male glow that came
out of him to her when they were alone together. She loved him for the way
he sat loosely in a chair, for the way he came in a door, or moved slowly
across the room with long strides. She loved the intent, far look in his eyes
when they rested on her, the funny shape of the mouth, and especially the
way he remained silent about his tiredness, sitting still with himself until
the whisky had taken some of it away.

“Tired, darling?”

“Yes,” he said. “I'm tired.” And as he spoke, he did an unusual thing. He
lifted his glass and drained it in one swallow although there was still half of
it, at least half of it, left. She wasn’t really watching him but she knew
what he had done because she heard the ice cubes falling back against the
bottom of the empty glass when he lowered his arm. He paused a moment,
leaning forward in the chair, then he got up and went slowly over to fetch
himself another.

“T'll get it!” she cried, jumping up.

“Sit down,” he said.

When he came back, she noticed that the new drink was dark amber
with the quantity of whisky in it.

“Darling, shall I get your slippers?”

“No.”

She watched him as he began to sip the dark yellow drink, and she
could see little oily swirls in the liquid because it was so strong.

“I think it’s a shame,” she said, “that when a policeman gets to be as
senior as you, they keep him walking about on his feet all day long.”

He didn’t answer, so she bent her head again and went on with her
sewing; but each time he lifted the drink to his lips, she heard the ice cubes
clinking against the side of the glass.

“Darling,” she said. “Would you like me to get you some cheese? 1
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haven’t made any supper because it’s Thursday.”

“No,” he said.

“If you're too tired to eat out,” she went on, “it’s still not too late. There’s
plenty of meat and stuff in the freezer, and you can have it right here and
not even move out of the chair.”

Her eyes waited on him for an answer, a smile, a little nod, but he made
no sign.

“Anyway,” she went on, “I'll get you some cheese and crackers first.”

“I don’t want it,” he said.

She moved uneasily in her chair, the large eyes still watching his face.
“But you must have supper. I can easily do it here. I'd like to do it. We can
have lamb chops. Or pork. Anything you want. Everything’s in the freezer.”

“Forget it,” he said.

“But darling, you musteat! I'll fix it anyway, and then you can have it or
not, as you like.”

She stood up and placed her sewing on the table by the lamp.

“Sit down,” he said. “Just for a minute, sit down.”

It wasn’t till then that she began to get frightened.

“Go on,” he said. “Sit down.”

She lowered herself back slowly into the chair, watching him all the
time with those large, bewildered eyes. He had finished the second drink
and was staring down into the glass, frowning.

“Listen,” he said. “I've got something to tell you.”

“What is it, darling? What’s the matter?”

He had become absolutely motionless, and he kept his head down so
that the light from the lamp beside him fell across the upper part of his face,
leaving the chin and mouth in shadow. She noticed there was a little
muscle moving near the corner of his left eye.

“This is going to be a little bit of a shock to you, I'm afraid,” he said.

“But I've thought about it a good deal and I've decided the only thing to
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do is tell you right away. I hope you won’t blame me too much.”

And he told her. It didn’t take long, four or five minutes at most, and she
sat very still through it all, watching him with a kind of dazed horror as he
went further and further away from her with each word.

“So there it is,” he added. “And I know it’s kind of a bad time to be
telling you, but there simply wasn’t any other way. Of course I'll give you
money and see you're looked after. But there needn’t really be any fuss. I
hope not anyway. It wouldn’t be very good for my job.”

Her first instinct was not to believe any of it, to reject it all. It occurred
to her that perhaps he hadn’t even spoken, that she herself had imagined
the whole thing. Maybe, if she went about her business and acted as
though she hadn’t been listening, then later, when she sort of woke up
again, she might find none of it had ever happened.

“T'll get the supper,” she managed to whisper, and this time he didn’t
stop her.

When she walked across the room she couldn't feel her feet touching the
floor. She couldn’t feel anything at all—except a slight nausea and a desire
to vomit. Everything was automatic now—down the stairs to the cellar, the
light switch, the deep freeze, the hand inside the cabinet taking hold of the
first object it met. She lifted it out, and looked at it. It was wrapped in
paper, so she took off the paper and looked at it again.

Aleg of lamb.

All right then, they would have lamb for supper. She carried it upstairs,
holding the thin bone-end of it with both her hands, and as she went
through the living-room, she saw him standing over by the window with
his back to her, and she stopped.

“For God’s sake,” he said, hearing her, but not turning round. “Don’t
make supper for me. I'm going out.”

At that point, Mary Maloney simply walked up behind him and without
any pause she swung the big frozen leg of lamb high in the air and brought
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it down as hard as she could on the back of his head.

She might just as well have hit him with a steel club.

She stepped back a pace, waiting, and the funny thing was that he
remained standing there for at least four or five seconds, gently swaying.
Then he crashed to the carpet.

The violence of the crash, the noise, the small table overturning, helped
bring her out of the shock. She came out slowly, feeling cold and surprised,
and she stood for a while blinking at the body, still holding the ridiculous
piece of meat tight with both hands.

All right, she told herself. So I've killed him.

It was extraordinary, now, how clear her mind became all of a sudden.
She began thinking very fast. As the wife of the detective, she knew quite
well what the penalty would be. That was fine. It made no difference to her.
In fact, it would be a relief. On the other hand, what about the child? What
were the laws about murderers with unborn children? Do they kill them
both?—mother and child? Or did they wait until the tenth month? What
did they do?

Mary Maloney didn’t know. And she certainly wasn’t prepared to take a
chance.

She carried the meat into the kitchen, placed it in a pan, turned the
oven on high, and shoved it inside. Then she washed her hands and ran
upstairs to the bedroom. She sat down before the mirror, tidied her face,
touched up her lips and face. She tried a smile. It came out rather peculiar.
She tried again.

“Hello Sam,” she said brightly, aloud.

The voice sounded peculiar too.

“I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of peas.”

That was better. Both the smile and the voice were coming out better
now. She rehearsed it several times more. Then she ran downstairs, took

her coat, went out the back door, down the garden, into the street.
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It wasn’t six o’clock yet and the lights were still on in the grocery shop.
“Hello Sam,” she said brightly, smiling at the man behind the counter.
“Why, good evening, Mrs Maloney. How’re you?”’

“I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of peas.”

The man turned and reached up behind him on the shelf for the peas.

“Patrick’s decided he’s tired and doesn’t want to eat out tonight,” she
told him. “We usually go out Thursdays, you know, and now he’s caught me
without any vegetables in the house.”

“Then how about meat, Mrs Maloney?”

“No, I've got meat, thanks. I got a nice leg of lamb, from the freezer.”

“Oh.”

“I don’t much like cooking it frozen, Sam, but I'm taking a chance on it
this time. You think it'll be all right?”

“Personally,” the grocer said, “I don’t believe it makes any difference.
You want these Idaho potatoes?”

“Oh yes, that'll be fine. Two of those.”

“Anything else?” The grocer cocked his head on one side, looking at her
pleasantly. “How about afterwards? What you going to give him for
afterwards?”

“Well—what would you suggest, Sam?”

The man glanced around his shop. “How about a nice big slice of
cheesecake? I know he likes that.”

“Perfect,” she said. “He loves it.”

And when it was all wrapped and she had paid, she put on her brightest
smile and said, “Thank you, Sam. Good night.”

“Good night, Mrs Maloney. And thank you.”

And now, she told herself as she hurried back, all she was doing now,
she was returning home to her husband and he was waiting for his suppers;
and she must cook it good, and make it as tasty as possible because the

poor man was tired; and if, when she entered the house, she happened to
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find anything unusual, or tragic, or terrible, then naturally it would be a
shock and she’d become frantic with grief and horror. Mind you, she wasn’t
expecting to find anything. She was just going home with the vegetables.
Mrs Patrick Maloney going home with the vegetables on Thursday evening
to cook supper for her husband.

