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Chapter 4 from YEKL
1
 by Abraham Cahan 

 

 

The Meeting 

  

A few weeks later, on a Saturday morning, Jake, with an unfolded telegram in 

his hand, stood in front of one of the desks at the Immigration Bureau of Ellis 

Island. He was freshly shaven and clipped, smartly dressed in his best clothes 

and ball shoes, and, in spite of the sickly expression of shamefacedness and 

anxiety which distorted his features, he looked younger than usual. 

 All the way to the island he had been in a flurry of joyous anticipation. 

The prospect of meeting his dear wife and child, and, incidentally, of showing 

off his swell attire to her, had thrown him into a fever of impatience. But on 

entering the big shed he had caught a distant glimpse of Gitl and Yossele 

through the railing separating the detained immigrants from their visitors, and 

his heart had sunk at the sight of his wife's uncouth and un-American 

appearance. She was slovenly dressed in a brown jacket and skirt of grotesque 

cut, and her hair was concealed under a voluminous wig of a pitch-black hue. 

This she had put on just before leaving the steamer, both "in honor of the 

Sabbath" and by way of sprucing herself up for the great event. Since Yekl had 

left home she had gained considerably in the measurement of her waist. The 

wig, however, made her seem stouter and shorter than she would have appeared 

without it. It also added at least five years to her looks. But she was aware 

neither of this nor of the fact that in New York even a Jewess of her station and 

orthodox breeding is accustomed to blink at the wickedness of displaying her 

natural hair, and that none but an elderly matron may wear a wig without being 

the occasional target for snowballs or stones. She was naturally dark of 

complexion, and the nine or ten days spent at sea had covered her face with a 

deep bronze, which combined with her prominent cheek bones, inky little eyes, 

and, above all, the smooth black wig, to lend her resemblance to a squaw. 

  Jake had no sooner caught sight of her than he had averted his face, as if 

loath to rest his eyes on her, in the presence of the surging crowd around him, 

before it was inevitable. He dared not even survey that crowd to see whether it 

contained any acquaintance of his, and he vaguely wished that her release were 

delayed indefinitely. 

 Presently the officer behind the desk took the telegram from him, and in 

another little while Gitl, hugging Yossele with one arm and a bulging parcel 

with the other, emerged from a side door. 

 "Yekl!" she screamed out in a piteous high key, as if crying for mercy. 

 "Dot'sh alla right!" he returned in English, with a wan smile and 

unconscious of what he was saying. His wandering eyes and dazed mind were 

                                                 
1
 See following website: http://www.ibiblio.org/eldritch/cahan/yekl-2.htm 

  

http://www.ibiblio.org/eldritch/cahan/yekl-2.htm


 4 

striving to fix themselves upon the stern functionary and the questions he 

bethought himself of asking before finally releasing his prisoners. The contrast 

between Gitl and Jake was so striking that the officer wanted to make sure—

partly as a matter of official duty and partly for the fun of the thing—that the 

two were actually man and wife. 

 "Oi a lamentation upon me! He shaves his beard!" Gitl ejaculated to 

herself as she scrutinized her husband. "Yossele, look! Here is tate!" 

 But Yossele did not care to look at tate. Instead, he turned his frightened 

little eyes—precise copies of Jake's—and buried them in his mother's cheek. 

 When Gitl was finally discharged she made to fling herself on Jake. But 

he checked her by seizing both loads from her arms. He started for a distant and 

deserted corner of the room, bidding her follow. For a moment the boy looked 

stunned, then he burst out crying and fell to kicking his father's chest with might 

and main, his reddened little face appealingly turned to Gitl. Jake continuing his 

way tried to kiss his son into toleration, but the little fellow proved too nimble 

for him. It was in vain that Gitl, scurrying behind, kept expostulating with 

Yossele: "Why, it is tate!" Tate was forced to capitulate before the march was 

brought to its end. 

 At length, when the secluded corner had been reached, and Jake and Gitl 

had set down their burdens, husband and wife flew into mutual embrace and fell 

to kissing each other. The performance had an effect of something done to order, 

which, it must be owned, was far from being belied by the state of their minds at 

the moment. Their kisses imparted the taste of mutual estrangement to both. In 

Jake's case the sensation was quickened by the strong steerage odors which were 

emitted by Gitl's person, and he involuntarily recoiled. 

 "You look like a poritz,"
2
 she said shyly. 

  "How are you? How is mother?" 

 "How should she be? So, so. She sends you her love," Gitl mumbled out. 

 "How long was father ill?" 

 "Maybe a month. He cost us health enough." 

 He proceeded to make advances to Yossele, she appealing to the child on 

his behalf. For a moment the sight of her, as they were both crouching before the 

boy, precipitated a wave of thrilling memories on Jake and made him feel on his 

own environment. Presently, however, the illusion took wing and here he was, 

Jake the Yankee, with this bonnetless, wigged, dowdyish little greenhorn by his 

side! That she was his wife, nay, that he was a married man at all, seemed 

incredible to him. The sturdy, thriving urchin had at first inspired him with 

pride; but as he now cast another side glance at Gitl's wig he lost all interest in 

him, and began to regard him, together with his mother, as one great obstacle 

dropped from heaven, as it were, in his way. 