That’s the way, she told herself. Do everything right and natural. Keep
things absolutely natural and therell be no need for any acting at all.

Therefore, when she entered the kitchen by the back door, she was
humming a little tune to herself and smiling.

“Patrick!” she called. “How are you, darling?”

She put the parcel down on the table and went through into the living
room; and when she saw him lying there on the floor with his legs doubled
up and one arm twisted back underneath his body, it really was rather a
shock. All the old love and longing for him welled up inside her, and she ran
over to him, knelt down beside him, and began to cry her heart out. It was
easy. No acting was necessary.

A few minutes later she got up and she went to the phone. She knew the
number of the police station, and when the man at the other end answered,
she cried to him, “Quick! Come quick! Patrick’s dead!”

“Who’s speaking?’

“Mrs Maloney. Mrs Patrick Maloney.”

“You mean Patrick Maloney’s dead?”

“I think so,” she sobbed. “He’s lying on the floor and I think he’s dead.”

“Be right over,” the man said.

The car came very quickly, and when she opened the front door, two
policemen walked in. She knew them both—she knew nearly all the men at
that precinct—and she fell right into Jack Noonan’s arms, weeping
hysterically. He put her gently into a chair, then went over to join the other
one, who was called O’Malley, kneeling by the body.

“Is he dead?” she cried.
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“I'm afraid he is. What happened?”

Briefly, she told her story about going out to the grocer and coming back
to find him on the floor. While she was talking, crying and talking, Noonan
discovered a small patch of congealed blood on the dead man’s head. He
showed it to O’'Malley who got up at once and hurried to the phone.

Soon, other men began to come into the house. First a doctor, then two
detectives, one of whom she knew by name. Later, a police photographer
arrived and took pictures, and a man who knew about fingerprints. There
was a great deal of whispering and muttering beside the corpse, and the
detectives kept asking her a lot of questions. But they always treated her
kindly. She told her story again, this time right from the beginning, when
Patrick had come in, and she was sewing, and he was tired, so tired he
hadn’t wanted to go out for supper. She told how she’d put the meat in the
oven—"it’s there now, cooking”—and how she’d slipped out to the grocer for
vegetables, and come back to find him lying on the floor.

“Which grocer?” one of the detectives asked.

She told him, and he turned and whispered something to the other
detective who immediately went outside into the street.

In fifteen minutes he was back with a page of notes, and there was more
whispering, and through her sobbing she heard a few of the whispered
phrases—*... acted quite normal ... very cheerful ... wanted to give him a
good supper ... peas ... cheesecake ... impossible that she ...”

After a while, the photographer and the doctor departed and two other
men came in and took the corpse away on the stretcher. Then the
fingerprint man went away. The two detectives remained, and so did the
two policemen. They were exceptionally nice to her, and Jack Noonan
asked if she wouldn’t rather go somewhere else, to her sister’s house
perhaps, or to his own wife who would take care of her and put her up for
the night.

No, she said. She didn’t feel she could move even a yard at the moment.
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Would they mind awfully if she stayed just where she was until she felt
better? She didn’t feel too good at the moment, she really didn’t.

Then hadn’t she better lie down on the bed? Jack Noonan asked.

No, she said, she’d like to stay right where she was, in this chair. A little
later perhaps, when she felt better, she would move.

So they left her there while they went about their business, searching
the house. Occasionally one of the detectives asked her another question.
Sometimes Jack Noonan spoke to her gently as he passed by. Her husband,
he told her, had been killed by a blow on the back of the head administered
with a heavy blunt instrument, almost certainly a large piece of metal.
They were looking for a weapon. The murderer may have taken it with him,
but on the other hand he may’ve thrown it away or hidden it somewhere on
the premises.

“It’s the old story,” he said, “Get the weapon, and you've got the man.”

Later, one of the detectives came up and sat beside her. Did she know, he
asked, of anything in the house that could’ve been used as the weapon?
Would she mind having a look around to see if anything was missing—a
very big spanner, for example, or a heavy metal vase.

They didn’t have any heavy metal vases, she said.

“Or a big spanner?”

She didn’t think they had a big spanner. But there might be some things
like that in the garage.

The search went on. She knew that there were other policemen in the
garden all around the house. She could hear footsteps on the gravel outside,
and sometimes she saw the flash of a torch through a chink in the curtains.
It began to get late, nearly nine she noticed by the clock on the mantel. The
four men searching the rooms seemed to be growing weary, a trifle
exasperated.

“Jack,” she said, the next time Sergeant Noonan went by. “Would you

mind giving me a drink?”
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“Sure I'll give you a drink. You mean this whisky?”

“Yes, please. But just a small one. It might make me feel better.”

He handed her the glass.

“Why don’t you have one yourself,” she said. “You must be awfully tired.
Please do. You've been very good to me.”

“Well,” he answered. “It’s not strictly allowed, but I might have just a
drop to keep me going.”

One by one the others came in and were persuaded to take a little nip of
whisky. They stood around rather awkwardly with the drinks in their
hands, uncomfortable in her presence, trying to say consoling things to her.
Sergeant Noonan wandered into the kitchen, came out quickly and said,
“Look, Mrs Maloney. You know that oven of yours is still on, and the meat
still inside.”

“Oh dearme!” she cried. “So it is.”

“I better turn it off for you, hadn’t I?”

“Will you do that, Jack. Thank you so much.”

When the sergeant returned the second time, she looked at him with
her large, dark, tearful eyes. “Jack Noonan,” she said.

“Yes?”

“Would you do me a small favor—you and these others?”

“We can try, Mrs Maloney.”

“Well,” she said. “Here you all are, and good friends of dear Patrick’s too,
and helping to catch the man who killed him. You must be terrible hungry
by now because it’s long past your supper time, and I know Patrick would
never forgive me, God bless his soul, if I allowed you to remain in his house
without offering you decent hospitality. Why don’t you eat up that lamb
that’s in the oven? It'll be cooked just right by now.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Sergeant Noonan said.

‘Please,” she begged. “Please eat it. Personally I couldn’t touch a thing,

certainly not what’s been in the house when he was here. But it’s all right

-17-



for you. It'd be a favor to me if you'd eat it up. Then you can go on with your
work again afterwards.”

There was a good deal of hesitating among the four policemen, but they
were clearly hungry, and in the end they were persuaded to go into the
kitchen and help themselves. The woman stayed where she was, listening
to them through the open door, and she could hear them speaking among
themselves, their voices thick and sloppy because their mouths were full of
meat.

“Have some more, Charlie?’

“No. Better not finish it.”

“She wants us to finish it. She said so. Be doing her a favor.”

“Okay then. Give me some more.”

“That’s the hell of a big club the guy must've used to hit poor Patrick,”
one of them was saying. “The doc says his skull was smashed all to pieces
just like from a sledge-hammer.”

“That’s why it ought to be easy to find.”

“Exactly what I say.”

“Whoever done it, they’re not going to be carrying a thing like that
around with them longer than they need.”

One of them belched.

“Personally, I think it’s right here on the premises.”

“Probably right under our very noses. What you think, Jack?”

And in the other room, Mary Maloney began to giggle.
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Now and again she would glance up at the clock, but without

anxiety, merely to please herself with the thought ...

Ml TR CZENRE (be pleased) TidZe< iEEENH VLN TS
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There was a slow smiling air about her, and about everything she
did.

M XD ‘slow” 2MERR L TUN2 DI,

the car door slamming, the footsteps passing the window, the key
turning in the lock.
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For her, this was always a blissful time of day.
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she, on her side, was content to sit quietly,
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She loved ... the funny shape of the mouth,
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

“But you musthave supper. I can easily do it here. ...” “But darling,
you must eat! I'll fix it anyway, ...”

M A2V v Z7RICZ2>T0D ‘must’ ITIEED XS REWRNEH 5
D7,

K ST 5 slowly (slow Z&Te) OEMILIE UZedi,

(1) There was a slow smiling air about her, and about everything
she did.

(2) She loved him ... for the way he came in a door, or moved
slowly across the room with long strides.

(3) He paused a moment, leaning forward in the chair, then he got
up and went slowly over to fetch himself another.

(4) She lowered herself back slowly into the chair, watching him
all the time with those large, bewildered eyes.

“This is going to be a little bit of a shock to you, 'm afraid,” he

said.

] Tm afraid’ 25 3CETIE 7 < SCRISE LTS BRI,

she sat very still through it all, watching him with a kind of dazed

horror ...

B TRRE D dazed 1 X3 dazed’ 72 D ),

“... Of course I'll give you money and see you're looked after.”

] FRRERANREENAR Tid72 < ZEVHE T H 5 BLH M),

Everything was automatic now—down the stairs to the cellar, the
light switch, the deep freeze, the hand inside the cabinet taking
hold of the first object it met.

M A 7 PRI ES G AME DI TWOZR N DX 2R E D,
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15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

She stepped back a pace, waiting ... he remained standing there

for at least four or five seconds, gently swaying.

R FEEBOSFME ST ‘and gently swayed.” & ED K HITE D D
YIRS

The violence of the crash, the noise, the small table overturning,
helped bring her out of the shock.
M B L ClFE S AU TV D BT )y,

“Why, good evening, Mrs Maloney. How'’re you?”
Ml ‘youd A Z U v ZIRIZ2 > TW D DI 728D,

“I don’t much like cooking it frozen, Sam, but I'm taking a chance

on it this time. ...”
Ml THE & BEH D And she certainly wasn’t prepared to take a
chance.® FHHHBOEMIXFE U2 D7,

she put on her brightest smile ...
M dx Bk ORI 22T D),

Mind you, she wasn’t expecting to find anything.
Ml A2V Z7RIZZ2 5> TV D DIERED,

Mrs Patrick Maloney going home with the vegetables on Thursday

evening to cook supper for her husband.
] Mrs Maloney 73 7 /LR — A CRE STV D B M)y,

There was a great deal of whispering and muttering beside the
corpse,

il Mrs Maloney 728 K& #H Lo, RIZITDody 23 it TV 23,
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23.

24.

25.

26.

ZZTHID T ‘corpse’ MMEDILTWNB DT/ EN, ZDObHEIZ
t ‘corpse’ MNEDHIL TS (two other men came in and took
the corpse away on the stretcher.)
Cf.
(1) she stood for a while blinking at the body,
(2) when she saw him lying there on the floor with his legs
doubled up and one arm twisted back underneath his body,
(3) He put her gently into a chair, then went over to join the other

one, who was called O’Malley, kneeling by the body.

and he was tired, so tired he hadn’t wanted to go out for supper.
She told how she’d put the meat in the over—“it’s there now,

cooking”—and how she’d slipped out to the grocer for vegetables,

[ EESCUSN THRERITE DN O B30T 2 BT,

and through her sobbing she heard a few of the whispered
phrases—“... acted quite normal ... very cheerful ... wanted to give

him a good supper ... peas ... cheesecake ... impossible that she ...”

Ml REEO T TEMLL T ML TV D DI,

Sometimes Jack Noonan spoke to her gently as he passed by.

1 Mrs Maloney (Zxf 3 28U SRE L S 2 RTENAXE SN TH
ZBLHIATDA,

(1) he put her gently into a chair,

(2) But they always treated her kindly.

(3) They were exceptionally nice to her,

“Why don’t you have one yourself,” she said.
]  Mrs Maloney 7% Sergeant Noonan |2V A A% —Z#)H 7= FFDFE
Blix “Would you like to have one yourself” & E D X 9 I1ZiE 5 7>,
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217.

28.

29.

30.

Cf. (1) “Why don’t you eat up that lamb that’s in the oven?”
(2) “Please,” she begged. “Please eat it.”

“Oh dear me!” she cried. “So it 1s.”

il Mrs Maloney DS D803 A # U Z{KIZ72 > TWDDIE7eE ),

When the sergeant returned the second time, she looked at him

with her large, dark, tearful eyes.

il Mrs Maloney (ZffbiL T\ % ‘large’ ONEIITE BT DD
JARN

(1) the eyes, with their new placid look, seemed larger, darker
than before.

(2) She moved uneasily in her chair, the large eyes still watching
his face.

(3) She lowered herself back slowly into the chair, watching him
all the time with those large, bewildered eyes.

There was a good deal of hesitating among the four policemen,
] hesitating & hesitation & OE I,

XA h)v® ‘Lamb to the Slaughter’ (21X ED X 5 REWRNEH 5 D
D,
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2. The Little Girl
Katherine Mansfield (1888-1923)

Katherine Mansfield |3 1888 4, A ¥V ZADHERHITH % New Zealand
® Wellington C=%c& L TAEZIT T, IR HICARETHE 2% ) Sz
E# 2 T4 Harold 1%, 1903 FHIFEAEZ T England (28D | #5421
fiti N & & H12 London @ Queen’s College (285~ L 7=, 1906 4F, Katherine
I% New Zealand (ZFR S 5755, 1908 4250 London (Z[A172° 5, Katherine
IZ D. H. Lawrence <° Virginia Woolf 72 DS & A AR 7203 HAWEICE:
BRAIZEL Y #1A72, —1EB @ In a German Pension (1911)131 & A Stz Hn
HIDZ EiF oty “AEH O Bliss and Other Stories (1920) ClEH %
£, 1922 FE(ZHR S NT= The Garden Party and Other Stories TVEZR & L
TOAFEEMENL LTz, Ly URFIO T DR AL 2 R Sh, BHFERE-T
WSS Ko T 1928 4R, 34 IR0 S TZoftE Ko7,

WAV INES DT, B & DATEDH THEZ 7oA 2 O 24l R ORiE 72
JEE L GINVEENETREBLL TV D, AHEECH R FICHW T, &0 b
P B TR ORI S DM T STV D ERHI S LT 5, e
DONESZE BES HII 3508 R U & 9 RS2 RO b b 728, T&E 757
WD RS S,

‘The Little Girl’ ®EANATH S5 Kezia |2 & > TREUIMWVFETH D720,
REEFETEXIMTEL S TLEY, D ELFEETZENTER,

FERANABLOMEA A 72 L B Sz Kezia 137 LB b2 LEH BN,
BOBEIZH TG A>T L 21ED, 2 2 DFEHFRKIRELICHD 2
LT %, DA, BBPMNRROTDR 22T & & Mg a RTRE 2%
% biF7= Kezia Z /0L L C < NV RBLOITENZHE L €, Kezia DRFFHIZKEX
REALINE L B, Kezia DLOENE 42 5 Z & A E LT & rDBR %
o THE D,
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The Little Girl

To the little girl he was a figure to be feared and avoided. Every morning
before going to business he came into the nursery and gave her a
perfunctory kiss, to which she responded with “Good-bye, father.” And oh,
the glad sense of relief when she heard the noise of the buggy growing
fainter and fainter down the long road!

In the evening, leaning over the banisters at his home-coming, she
heard his loud voice in the hall. “Bring my tea into the smoking-room....
Hasn’t the paper come yet? Have they taken it into the kitchen again?
Mother, go and see if my paper’s out there—and bring me my slippers.”

“Kezia,” mother would call to her, “if you're a good girl you can come
down and take off father’s boots.” Slowly the girl would slip down the stairs,
holding tightly to the banisters with one hand—more slowly still, across
the hall, and push open the smoking-room door.

By that time he had his spectacles on and looked at her over them in a
way that was terrifying to the little girl.

“Well, Kezia, get a move on and pull off these boots and take them
outside. Been a good girl today?”

“T d-d-don’t know, father.”

“You d-d-don’t know? If you stutter like that mother will have to take
you to the doctor.”

She never stuttered with other people—had quite given it up—but only
with father, because then she was trying so hard to say the words properly.