                                                 
2
 Yiddish for nobleman. 
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 Gitl, on her part, was overcome with a feeling akin to awe. She, too, could 

not get herself to realize that this stylish young man—shaved and dressed as in 

Povodye is only some young nobleman—was Yekl, her own Yekl, who had all 

these three years never been absent from her mind. And while she was once 

more examining Jake's blue diagonal cutaway, glossy stand-up collar, the white 

four-in-hand necktie, coquettishly tucked away in the bosom of his starched 

shirt, and, above all, his patent leather shoes, she was at the same time mentally 

scanning the Yekl of three years before. The latter alone was hers, and she felt 

like crying to the image to come back to her and let her be his wife. 

 Presently, when they had got up and Jake was plying her with perfunctory 

questions, she chanced to recognize a certain movement of his upper lip—an old 

trick of his. It was as if she had suddenly discovered her own Yekl in an 

apparent stranger, and, with another pitiful outcry, she fell on his breast. 

 "Don't!" he said, with patient gentleness, pushing away her arms. "Here 

everything is so different." 

 She colored deeply. 

 "They don't wear wigs here," he ventured to add. 

  "What then?" she asked, perplexedly. 

  "You will see. It is quite another world." 

  " Shall I take it off, then? I have a nice Saturday kerchief," she faltered. "It 

is of silk—I bought it at Kalmen's for a bargain. It is still brand new." 

  "Here one does not wear even a kerchief." 

  "How then? Do they go about with their own hair?" she queried in ill-

disguised bewilderment. 

 "Veil, alia right, put it on, quick!" 

 As she set about undoing her parcel, she bade him face about and screen 

her, so that neither he nor any stranger could see her bareheaded while she was 

replacing the wig by the kerchief. He obeyed. All the while the operation lasted 

he stood with his gaze on the floor, gnashing his teeth with disgust and shame, 

or hissing some Bowery oath. 

 "Is this better?" she asked bashfully, when her hair and part of her 

forehead were hidden under a kerchief of flaming blue and yellow, whose end 

dangled down her back. 

 The kerchief had a rejuvenating effect. But Jake thought that it made her 

look like an Italian woman of Mulberry Street on Sunday. 

 "Alia right, leave it be for the present," he said in despair, reflecting that 

the wig would have been the lesser evil of the two. 

  

 When they reached the city Gitl was shocked to see him lead the way to a 

horse car. 

 "Oi woe is me! Why, it is Sabbath!" she gasped. 

 He irately essayed to explain that a car, being an uncommon sort of 

vehicle, riding in it implied no violation of the holy day. But this she sturdily 
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met by reference to railroads. Besides, she had seen horse cars while stopping in 

Hamburg, and knew that no orthodox Jew would use them on the seventh day. 

At length Jake, losing all self-control, fiercely commanded her not to make him 

the laughingstock of the people on the street and to get in without further ado. 

As to the sin of the matter he was willing to take it all upon himself. Completely 

dismayed by his stern manner, amid the strange, uproarious, forbidding 

surroundings, Gitl yielded. 

 As the horses started she uttered a groan of consternation and remained 

looking aghast and with a violently throbbing heart. If she had been a culprit on 

the way to the gallows she could not have been more terrified than she was now 

at this her first ride on the day of rest. 

 The conductor came up for their fares. Jake handed him a ten-cent piece, 

and raising two fingers, he roared out: "Two! He ain' no maur as tree years, de 

liddle feller!" And so great was the impression which his dashing manner and 

his English produced on Gitl, that for some time it relieved her mind and she 

even forgot to be shocked by the sight of her husband handling coin on the 

Sabbath. 

 Having thus paraded himself before his wife, Jake all at once grew kindly 

disposed toward her. 

 "You must be hungry?" he asked. 

 "Not at all! Where do you eat your varimess"
3
 

 "Don't say varimess," he corrected her complaisantly; "here it is called 

dinner." 

 "Dinner?
4
 And what if one becomes fatter?" she confusedly ventured an 

irresistible pun. 

 This was the way in which Gitl came to receive her first lesson in the five 

or six score English words and phrases which the omnivorous Jewish jargon has 

absorbed in the Ghettos of English-speaking countries. 

                                                 
3
 Yiddish for dinner. 

4
 Yiddish for thinner. 
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Hills Like White Elephants  

 

by Ernest Hemingway 

 

The hills across the valley of the Ebro were long and white. On this side there 

was no shade and no trees and the station was between two lines of rails in the 

sun. Close against the side of the station there was the warm shadow of the 

building and a curtain, made of strings of bamboo beads, hung across the open 

door into the bar, to keep out flies. The American and the girl with him sat at a 

table in the shade, outside the building. It was very hot and the express from 

Barcelona would come in forty minutes. It stopped at this junction for two 

minutes and went to Madrid. 