“What’s the matter? What are you looking so wretched about? Mother. 1
wish you would teach this child not to appear on the brink of suicide....
Here, Kezia, carry my teacup back to the table—carefully; your hands jog
like an old lady’s. And try to keep your handkerchief in your pocket, not up
your sleeve.”

“Y-y-yes, father.”
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On Sundays she sat in the same pew with him in church, listening
while he sang in a loud, clear voice, watching while he made little notes
during the sermon with the stump of a blue pencil on the back of an
envelope—his eyes narrowed to a slit—one hand beating a silent tattoo on
the pew ledge. He said his prayers so loudly she was certain God heard him
above the clergyman.

He was so big—his hands and his neck, especially his mouth when he
yawned. Thinking about him alone in the nursery was like thinking about
a giant.

On Sunday afternoons grandmother sent her down to the drawing-room,
dressed in her brown velvet, to have a “nice talk with father and mother.”
But the little girl always found mother reading 7The Sketch and father
stretched out on the couch, his handkerchief on his face, his feet propped on
one of the best sofa pillows, and so soundly sleeping that he snored.

She, perched on the piano-stool, gravely watched him until he woke and
stretched, and asked the time—then looked at her.

“Don’t stare so, Kezia. You look like a little brown owl.”

One day, when she was kept indoors with a cold, the grandmother told
her that father’s birthday was next week, and suggested she should make
him a pin-cushion for a present out of a beautiful piece of yellow silk.

Laboriously, with a double cotton, the little girl stitched three sides. But
what to fill it with? That was the question. The grandmother was out in the
garden, and she wandered into mother’s bedroom to look for “scraps.” On
the bed-table she discovered a great many sheets of fine paper, gathered
them up, shredded them into tiny pieces, and stuffed her case, then sewed
up the fourth side.

That night there was a hue and cry over the house. Father’s great
speech for the Port Authority had been lost. Rooms were
ransacked—servants questioned. Finally mother came into the nursery.

“Kezia, I suppose you didn’t see some papers on a table in our room?”

-26-



“Oh yes,” she said, “I tore them up for my s’prise.”

“What!” screamed mother. “Come straight down to the dinning-room
this instant.”

And she was dragged down to where father was pacing to and fro,
hands behind his back.

“Well?” he said sharply.

Mother explained.

He stopped and stared in a stupefied manner at the child.

“Did you do that?”

“N-n-no,” she whispered.

“Mother, go up to the nursery and fetch down the damned thing—see
that the child’s put to bed this instant.”

Crying too much to explain, she lay in the shadowed room watching the
evening light sift through the venetian blinds and trace a sad little pattern
on the floor.

Then father came into the room with a ruler in his hands.

“I'm going to whip you for this,” he said.

“Oh, no, no!” she screamed, cowering down under the bedclothes.

He pulled them aside.

“Sit up,” he commanded, “and hold out your hands. You must be taught
once and for all not to touch what does not belong to you.”

“But it was for your b-b-birthday.”

Down came the ruler on her little, pink palms.

Hours later, when the grandmother had wrapped her in a shawl and
rocked her in the rocking-chair the child cuddled close to her soft body.

“What did Jesus make fathers for?” she sobbed.

“Here’s a clean hanky, darling, with some of my lavender water on it. Go
to sleep, pet; you'll forget all about it in the morning. I tried to explain to
father, but he was too upset to listen to-night.”

But the child never forgot. Next time she saw him she whipped both
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hands behind her back, and a red colour flew into her cheeks.

The Macdonalds lived in the next-door house. Five children there were.
Looking through a hole in the vegetable garden fence the little girl saw
them playing “tag” in the evening. The father with the baby Mac on his
shoulders, two little girls hanging on to his coat tails, ran round and round
the flower beds, shaking with laughter. Once she saw the boys turn the
hose on him—turn the hose on him—and he made a great grab at them,
tickling them until they got hiccoughs.

Then it was she decided there were different sorts of fathers.

Suddenly, one day, mother became ill, and she and grandmother drove
into town in a closed carriage.

The little girl was left alone in the house with Alice, the “general.” That
was all right in the daytime, but while Alice was putting her to bed she
grew suddenly afraid.

“What'll I do if I have nightmare?” she asked. “I often have nightmare,
and then grannie takes me into her bed—I can’t stay in the dark—it all
gets “whispery.”... What'll I do if I do?”

“You just go to sleep, child,” said Alice, pulling off her socks and
whacking them against the bedrail, “and don’t you holler out and wake
your poor pa.”

But the same old nightmare came—the butcher with a knife and a rope
who grew nearer and nearer, smiling that dreadful smile, while she could
not move, could only stand still, crying out, “Grandma, grandma!” She
woke shivering, to see father beside her bed, a candle in his hand.

“What’s the matter?” he said.

“Oh, a butcher—a knife—I want grannie.” He blew out the candle, bent
down and caught up the child in his arms, carrying her along the passage
to the big bedroom. A newspaper was on the bed—a half~smoked cigar
balanced against his reading-lamp. He pitched the paper on the floor,
threw the cigar into the fire-place, then carefully tucked up the child. He
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lay down beside her. Half asleep still, still with the butcher’s smile all about
her, it seemed she crept close to him, snuggled her head under his arm,
held tightly to his pyjama jacket.

Then the dark didn’t matter; she lay still.

“Here rub your feet against my legs and get them warm,” said father.

Tired out, he slept before the little girl. A funny feeling came over her.
Poor father! Not so big, after all—and with no-one to look after him.... He
was harder than the grandmother, but it was a nice hardness.... And every
day he had to work and was too tired to be a Mr Macdonald.... She had
torn up all his beautiful writing.... She stirred suddenly, and sighed.

“What’s the matter?” asked father. “Another dream?”

“Oh,” said the girl, “my head’s on your heart; I can hear it going. What a
big heart you've got, father dear.”

M BARIZET 2 SR88U BT D WITE 2 e S,
1. To the little girl he was a figure to he feared and avoided.
B FRRESORIFA)A SCHEIZ K TV D DI E D,

2. “Bring my tea into the smoking-room.... Hasn’t the paper come
yet?”
il A OREDOFIZEMIL T H D DT/ ),

3. Slowly the girl would slip down the stairs, holding tightly to the
banisters with one hand—more slowly still, across the hall, and
push open the smoking-room door.

M AR O ‘Slowly 25 SCHIZE L TW S BT, £ 72, ‘slowly’
DR STV 2 BRE A2,

4. “... Here, Kezia, carry my teacup back to the table—carefully; ...”
B oy allEEDLIBREWRNRD D DD,
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10.

He said his prayers so loudly she was certain God heard him above

the clergyman.

Ml RBOFDORE IR BRI TNDDIERED,

(1) In the evening, leaning over the banisters at his home-coming,
she heard his loud voice in the hall.

(2) On Sundays she sat in the same pew with him in church,

listening while he sang in a loud, clear voice,

On Sunday afternoons grandmother sent her down to the
drawing-room, dressed in her brown velvet, to have a “nice talk
with father and mother.”

OO DG HFFI 2R LT D D,

Laboriously, with a double cotton, the little girl stitched three

sides.

i BTG 28 SCERIC E 23 T D B 13T 2,

On the bed-table she discovered a great many sheets of fine paper,

[ RG] A) 28 SCERIZ B 223 T 5 BT 2,

That night there was a hue and cry over the house. Father’s great

speech for the Port Authority had been lost. Rooms were

ransacked—servants questioned.

[l LEREOCED DRI DRI A2 T L 722 SV, FRZ TR IE
BET5Z &,

“What!” screamed mother. “Come straight down to the

dinning-room this instant.”

A 20y 7RI 2R T D,
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11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

He stopped and stared in a stupefied manner at the child.
M §H8R (alliteration) (FfA&ZFK L TWB D>,

she lay in the shadowed room watching the evening light sift
through the venetian blinds and trace a sad little pattern on the
floor.