'What should we drink?' the girl asked. She had taken off her hat and put it on 

the table. 

'It's pretty hot,' the man said. 

'Let's drink beer.' 

'Dos cervezas,' the man said into the curtain. 

'Big ones?' a woman asked from the doorway. 

'Yes. Two big ones.' 

The woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pads. She put the felt pads 

and the beer glass on the table and looked at the man and the girl. The girl was 

looking off at the line of hills. They were white in the sun and the country was 

brown and dry. 

'They look like white elephants,' she said. 

'I've never seen one,' the man drank his beer. 

'No, you wouldn't have.' 

'I might have,' the man said. 'Just because you say I wouldn't have doesn't prove 

anything.' 

The girl looked at the bead curtain. 'They've painted something on it,' she said. 

'What does it say?' 

'Anis del Toro. It's a drink.' 

'Could we try it?' 

The man called 'Listen' through the curtain. The woman came out from the bar. 

'Four reales.' 'We want two Anis del Toro.' 

'With water?' 

'Do you want it with water?' 

'I don't know,' the girl said. 'Is it good with water?' 

'It's all right.' 

'You want them with water?' asked the woman. 

'Yes, with water.' 

'It tastes like liquorice,' the girl said and put the glass down. 

'That's the way with everything.' 
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'Yes,' said the girl. 'Everything tastes of liquorice. Especially all the things 

you've waited so long for, like absinthe.' 

'Oh, cut it out.' 

'You started it,' the girl said. 'I was being amused. I was having a fine time.' 

'Well, let's try and have a fine time.' 

'All right. I was trying. I said the mountains looked like white elephants. Wasn't 

that bright?' 

'That was bright.' 

'I wanted to try this new drink. That's all we do, isn't it - look at things and try 

new drinks?' 

'I guess so.' 

The girl looked across at the hills. 

'They're lovely hills,' she said. 'They don't really look like white elephants. I just 

meant the coloring of their skin through the trees.' 

'Should we have another drink?' 

'All right.' 

The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the table. 

'The beer's nice and cool,' the man said. 

'It's lovely,' the girl said. 

'It's really an awfully simple operation, Jig,' the man said. 'It's not really an 

operation at all.' 

The girl looked at the ground the table legs rested on. 

'I know you wouldn't mind it, Jig. It's really not anything. It's just to let the air 

in.' 

The girl did not say anything. 

'I'll go with you and I'll stay with you all the time. They just let the air in and 

then it's all perfectly natural.' 

'Then what will we do afterwards?' 

'We'll be fine afterwards. Just like we were before.' 

'What makes you think so?' 

'That's the only thing that bothers us. It's the only thing that's made us unhappy.' 

The girl looked at the bead curtain, put her hand out and took hold of two of the 

strings of beads. 

'And you think then we'll be all right and be happy.' 

'I know we will. Yon don't have to be afraid. I've known lots of people that have 

done it.' 

'So have I,' said the girl. 'And afterwards they were all so happy.' 

'Well,' the man said, 'if you don't want to you don't have to. I wouldn't have you 

do it if you didn't want to. But I know it's perfectly simple.' 

'And you really want to?' 

'I think it's the best thing to do. But I don't want you to do it if you don't really 

want to.' 
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'And if I do it you'll be happy and things will be like they were and you'll love 

me?' 

'I love you now. You know I love you.' 

'I know. But if I do it, then it will be nice again if I say things are like white 

elephants, and you'll like it?' 

'I'll love it. I love it now but I just can't think about it. You know how I get when 

I worry.' 

'If I do it you won't ever worry?' 

'I won't worry about that because it's perfectly simple.' 

'Then I'll do it. Because I don't care about me.' 

'What do you mean?' 

'I don't care about me.' 

'Well, I care about you.' 

'Oh, yes. But I don't care about me. And I'll do it and then everything will be 

fine.' 

'I don't want you to do it if you feel that way.' 

The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station. Across, on the other side, 

were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro. Far away, beyond the 

river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud moved across the field of grain 

and she saw the river through the trees. 

'And we could have all this,' she said. 'And we could have everything and every 

day we make it more impossible.' 

'What did you say?' 

'I said we could have everything.' 

'We can have everything.' 

'No, we can't.' 

'We can have the whole world.' 

'No, we can't.' 

'We can go everywhere.' 

'No, we can't. It isn't ours any more.' 

'It's ours.' 

'No, it isn't. And once they take it away, you never get it back.' 

'But they haven't taken it away.' 

'We'll wait and see.' 

'Come on back in the shade,' he said. 'You mustn't feel that way.' 

'I don't feel any way,' the girl said. 'I just know things.' 

'I don't want you to do anything that you don't want to do -' 

'Nor that isn't good for me,' she said. 'I know. Could we have another beer?' 

'All right. But you've got to realize - ' 

'I realize,' the girl said. 'Can't we maybe stop talking?' 