[ ‘sad” 2MESI L T2 DI,

Down came the ruler on her little, pink palms.
M FEIAERE (inversion) Z#2Z L CTW2EHII(TH>,

Cf. The ruler came down on her little, pink palms.

Hours later, when the grandmother had wrapped her in a shawl
and rocked her in the rocking-chair, the child cuddled close to her
soft body.

M Kezia (¥, HOSLTIXIZIEF—HE LT ‘the little girl’ TH o703,
ZZTHIDT ‘the child 2MEDLNTWHEEIIM2, ERIZH
95— ‘child’ 23Mfii7= (But the child never forgot.) I3,
‘the little girl’ {2/ > TW\% (Looking through a hole in the
vegetable garden fence the little girl saw them playing “tag” in

the evening.),

Five children there were.
B TN SCHEICE DIV TV A E R T,

Cf. There were five children.

Once she saw the boys turn the hose on him—turn the hose on

him—and he made a great grab at them,

Ml A2V Z7RIZ7 2> T D BT,
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17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

Then it was she decided there were different sorts of fathers.
B ‘Then’ 723 3CEAIZE DIV TV A ELH 3D,

“I often have nightmare, and then grannie takes me into her

bed—I can’t stay in the dark—it all gets “whispery.”... What'll I do

if I do?”

Ml ‘often’ 23 A # U » 7 KIZ/ o TWHE M IXM, £/,
“whispery” (251 FAFFDMT STV D AT D>,

smiling that dreadful smile,

R ‘that’ &3 D,

REND " OHOBREDEMELE FIIMER L TWHDH D),

big’ DEIIMEFRT DD,

(1) He was so big—his hands and his neck, especially his mouth
when he yawned.

(2) He blew out the candle, bent down and caught up the child in
his arms, carrying her along the passage to the big bedroom.

(3) Poor father! Not so big, after all—and with no-one to look after
him.

(4) “Oh,” said the girl, “my head’s on your heart; I can hear it
going. What a big heart you've got, father dear.”

ZDOER DT —< 1D,
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Hue-and-cry (MUMa;iBH5)

This was all done in a minute’s space, and the very instant that Oliver
began to run, the old gentleman, putting his hand to his pocket, and
missing his handkerchief, turned sharp round. Seeing the boy scudding
away at such a rapid pace, he very naturally concluded him to be the
depredator; and, shouting ‘Stop thief!” with all his might, made off after him,
book in hand.

But the old gentleman was not the only person who raised the
hue-and-cry. The Dodger and Master Bates, unwilling to attract public
attention by running down the open street, had merely retired into the very
first doorway round the corner. They no sooner heard the cry, and saw
Oliver running, than, guessing exactly how the matter stood, they issued
forth with great promptitude; and, shouting ‘Stop thief!” too, joined in the
pursuit like good citizens.

(Oliver Twist, Penguin Classics, 114-16.)
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3. Catin the Rain
Ernest Hemingway (1899-1961)

e - 12895 Hemingway 1d, HARHMIZH KRRk S
B U7z, BRGNS S OB S HEBHNRT 5 Z LI Ko THERDT A Y D
MEBLCE S AT 2 7e 0y, A& D BiRA RG> CTHIFEHFUCLR L . E
TR ENT MR DIERD— AN Th 5,

WX 1918 FITHIERRD—B & U TIER LI2ds, A Z U 7 Ol Cl o
T EG AT, BRI 580N EL MR A5 L 72 Hemingway
X, A e LBLSAAET D b DICH ZMIT 5 Z L2k - THS OISR 24
FL T oTe, ZOX D R OREEIISURIC b I E N TN D, TER ISR
75 & ONEfRER) 278 0 GO T OSURIE hard-boiled” & FRIALH 03,
THEET HRNCEH & LT TV Z & b BB STRICE L FIfED
& UCHERRR & oo 7o O TR R S Q0 D,

B EEERR D D220 7o T A Y IS ih R, BORIICKEE 725 —
05 ACHBIAMEB ARE S 570 & SURIZRfaRIZ RO Z L b FET
D, BREFIZE DT AU IHEORPNIRUCHRE A S LTI —r v
ICHESTER b\ D, BITRREICE DD AP O REHE R by
Hemingway O/EMIZINT, BHEL A X K5 L3540 & OFF N EE
T =~ o TP,

1925 7 A Y A CHWR SN2 E85RcE In Our Time O—#f T % ‘Cat in
the Rain’ |Z, 7 A U I NOFNWFIGHA &2 U 7 HATHIZHAE L TN D ERT L
R L T2oTND, T AU I ANDOFEMEA L TOD AT IVERROZE)N B
D L& DU N Y VD7 W RS Z kO TV DG N D IR E D, N ZED
TICHAERD &, T—7 VO FIZ—COFHNHZRET & 95 & LTRZALD T
WOEPRHIZAD, [OBHZES TRICREYD THD & THITEAE LTV,
WIIART NDA T 4 ZZ38 Y D370 Te BRI HE LT SR N DR 22 BB (T f
BELHRPLHSOHMEBIZRD L, &9 LTHZOMMBR L ole & KD
George |26z b, SOIZEZX, BEEEXT-WEDN, R TIELWRE
DFELE FIABZ D08, RIFFICBLE RS20, FEDO KT %/ v 7358

-34-



WCRDIEZ D & BN REZ T T2 A A RO E 2 T3> TV A C
TERIT’D D,

ZO/NBTIEHRERFHERHEZGI L O RHBRFENEE T2bIF Th <,
AT VHER OO & 72— TV DI %@wioubb
b, L UERZ FHICRGT L TAD & ERL TV AN ORMEIZE S
ZENTED, EGHTAEL T, SEORBITIIRNTORNES, DFED
IKILDRRAT= 5oy At B > TH L D,

Cat in the Rain

THERE were only two Americans stopping at the hotel. They didn’t know
any of the people they passed on the stairs on their way to and from their
room. Their room was on the second floor facing the sea. It also faced the
public garden and the war monument. There were big palms and green
benches in the public garden. In the good weather there was always an
artist with his easel. Artists liked the way the palm trees grew and the
bright colors of the hotels facing the gardens and the sea. Italians came
from a long way off to look up at the war monument. It was made of bronze
and glistened in the rain. It was raining. The rain dripped from the palm
trees. Water stood in pools on the gravel paths. The sea broke in a long line
in the rain and slipped back down the beach to come up and break again in
a long line in the rain. The motor cars were gone from the square by the
war monument. Across the square in the doorway of the café a waiter stood
looking out at the empty square.

The American wife stood at the window looking out. Outside right under
their window a cat was crouched under one of the dripping green tables.
The cat was trying to make herself so compact that she wouldn’t be dripped
on.

“I'm going down and get that kitty,” the American wife said.

“Tll do it,” her husband offered from the bed.
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“No, I'll get it. The poor kitty out trying to keep dry under a table.”

The husband went on reading, lying propped up with the two pillows at
the foot of the bed.

“Don’t get wet,” he said.

The wife went downstairs and the hotel owner stood up and bowed to
her as she passed the office. His desk was at the far end of the office. He
was an old man and very tall.

“Il piove,” the wife said. She liked the hotel-keeper.

“Si, s1, Signora, brutto tempo. It’s very bad weather.”

He stood behind his desk in the far end of the dim room. The wife liked
him. She liked the deadly serious way he received any complaints. She
liked his dignity. She liked the way he wanted to serve her. She liked the
way he felt about being a hotel-keeper. She liked his old, heavy face and big
hands.

Liking him she opened the door and looked out. It was raining harder. A
man in a rubber cape was crossing the empty square to the café. The cat
would be around to the right. Perhaps she could go along under the eaves.
As she stood in the doorway an umbrella opened behind her. It was the
maid who looked after their room.

“You must not get wet,” she smiled, speaking Italian. Of course, the
hotel-keeper had sent her.

With the maid holding the umbrella over her, she walked along the
gravel path until she was under their window. The table was there, washed
bright green in the rain, but the cat was gone. She was suddenly
disappointed. The maid looked up at her.

“Ha perduto qualque cosa, Signora?”

“There was a cat,” said the American girl.

“A cat?”

“Si, 11 gatto.”

“A cat?” the maid laughed. “A cat in the rain?”
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“Yes,” she said, “under the table.” Then, “Oh, I wanted it so much. I
wanted a kitty.”

When she talked English the maid’s face tightened.

“Come, Signora,” she said. “We must get back inside. You will be wet.”

“I suppose so0,” said the American girl.

They went back along the gravel path and passed in the door. The maid
stayed outside to close the umbrella. As the American girl passed the office,
the padrone bowed from the desk. Something felt very small and tight
inside the girl. The padrone made her feel very small and at the same time
really important. She had a momentary feeling of being of supreme
importance. She went on up the stairs. She opened the door of the room.
George was on the bed, reading.

“Did you get the cat?” he asked, putting the book down.

“It was gone.”

“Wonder where it went to,” he said, resting his eyes from reading.

She sat down on the bed.

“I wanted it so much,” she said. “I don’t know why I wanted it so much. I
wanted that poor kitty. It isn’t any fun to be a poor kitty out in the rain.”

George was reading again.

She went over and sat in front of the mirror of the dressing table looking
at herself with the hand glass. She studied her profile, first one side and
then the other. Then she studied the back of her head and her neck.

“Don’t you think it would be a good idea if I let my hair grow out?” she
asked, looking at her profile again.

George looked up and saw the back of her neck, clipped close like a boy’s.

“I like it the way it is.”

“I get so tired of it,” she said. “I get so tired of looking like a boy.”

George shifted his position in the bed. He hadn’t looked away from her
since she started to speak.

“You look pretty darn nice,” he said.
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She laid the mirror down on the dresser and went over to the window
and looked out. It was getting dark.

“T want to pull my hair back tight and smooth and make a big knot at
the back that I can feel,” she said. ‘I want to have a kitty to sit on my lap
and purr when I stroke her.”

“Yeah?” George said from the bed.

“And I want to eat at a table with my own silver and I want candles.
And I want it to be spring and I want to brush my hair out in front of a
mirror and I want a kitty and I want some new clothes.”

“Oh, shut up and get something to read,” George said. He was reading
again.

His wife was looking out of the window. It was quite dark now and still
raining in the palm trees.

“Anyway, I want a cat,’ she said. ‘I want a cat. I want a cat now. If I can’t
have long hair or any fun, I can have a cat.”

George was not listening. He was reading his book. His wife looked out
of the window where the light had come on in the square.

Someone knocked at the door.

“Avanti,” George said. He looked up from his book.

In the doorway stood the maid. She held a big tortoise-shell cat pressed
tight against her and swung down against her body.

“Excuse me,” she said, “the padrone asked me to bring this for the

Signora.”

I. References to Characters
Ml B A A~DF LITHHENC L > TR D Z LB LD, EhUudfifz
=1 SEIAYAV/AN
(1) the American wife—the wife—>the America girl—the girl—his wife
(2) her husband—George
(3) a cat—that kitty—the cat
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II. Repetition
M FEOREILZ OIEROFHBO—2>Th 5 B X LD, FEFITEME
e DA D DA A G D Z LIS TE D DD,
1. Big
(1) There were big palms and green benches in the public garden.
(2) She liked his old, heavy face and big hands.
(3) ‘I want to pull my hair back tight and smooth and make a big knot
at the back ...’
(4) She held a big tortoise-shell cat pressed tight against her.

2. War monument
(1) It also faced the public garden and the war monument.
(2) Italians came from a long way off to look up at the war monument.

(3) The motor cars were gone from the square by the war monument.

3. Green
(1) There were big palms and green benches in the public garden.
(2) a cat was crouched under one of the dripping green tables.

(3) The table was there, washed bright green in the rain,

4. Empty
(1) a waiter stood looking out at the empty square.

(2) Aman in a rubber cape was crossing the empty square to the café.

5. Raining

(1) It was made of bronze and glistened in the rain. It was raining.

(2) Liking him she opened the door and looked out. It was raining
harder.

(3) It was quite dark now and still raining in the palm trees.
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6. Reading

(1) The husband went on reading,

(2) George was on the bed, reading.

Cf. George was reading on the bed.

(3) ‘I wonder where it went to, he said, resting his eyes from reading.

(4) “... It isn’t any fun to be a poor kitty out in the rain.’ George was
reading again.

(5) ‘Oh, shut up and get something to read,” George said. He was
reading again.

(6) George was not listening. He was reading his book.

7. Look(ing)

(1) Across the square in the doorway of the café a waiter stood looking
out at the empty square.

(The American wife)

(2) The American wife stood at the window looking out.

(3) Liking him she opened the door and looked out.

(4) She went over and sat in front of the mirror of the dressing table
looking at herself with the hand glass.

(5) ‘Don’t you think it would be a good idea if I let my hair grow out?
she asked, looking at her profile again.

(6) She laid the mirror down on the dresser and went over to the
window and looked out.

(7) His wife was looking out of the window. It was quite dark now and
still raining in the palm trees.

(8) His wife looked out of the window where the light had come on in
the square.

(George)

(9) George looked up and saw the back of her neck, clipped close like a
boy’s.
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(10) George shifted his position in the bed. He hadn’t looked away from her
since she started to speak.
(11) ‘Avanti,’ George said. He looked up from his book.

ITI. Symbolism
RO 2R L THD DD,

IV. Description of scenes
Ml BEHEOWBIMELDOT —< L ED X D IZEHE L TV DD,
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4. Indian Camp
Ernest Hemingway

A £ R U X 512, Indian Camp’ 1% Hemingway @ In Our Time OO
—tm Cd D, W Nick 1TEEH THH LD George IZFATL, AT 4
7 URHZRA D, Nick 132 2 CHIEOSE AT 523, [FIRHISEOSHIC
HIEET 5, AL, EH LA At Bl AN, Yoo —RE ERoT
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Indian Camp

AT the lake shore there was another rowboat drawn up. The two Indians
stood waiting.

Nick and his father got in the stern of the boat and the Indians shoved it
off and one of them got in to row. Uncle George sat in the stern of the camp
rowboat. The young Indian shoved the camp boat off and got in to row
Uncle George.

The two boats started off in the dark. Nick heard the oarlocks of the
other boat quite a way ahead of them in the mist. The Indians rowed with
quick choppy strokes. Nick lay back with his father’s arm around him. It
was cold on the water. The Indian who was rowing them was working very
hard, but the other boat moved farther ahead in the mist all the time.

“Where are we going, Dad?” Nick asked.

“Over to the Indian camp. There is an Indian lady very sick.”

“Oh,” said Nick.

Across the bay they found the other boat beached. Uncle George was
smoking a cigar in the dark. The young Indian pulled the boat way up on
the beach. Uncle George gave both the Indians cigars.

They walked up from the beach through a meadow that was soaking

wet with dew, following the young Indian who carried a lantern. Then they
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went into the woods and followed a trail that led to the logging road that
ran back into the hills. It was much lighter on the logging road as the
timber was cut away on both sides. The young Indian stopped and blew out
his lantern and they all walked on along the road.

They came around a bend and a dog came out barking. Ahead were the
lights of the shanties where the Indian bark-peelers lived. More dogs
rushed out at them. In the shanty nearest the road there was light in the
window. An old woman stood in the doorway holding a lamp.

Inside on a wooden bunk lay a young Indian woman. She had been
trying to have a baby for two days. All the old women in the camp had been
helping her. The men had moved off up the road to sit in the dark and
smoke out of range of the noise she made. She screamed just as Nick and
the two Indians followed his father and Uncle George into the shanty. She
lay in the lower bunk, very big under a quilt. Her head was turned to one
side. In the upper bunk was her husband. He had cut his foot very badly
with an ax three days before. He was smoking a pipe. The room smelled
very bad.