They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills on the dry side 

of the valley and the man looked at her and at the table. 
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'You've got to realize,' he said, ' that I don't want you to do it if you don't want 

to. I'm perfectly willing to go through with it if it means anything to you.' 

'Doesn't it mean anything to you? We could get along.' 

'Of course it does. But I don't want anybody but you. I don't want anyone else. 

And I know it's perfectly simple.' 

'Yes, you know it's perfectly simple.' 

'It's all right for you to say that, but I do know it.' 

'Would you do something for me now?' 

'I'd do anything for you.' 

'Would you please please please please please please please stop talking?' 

He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the wall of the station. 

There were labels on them from all the hotels where they had spent nights. 

'But I don't want you to,' he said, 'I don't care anything about it.' 

'I'll scream,' the girl said. 

The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses of beer and put them 

down on the damp felt pads. 'The train comes in five minutes,' she said. 

'What did she say?' asked the girl. 

'That the train is coming in five minutes.' 

The girl smiled brightly at the woman, to thank her. 

'I'd better take the bags over to the other side of the station,' the man said. She 

smiled at him. 

'All right. Then come back and we'll finish the beer.' 

He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the station to the 

other tracks. He looked up the tracks but could not see the train. Coming back, 

he walked through the bar-room, where people waiting for the train were 

drinking. He drank an Anis at the bar and looked at the people. They were all 

waiting reasonably for the train. He went out through the bead curtain. She was 

sitting at the table and smiled at him. 

'Do you feel better?' he asked. 

'I feel fine,' she said. 'There's nothing wrong with me. I feel fine.' 
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The Garden Party by Katherine Mansfield 

 

And after all the weather was ideal. They could not have had a more perfect day 

for a garden-party if they had ordered it. Windless, warm, the sky without a 

cloud. Only the blue was veiled with a haze of light gold, as it is sometimes in 

early summer. The gardener had been up since dawn, mowing the lawns and 

sweeping them, until the grass and the dark flat rosettes where the daisy plants 

had been seemed to shine. As for the roses, you could not help feeling they 

understood that roses are the only flowers that impress people at garden-parties; 

the only flowers that everybody is certain of knowing. Hundreds, yes, literally 

hundreds, had come out in a single night; the green bushes bowed down as 

though they had been visited by archangels.  

Breakfast was not yet over before the men came to put up the marquee. 

"Where do you want the marquee put, mother?" 

"My dear child, it's no use asking me. I'm determined to leave everything to you 

children this year. Forget I am your mother. Treat me as an honoured guest." 

But Meg could not possibly go and supervise the men. She had washed her hair 

before breakfast, and she sat drinking her coffee in a green turban, with a dark 

wet curl stamped on each cheek. Jose, the butterfly, always came down in a silk 

petticoat and a kimono jacket. 

"You'll have to go, Laura; you're the artistic one." 

Away Laura flew, still holding her piece of bread-and-butter. It's so delicious to 

have an excuse for eating out of doors, and besides, she loved having to arrange 

things; she always felt she could do it so much better than anybody else. 

Four men in their shirt-sleeves stood grouped together on the garden path. They 

carried staves covered with rolls of canvas, and they had big tool-bags slung on 

their backs. They looked impressive. Laura wished now that she had not got the 

bread-and-butter, but there was nowhere to put it, and she couldn't possibly 

throw it away. She blushed and tried to look severe and even a little bit short-

sighted as she came up to them. 

"Good morning," she said, copying her mother's voice. But that sounded so 

fearfully affected that she was ashamed, and stammered like a little girl, "Oh - er 

- have you come - is it about the marquee?" 

"That's right, miss," said the tallest of the men, a lanky, freckled fellow, and he 

shifted his tool-bag, knocked back his straw hat and smiled down at her. "That's 

about it." 

His smile was so easy, so friendly that Laura recovered. What nice eyes he had, 

small, but such a dark blue! And now she looked at the others, they were smiling 

too. "Cheer up, we won't bite," their smile seemed to say. How very nice 

workmen were! And what a beautiful morning! She mustn't mention the 

morning; she must be business-like. The marquee. 

"Well, what about the lily-lawn? Would that do?" 
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And she pointed to the lily-lawn with the hand that didn't hold the bread-and-

butter. They turned, they stared in the direction. A little fat chap thrust out his 

under-lip, and the tall fellow frowned. 

"I don't fancy it," said he. "Not conspicuous enough. You see, with a thing like a 

marquee," and he turned to Laura in his easy way, "you want to put it 

somewhere where it'll give you a bang slap in the eye, if you follow me." 

Laura's upbringing made her wonder for a moment whether it was quite 

respectful of a workman to talk to her of bangs slap in the eye. But she did quite 

follow him. 

"A corner of the tennis-court," she suggested. "But the band's going to be in one 

corner." 

"H'm, going to have a band, are you?" said another of the workmen. He was 

pale. He had a haggard look as his dark eyes scanned the tennis-court. What was 

he thinking? 