Nick’s father ordered some water to be put on the stove, and while it was
heating he spoke to Nick.

“This lady is going to have a baby, Nick,” he said.

“I know,” said Nick.

“You don’t know,” said his father. “Listen to me. What she is going
through is called being in labor. The baby wants to be born and she wants it
to be born. All her muscles are trying to get the baby born. That is what is
happening when she screams.”

“I see,” Nick said.

Just then the woman cried out.

“Oh, Daddy, can’t you give her something to make her stop screaming?’
asked Nick.

“No, I haven’t any anaesthetic,” his father said. “But her screams are
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not important. I don’t hear them because they are not important.”

The husband in the upper bunk rolled over against the wall.

The woman in the kitchen motioned to the doctor that the water was
hot. Nick’s father went into the kitchen and poured about half of the water
out of the big kettle into a basin. Into the water left in the kettle he put
several things he unwrapped from a handkerchief.

“Those must boil,” he said, and began to scrub his hands in the basin of
hot water with a cake of soap he had brought from the camp. Nick watched
his father’s hands scrubbing each other with the soap. While his father
washed his hands very carefully and thoroughly, he talked.

“You see, Nick, babies are supposed to be born head first but sometimes
they’re not. When they’re not they make a lot of trouble for everybody.
Maybe I'll have to operate on this lady. We'll know in a little while.”

When he was satisfied with his hands he went in and went to work.

“Pull back that quilt, will you, George?” he said. “I'd rather not touch it.”

Later when he started to operate Uncle George and three Indian men
held the woman still. She bit Uncle George on the arm and Uncle George
said, “Damn squaw bitch!” and the young Indian who had rowed Uncle
George over laughed at him. Nick held the basin for his father. It all took a
long time.

His father picked the baby up and slapped it to make it breathe and
handed it to the old woman.

“See, it’s a baby, Nick,” he said. “How do you like being an interne?”

Nick said, “All right.” He was looking away so as not to see what his
father was doing.

“There. That gets it,” said his father and put something into the basin.

Nick didn’t look at it.

“Now,” his father said, “there’s some stitches to put in. You can watch
this or not, Nick, just as you like. I'm going to sew up the incision I made.”

Nick did not watch. His curiosity had been gone for a long time.
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His father finished and stood up. Uncle George and the three Indian
men stood up. Nick put the basin out in the kitchen.

Uncle George looked at his arm. The young Indian smiled reminiscently.

“Tll put some peroxide on that, George,” the doctor said.

He bent over the Indian woman. She was quiet now and her eyes were
closed. She looked very pale. She didn’t know what had become of the baby
or anything.

“Tll be back in the morning,” the doctor said, standing up. “The nurse
should be here from St Ignace by noon and shelll bring everything we
need.”

He was feeling exalted and talkative as football players are in the
dressing room after a game.

“That’s one for the medical journal, George,” he said. “Doing a Caesarian
with a jack-knife and sewing it up with nice-foot, tapered gut leaders.”

Uncle George was standing against the wall, looking at his arm.

“Oh, you're a great man, all right,” he said.

“Ought to have a look at the proud father. They're usually the worst
sufferers in these little affairs,” the doctor said. ‘I must say he took it all
pretty quietly.”

He pulled back the blanket from the Indian’s head. His hand came away
wet. He mounted on the edge of the lower bunk with the lamp in one hand
and looked in. The Indian lay with his face toward the wall. His throat had
been cut from ear to ear. The blood had flowed down into a pool where his
body sagged the bunk. His head rested on his arm. The open razor lay, edge
up, in the blankets.

“Take Nick out of the shanty, George,” the doctor said.

There was no need of that. Nick, standing in the door of the kitchen, had
a good view of the upper bunk when his father, lamp in one hand, tipped
the Indian’s head back.

It was just beginning to be daylight when they walked along the logging
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road back toward the lake.

“I'm terribly sorry I brought you along, Nickie,” said his father, all his
post-operative exhilaration gone. It was an awful mess to put you
through.”

“Do ladies always have such a hard time having babies?” Nick asked.

“No, that was very, very exceptional.”

“Why did he kill himself, Daddy?”

“I don’t know, Nick. He couldn’t stand things, I guess.”

“Do many men kill themselves, Daddy?”

“Not very many, Nick.”

“Do many women?”

“Hardly ever.”

“Don’t they ever?”

“Oh, yes. They do sometimes.”

“Daddy?”

“Yes.”

“Where did Uncle George go?”

“He’ll turn up all right.”

“Is dying hard, Daddy?”

“No, I think it’s pretty easy, Nick. It all depends.”

They were seated in the boat, Nick in the stern, his father rowing. The
sun was coming up over the hills. A bass jumped, making a circle in the
water. Nick trailed his hand in the water. It felt warm in the sharp chill of
the morning.

In the early morning on the lake sitting in the stern of the boat with his

father rowing, he felt quite sure that he would never die.
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I. Word Order
R VRS TP EENESR A S/ FR A 3 SCERICE DI SCR R D08, 2D
SREBISR D EAEL D T I,

(1) At the lake shore there was another rowboat drawn up.

(2) Across the bay they found the other boat beached.
(3) Ahead were the lights of the shanties where the Indian
bark-peelers lived.

(4) In the shanty nearest the road there was light in the window.

(5) Inside on a wooden bunk lay a young Indian woman.
(6) In the upper bunk was her husband.
(7) Into the water left in the kettle he put several things he

unwrapped from a handkerchief.

(8) In the early morning on the lake sitting in the stern of the boat

with his father rowing, he felt quite sure that he would never die.

II. References to Characters
M BN ~OE RITGHEIZ L > TR D Z LB 503, EHUI T2 Bk
THDN, Filo, FFONTREDNECT DEHIE D,
(1) his father (Nick’s father)—the doctor—Nick’s father—the doctor—
his father
(2) Uncle George

III. Modes of address
(1) Dad—Daddy
(2) Nick—Nickie

IV. Stylistic features

M AVESITIE, BENEZ VT T S v 7 0 = A ([ & b 5 REL M
HILTNWD, FOEEIAD,
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(1) Nick watched his father’s hands scrubbing each other with the
soap.

Cf. Nick watched his father washing his hands with the soap.

(2) When he was satisfied with his hands he went in and went to work.
Cf. When he finished washing his hands ...

(3) His hand came away wet.
Cf. He pulled away his wet hand.

(4) Into the water left in the kettle he put several things he

unwrapped from a handkerchief.
(5) ‘There. That gets it, said his father and put something into the
basin.
(6) His father finished and stood up. Uncle George and the three
Indian men stood up.
Cf. His father finished and stood up and so did Uncle George and

the three Indian men.

V. {Ed AT
T~ ORATEM AT LR SV,
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5. dJealousy
William Faulkner (1897-1962)

William Faulkner (57" & f1iie 7 A U B 2 RETHIERETH L, 1987
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Jealousy

“KNITTING AGAIN, eh?”

His wife raised her smooth, oval face and her soft eyes for a moment
met his, then dropped to her work again. “As you see, caro mio.”

“Knitting! Always knitting! Is it that there is nothing to be done here
that you must knit at all times?”

She sighed, but made no reply.

“Well?” he repeated, “cannot you speak? Have you lost your tongue?” he
finished roughly.

“But it was you, "Tono mio,” she replied without raising her head, “who
insist that I sit here instead of in my little red room, as I desired.”

“Bah! Someone is needed here; would you have me pay wages to one
that you might sit all day like a great lady, knitting with your gossips?”

A waiter, a tall young Roman god in a soiled apron, came between them
and placed upon the desk a ticket and a bill. The woman made the change
and gave the waiter a brief glance. He looked into her husband’s face—a
level stare in which his white satirical smile flashed, and withdrew. The
other man’s hand knotted into a fist upon the desk and he stared at his
whitening knuckles as at something new and strange, cursing in a whisper.
His wife raised her head and regarded him coldly.