"Only a very small band," said Laura gently. Perhaps he wouldn't mind so much 

if the band was quite small. But the tall fellow interrupted. 

"Look here, miss, that's the place. Against those trees. Over there. That'll do 

fine." 

Against the karakas. Then the karaka-trees would be hidden. And they were so 

lovely, with their broad, gleaming leaves, and their clusters of yellow fruit. They 

were like trees you imagined growing on a desert island, proud, solitary, lifting 

their leaves and fruits to the sun in a kind of silent splendour. Must they be 

hidden by a marquee? 

They must. Already the men had shouldered their staves and were making for 

the place. Only the tall fellow was left. He bent down, pinched a sprig of 

lavender, put his thumb and forefinger to his nose and snuffed up the smell. 

When Laura saw that gesture she forgot all about the karakas in her wonder at 

him caring for things like that - caring for the smell of lavender. How many men 

that she knew would have done such a thing? Oh, how extraordinarily nice 

workmen were, she thought. Why couldn't she have workmen for her friends 

rather than the silly boys she danced with and who came to Sunday night 

supper? She would get on much better with men like these. 

It's all the fault, she decided, as the tall fellow drew something on the back of an 

envelope, something that was to be looped up or left to hang, of these absurd 

class distinctions. Well, for her part, she didn't feel them. Not a bit, not an atom 

... And now there came the chock-chock of wooden hammers. Some one 

whistled, some one sang out, "Are you right there, matey?" "Matey!" The 

friendliness of it, the - the - Just to prove how happy she was, just to show the 

tall fellow how at home she felt, and how she despised stupid conventions, 

Laura took a big bite of her bread-and-butter as she stared at the little drawing. 

She felt just like a work-girl. 

"Laura, Laura, where are you? Telephone, Laura!" a voice cried from the house. 
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"Coming!" Away she skimmed, over the lawn, up the path, up the steps, across 

the veranda, and into the porch. In the hall her father and Laurie were brushing 

their hats ready to go to the office. 

"I say, Laura," said Laurie very fast, "you might just give a squiz at my coat 

before this afternoon. See if it wants pressing." 

"I will," said she. Suddenly she couldn't stop herself. She ran at Laurie and gave 

him a small, quick squeeze. "Oh, I do love parties, don't you?" gasped Laura. 

"Ra-ther," said Laurie's warm, boyish voice, and he squeezed his sister too, and 

gave her a gentle push. "Dash off to the telephone, old girl." 

The telephone. "Yes, yes; oh yes. Kitty? Good morning, dear. Come to lunch? 

Do, dear. Delighted of course. It will only be a very scratch meal - just the 

sandwich crusts and broken meringue-shells and what's left over. Yes, isn't it a 

perfect morning? Your white? Oh, I certainly should. One moment - hold the 

line. Mother's calling." And Laura sat back. "What, mother? Can't hear." 

Mrs. Sheridan's voice floated down the stairs. "Tell her to wear that sweet hat 

she had on last Sunday." 

"Mother says you're to wear that sweet hat you had on last Sunday. Good. One 

o'clock. Bye-bye." 

Laura put back the receiver, flung her arms over her head, took a deep breath, 

stretched and let them fall. "Huh," she sighed, and the moment after the sigh she 

sat up quickly. She was still, listening. All the doors in the house seemed to be 

open. The house was alive with soft, quick steps and running voices. The green 

baize door that led to the kitchen regions swung open and shut with a muffled 

thud. And now there came a long, chuckling absurd sound. It was the heavy 

piano being moved on its stiff castors. But the air! If you stopped to notice, was 

the air always like this? Little faint winds were playing chase, in at the tops of 

the windows, out at the doors. And there were two tiny spots of sun, one on the 

inkpot, one on a silver photograph frame, playing too. Darling little spots. 

Especially the one on the inkpot lid. It was quite warm. A warm little silver star. 

She could have kissed it. 

The front door bell pealed, and there sounded the rustle of Sadie's print skirt on 

the stairs. A man's voice murmured; Sadie answered, careless, "I'm sure I don't 

know. Wait. I'll ask Mrs Sheridan." 

"What is it, Sadie?" Laura came into the hall. 

"It's the florist, Miss Laura." 

It was, indeed. There, just inside the door, stood a wide, shallow tray full of pots 

of pink lilies. No other kind. Nothing but lilies - canna lilies, big pink flowers, 

wide open, radiant, almost frighteningly alive on bright crimson stems. 

"O-oh, Sadie!" said Laura, and the sound was like a little moan. She crouched 

down as if to warm herself at that blaze of lilies; she felt they were in her 

fingers, on her lips, growing in her breast. 

"It's some mistake," she said faintly. "Nobody ever ordered so many. Sadie, go 

and find mother." 
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But at that moment Mrs. Sheridan joined them. 

"It's quite right," she said calmly. "Yes, I ordered them. Aren't they lovely?" She 

pressed Laura's arm. "I was passing the shop yesterday, and I saw them in the 

window. And I suddenly thought for once in my life I shall have enough canna 

lilies. The garden-party will be a good excuse." 

"But I thought you said you didn't mean to interfere," said Laura. Sadie had 

gone. The florist's man was still outside at his van. She put her arm round her 

mother's neck and gently, very gently, she bit her mother's ear. 

"My darling child, you wouldn't like a logical mother, would you? Don't do that. 

Here's the man." 

He carried more lilies still, another whole tray. 

"Bank them up, just inside the door, on both sides of the porch, please," said 

Mrs. Sheridan. "Don't you agree, Laura?" 

"Oh, I do, mother." 

In the drawing-room Meg, Jose and good little Hans had at last succeeded in 

moving the piano. 

"Now, if we put this chesterfield against the wall and move everything out of the 

room except the chairs, don't you think?" 

"Quite." 

"Hans, move these tables into the smoking-room, and bring a sweeper to take 

these marks off the carpet and - one moment, Hans - " Jose loved giving orders 

to the servants, and they loved obeying her. She always made them feel they 

were taking part in some drama. "Tell mother and Miss Laura to come here at 

once." 

"Very good, Miss Jose." 

She turned to Meg. "I want to hear what the piano sounds like, just in case I'm 

asked to sing this afternoon. Let's try over 'This life is Weary.'" 

Pom! Ta-ta-ta Tee-ta! The piano burst out so passionately that Jose's face 

changed. She clasped her hands. She looked mournfully and enigmatically at her 

mother and Laura as they came in. 

"This Life is Wee-ary, 

A Tear - a Sigh. 

A Love that Chan-ges, 

This Life is Wee-ary, 

A Tear - a Sigh. 

A Love that Chan-ges, 

And then ... Good-bye!" 

But at the word "Good-bye," and although the piano sounded more desperate 

than ever, her face broke into a brilliant, dreadfully unsympathetic smile. 

"Aren't I in good voice, mummy?" she beamed. 

"This Life is Wee-ary, 

Hope comes to Die. 

A Dream - a Wa-kening." 
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But now Sadie interrupted them. "What is it, Sadie?" 

"If you please, m'm, cook says have you got the flags for the sandwiches?" 

"The flags for the sandwiches, Sadie?" echoed Mrs. Sheridan dreamily. And the 

children knew by her face that she hadn't got them. "Let me see." And she said 

to Sadie firmly, "Tell cook I'll let her have them in ten minutes. 

Sadie went. 

"Now, Laura," said her mother quickly, "come with me into the smoking-room. 

I've got the names somewhere on the back of an envelope. You'll have to write 

them out for me. Meg, go upstairs this minute and take that wet thing off your 

head. Jose, run and finish dressing this instant. Do you hear me, children, or 

shall I have to tell your father when he comes home to-night? And - and, Jose, 

pacify cook if you do go into the kitchen, will you? I'm terrified of her this 

morning." 

The envelope was found at last behind the dining-room clock, though how it had 

got there Mrs. Sheridan could not imagine. 

"One of you children must have stolen it out of my bag, because I remember 

vividly - cream cheese and lemon-curd. Have you done that?" 

"Yes." 

"Egg and--" Mrs. Sheridan held the envelope away from her. "It looks like mice. 

It can't be mice, can it?" 

"Olive, pet," said Laura, looking over her shoulder. 

"Yes, of course, olive. What a horrible combination it sounds. Egg and olive." 

They were finished at last, and Laura took them off to the kitchen. She found 

Jose there pacifying the cook, who did not look at all terrifying. 

"I have never seen such exquisite sandwiches," said Jose's rapturous voice. 

"How many kinds did you say there were, cook? Fifteen?" 

"Fifteen, Miss Jose." 

"Well, cook, I congratulate you." 

Cook swept up crusts with the long sandwich knife, and smiled broadly. 

"Godber's has come," announced Sadie, issuing out of the pantry. She had seen 

the man pass the window. 

That meant the cream puffs had come. Godber's were famous for their cream 

puffs. Nobody ever thought of making them at home. 

"Bring them in and put them on the table, my girl," ordered cook. 

Sadie brought them in and went back to the door. Of course Laura and Jose were 

far too grown-up to really care about such things. All the same, they couldn't 

help agreeing that the puffs looked very attractive. Very. Cook began arranging 

them, shaking off the extra icing sugar. 

"Don't they carry one back to all one's parties?" said Laura. 

"I suppose they do," said practical Jose, who never liked to be carried back. 

"They look beautifully light and feathery, I must say." 
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"Have one each, my dears," said cook in her comfortable voice. "Yer ma won't 

know." 

Oh, impossible. Fancy cream puffs so soon after breakfast. The very idea made 

one shudder. All the same, two minutes later Jose and Laura were licking their 

fingers with that absorbed inward look that only comes from whipped cream. 

"Let's go into the garden, out by the back way," suggested Laura. "I want to see 

how the men are getting on with the marquee. They're such awfully nice men." 

But the back door was blocked by cook, Sadie, Godber's man and Hans. 