“Don’t be a fool, Antonio.”

He controlled his voice by an effort. “How much longer will this
continue?’

“Ah, that is what I would ask you: how much longer are you to vent your
il humor upon me?”

“You, with your demure face,” he whispered fiercely, his hot little eyes
blazing with bafflement and sudden rage.

She looked quickly about them. “Hush,” she said, “people are looking.
What do you want? Shall I withdraw to my room?”
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His face was dreadful. “No,” he shouted at last. He lowered his choking
voice and continued: “I will not have it, do you hear?” he lowered his voice
still more, “Listen. I will kill you, as I love God.”

She picked up her knitting once more. “Don’t be a fool,” she repeated.

“Return to our duties—see, patrons arrive. You are insane.”

“Insane or not, do not drive me too far.”

“You are insane: you think, you scream, you curse—what?”

“You know well what.”

“I? Have I ever given you cause or reason to go on so? Of what do you
accuse me? Have I not been a good wife? You know well that I do not sit
here night after night of my own wishes, of my own desires. This jealousy of
yours is driving you mad.”

“Bah! Be warned. That is all I say.”

His gaze roamed from table to table as he sulked in his dirty apron,
lurking among anaemic potted palms or serving his strange customers
with servile insolence, and replying in snappish monosyllables to the
greetings of old patrons. The tall, handsome waiter moved swiftly and
deftly about, courteous and efficient. The husband compared the young
man’s supple grace with his own bulky figure and a fire gnawed in him.
Once more the waiter approached the desk, his glance sweeping down the
room rested briefly upon the husband’s face, as he leaned intimately
toward the wife.

The husband found himself walking in a red daze toward the two of
them. He couldn’t hear his own footfalls nor feel the floor beneath his feet.
The waiter moved away as he approached, and his wife again sat bent
above her knitting. Upon the desk was a china receptacle containing
toothpicks; as he leaned upon the desk his fingers closed about the
toothpick holder. The thing burst in his clenched hand amid a spurt of
wooden splinters and a thin line of crimson was suddenly between his

fingers and across the back of his hand.
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“What did he say to you?” he asked; his voice to him seemed dry and
light, like a broken egg shell.

The woman raised her head and her gaze met his full. Her eyes grew
suddenly large, as though they would take up her whole face. “Listen,” she
said calmly, “you are insane. What would you have? Was it not you who put
me here? I did not choose this.” Her voice gathered warmth. “Am I to have
no peace whatever? For six months now this has continued; day and night
you have fretted and nagged at me; but now it must end. Either you come
to your senses, or I leave you and return to my people. Take your choice: it
1s for you to make. But remember, this is the end. I have been a good wife to
you, and I will still be if you but become again as you once were. But one
more scene like this tonight, and I leave you.”

He turned and walked away like a drunk man, or a somnambulist. He
passed the waiter and the other’s white, meaningless smile brought him to
himself. He beckoned abruptly to the other and passed on through the
kitchen and into a dark passage giving on an alley, where he waited,
trembling. The waiter followed; in the constricted, shadowy place the other
loomed above him, standing easily like a swordsman, looming above him
though he was the bulkier man. Starlight was about them, and a faint
wind stirred in the dingy alley.

“See,” he said and his voice shook, “I know all; what is there between
you?”

“Do you question me?” replied the other man.

“I will know: what is there between you?”

“There 1s nothing between us save the knowledge that you are crazy.”

“Do not lie to me!”

“Lie? This, to me? Do you give me the lie?” The younger man’s body
sprang like a posed sword, his fire seemed to make light the walls. The
other quailed before him despite himself, cursing himself for his cowardice.

“But I must know! I will go mad!”
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“You are already mad. Had you not been I should have killed you ere
this. Listen, tub of entrails, there is nothing between us: for her sake whom
you persecute, I swear it. I have said no word to her that you have not seen,
nor she to me. If she be attracted to someone, it is not 1. This I tell you
because I am sorry for her, sorry for any woman who must be daily plagued
by such as you.”

“But what did you say to her but now, tonight?”

The young man slapped him, rocking his head upon his shoulders with
two blows. The other staggered back. “I will kill you!” he screamed.

“You do not dare!” snapped the waiter, “you do not dare, save from
behind. And what will the world say, if you do? Can you bear to have your
wife call you coward? But I do not put this beyond you, hence I shall be on
guard. And if you make the attempt, let it be successful, or God help you!
Dog, and son of dogs!”

Alone again, the husband leaned against the cold alley wall panting,
cursing in his rage and fear and hate. It was true: he did not dare. And he
stared at the starred sky stretching like taut silk above the walled well of
the alley, watching the same stars at which he had gazed in faraway Sicily,
in his youth, when he had been a boy and life was clear and fine and
simple; and that lads would stare wondering upon long after he and his
dream and his problem were quiet underground.

He did not dare! The idea of assassination occurred to him, but he knew
that he could not face himself afterward, his wife, that woman who had
caused it all, whom he had taken but recently from her father’s house and
who was dearer to him than the world, than life itself, would never forgive
him. He was almost middle-aged, and ugly and fat, while she, she was still
young, and pretty. Was it any wonder that men were attracted to her as he
had been? Was it any wonder that men should pause at her dusky oval face,
her red mouth and raven hair, her black, black hair? And she—had she

ever encouraged them? No! She had been a good wife to him, as she had
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said.

To go away, that was the answer—to take her to a new city; among new
people they might yet live a second honeymoon. That was what he would
do. He raised his face again to the heedless, flying stars among which his
problem had got so interwoven and tangled; allowing the cool night air to
play in his sweat-matted hair, and drew a long breath. That was the
solution.

His wife agreed almost at once. They discussed the matter with her
people and overcame their objections. She had informed her parents from
time to time of his growing malady, so their decision didn’t surprise them.
He was industrious and, until his present obsession took him, kind—a good
husband in their eyes; too good to lose.

Once the decision made, he became his normal self again. In fact, things
went so smoothly that he would have reconsidered, but his wife was firm.
So a purchaser for the restaurant was found in the person of the tall young
waiter. Relations between the two men were still strained and the older
man avoided the other. Whenever they were forced to meet the younger
acted as though nothing had happened. His white, sinister smile was the
same as ever, yet the flash of his teeth in his dark face had somehow the
power to enrage the other, stirring again in him old angers and fears he
had thought asleep. But the waiter was more pleasant and courteous than
ever; he insisted upon presenting the signora with a parting gift, with such
polite insistence that they could not refuse. And so at last, one day at noon,
the two men set out to choose the gift.

A string of glass beads, or a medallion, the young man wanted. And they
entered a curio shop where such things were sold—an orderless jumble of
pictures, vases, bric-a-brac, jewelry, firearms and brass. While the waiter
examined and haggled over his prospective purchase the older man stood
1dly near by. The purchaser stood near a window, a string of beads looping

from his raised hand, oblivious and defenseless. And it occurred to the
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other that, for the first time the two of them had been together in the same
room, his enemy was completely at his mercy. And while his hand groped
behind him among a litter of ancient weapons his caution rebuked him for
the thought. This had all been settled; he was going away tomorrow,
perhaps never to see the man again. But it would be so easy! was the reply.
Just to pretend that this old pistol fitting snugly in my palm were a modern,
deadly machine—like this: and he slowly raised the rusted weapon while
his thumb broke loose the hammer, and the spring which had slept for
thirty years gathered itself. Like this! he whispered, aiming at the
unconscious man he had once wanted to kill; and pulled the trigger.

The tiny room roared with sound and a lance of red flame leaped out
like a sword. The young waiter crashed forward into a table of glassware,
then to the floor; and the other man stood screaming with the burst pistol

in his hand until a policeman plunged through the door.
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