Something had happened. 

"Tuk-tuk-tuk," clucked cook like an agitated hen. Sadie had her hand clapped to 

her cheek as though she had toothache. Hans's face was screwed up in the effort 

to understand. Only Godber's man seemed to be enjoying himself; it was his 

story. 

"What's the matter? What's happened?" 

"There's been a horrible accident," said Cook. "A man killed." 

"A man killed! Where? How? When?" 

But Godber's man wasn't going to have his story snatched from under his very 

nose. 

"Know those little cottages just below here, miss?" Know them? Of course, she 

knew them. "Well, there's a young chap living there, name of Scott, a carter. His 

horse shied at a traction-engine, corner of Hawke Street this morning, and he 

was thrown out on the back of his head. Killed." 

"Dead!" Laura stared at Godber's man. 

"Dead when they picked him up," said Godber's man with relish. "They were 

taking the body home as I come up here." And he said to the cook, "He's left a 

wife and five little ones." 

"Jose, come here." Laura caught hold of her sister's sleeve and dragged her 

through the kitchen to the other side of the green baize door. There she paused 

and leaned against it. "Jose!" she said, horrified, "however are we going to stop 

everything?" 

"Stop everything, Laura!" cried Jose in astonishment. "What do you mean?" 

"Stop the garden-party, of course." Why did Jose pretend? 

But Jose was still more amazed. "Stop the garden-party? My dear Laura, don't 

be so absurd. Of course we can't do anything of the kind. Nobody expects us to. 

Don't be so extravagant." 

"But we can't possibly have a garden-party with a man dead just outside the 

front gate." 

That really was extravagant, for the little cottages were in a lane to themselves at 

the very bottom of a steep rise that led up to the house. A broad road ran 

between. True, they were far too near. They were the greatest possible eyesore, 

and they had no right to be in that neighbourhood at all. They were little mean 

dwellings painted a chocolate brown. In the garden patches there was nothing 

but cabbage stalks, sick hens and tomato cans. The very smoke coming out of 
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their chimneys was poverty-stricken. Little rags and shreds of smoke, so unlike 

the great silvery plumes that uncurled from the Sheridans' chimneys. 

Washerwomen lived in the lane and sweeps and a cobbler, and a man whose 

house-front was studded all over with minute bird-cages. Children swarmed. 

When the Sheridans were little they were forbidden to set foot there because of 

the revolting language and of what they might catch. But since they were grown 

up, Laura and Laurie on their prowls sometimes walked through. It was 

disgusting and sordid. They came out with a shudder. But still one must go 

everywhere; one must see everything. So through they went. 

"And just think of what the band would sound like to that poor woman," said 

Laura. 

"Oh, Laura!" Jose began to be seriously annoyed. "If you're going to stop a band 

playing every time some one has an accident, you'll lead a very strenuous life. 

I'm every bit as sorry about it as you. I feel just as sympathetic." Her eyes 

hardened. She looked at her sister just as she used to when they were little and 

fighting together. "You won't bring a drunken workman back to life by being 

sentimental," she said softly. 

"Drunk! Who said he was drunk?" Laura turned furiously on Jose. She said, just 

as they had used to say on those occasions, "I'm going straight up to tell 

mother." 

"Do, dear," cooed Jose. 

"Mother, can I come into your room?" Laura turned the big glass door-knob. 

"Of course, child. Why, what's the matter? What's given you such a colour?" 

And Mrs. Sheridan turned round from her dressing-table. She was trying on a 

new hat. 

"Mother, a man's been killed," began Laura. 

"Not in the garden?" interrupted her mother. 

"No, no!" 

"Oh, what a fright you gave me!" Mrs. Sheridan sighed with relief, and took off 

the big hat and held it on her knees. 

"But listen, mother," said Laura. Breathless, half-choking, she told the dreadful 

story. "Of course, we can't have our party, can we?" she pleaded. "The band and 

everybody arriving. They'd hear us, mother; they're nearly neighbours!" 

To Laura's astonishment her mother behaved just like Jose; it was harder to bear 

because she seemed amused. She refused to take Laura seriously. 

"But, my dear child, use your common sense. It's only by accident we've heard 

of it. If some one had died there normally - and I can't understand how they keep 

alive in those poky little holes - we should still be having our party, shouldn't 

we?" 

Laura had to say "yes" to that, but she felt it was all wrong. She sat down on her 

mother's sofa and pinched the cushion frill. 

"Mother, isn't it terribly heartless of us?" she asked. 
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"Darling!" Mrs. Sheridan got up and came over to her, carrying the hat. Before 

Laura could stop her she had popped it on. "My child!" said her mother, "the hat 

is yours. It's made for you. It's much too young for me. I have never seen you 

look such a picture. Look at yourself!" And she held up her hand-mirror. 

"But, mother," Laura began again. She couldn't look at herself; she turned aside. 

This time Mrs. Sheridan lost patience just as Jose had done. 

"You are being very absurd, Laura," she said coldly. "People like that don't 

expect sacrifices from us. And it's not very sympathetic to spoil everybody's 

enjoyment as you're doing now." 

"I don't understand," said Laura, and she walked quickly out of the room into her 

own bedroom. There, quite by chance, the first thing she saw was this charming 

girl in the mirror, in her black hat trimmed with gold daisies, and a long black 

velvet ribbon. Never had she imagined she could look like that. Is mother right? 

she thought. And now she hoped her mother was right. Am I being extravagant? 

Perhaps it was extravagant. Just for a moment she had another glimpse of that 

poor woman and those little children, and the body being carried into the house. 

But it all seemed blurred, unreal, like a picture in the newspaper. I'll remember it 

again after the party's over, she decided. And somehow that seemed quite the 

best plan.... 

Lunch was over by half-past one. By half-past two they were all ready for the 

fray. The green-coated band had arrived and was established in a corner of the 

tennis-court. 

"My dear!" trilled Kitty Maitland, "aren't they too like frogs for words? You 

ought to have arranged them round the pond with the conductor in the middle on 

a leaf." 

Laurie arrived and hailed them on his way to dress. At the sight of him Laura 

remembered the accident again. She wanted to tell him. If Laurie agreed with 

the others, then it was bound to be all right. And she followed him into the hall. 

"Laurie!" 

"Hallo!" He was half-way upstairs, but when he turned round and saw Laura he 

suddenly puffed out his cheeks and goggled his eyes at her. "My word, Laura! 

You do look stunning," said Laurie. "What an absolutely topping hat!" 

Laura said faintly "Is it?" and smiled up at Laurie, and didn't tell him after all. 

Soon after that people began coming in streams. The band struck up; the hired 

waiters ran from the house to the marquee. Wherever you looked there were 

couples strolling, bending to the flowers, greeting, moving on over the lawn. 

They were like bright birds that had alighted in the Sheridans' garden for this 

one afternoon, on their way to - where? Ah, what happiness it is to be with 

people who all are happy, to press hands, press cheeks, smile into eyes. 

"Darling Laura, how well you look!" 

"What a becoming hat, child!" 

"Laura, you look quite Spanish. I've never seen you look so striking." 
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And Laura, glowing, answered softly, "Have you had tea? Won't you have an 

ice? The passion-fruit ices really are rather special." She ran to her father and 

begged him. "Daddy darling, can't the band have something to drink?" 

And the perfect afternoon slowly ripened, slowly faded, slowly its petals closed. 

"Never a more delightful garden-party ... " "The greatest success ... " "Quite the 

most ... " 

Laura helped her mother with the good-byes. They stood side by side in the 

porch till it was all over. 

"All over, all over, thank heaven," said Mrs. Sheridan. "Round up the others, 

Laura. Let's go and have some fresh coffee. I'm exhausted. Yes, it's been very 

successful. But oh, these parties, these parties! Why will you children insist on 

giving parties!" And they all of them sat down in the deserted marquee. 

"Have a sandwich, daddy dear. I wrote the flag." 

"Thanks." Mr. Sheridan took a bite and the sandwich was gone. He took another. 

"I suppose you didn't hear of a beastly accident that happened to-day?" he said. 

"My dear," said Mrs. Sheridan, holding up her hand, "we did. It nearly ruined 

the party. Laura insisted we should put it off." 

"Oh, mother!" Laura didn't want to be teased about it. 

"It was a horrible affair all the same," said Mr. Sheridan. "The chap was married 

too. Lived just below in the lane, and leaves a wife and half a dozen kiddies, so 

they say." 

An awkward little silence fell. Mrs. Sheridan fidgeted with her cup. Really, it 

was very tactless of father ...  

Suddenly she looked up. There on the table were all those sandwiches, cakes, 

puffs, all uneaten, all going to be wasted. She had one of her brilliant ideas. 

"I know," she said. "Let's make up a basket. Let's send that poor creature some 

of this perfectly good food. At any rate, it will be the greatest treat for the 

children. Don't you agree? And she's sure to have neighbours calling in and so 

on. What a point to have it all ready prepared. Laura!" She jumped up. "Get me 

the big basket out of the stairs cupboard." 

"But, mother, do you really think it's a good idea?" said Laura. 

Again, how curious, she seemed to be different from them all. To take scraps 

from their party. Would the poor woman really like that? 

"Of course! What's the matter with you to-day? An hour or two ago you were 

insisting on us being sympathetic, and now--"  

Oh well! Laura ran for the basket. It was filled, it was heaped by her mother. 

"Take it yourself, darling," said she. "Run down just as you are. No, wait, take 

the arum lilies too. People of that class are so impressed by arum lilies." 

"The stems will ruin her lace frock," said practical Jose. 

So they would. Just in time. "Only the basket, then. And, Laura!" - her mother 

followed her out of the marquee - "don't on any account--" 

"What mother?"  

No, better not put such ideas into the child's head! "Nothing! Run along." 



 20 

It was just growing dusky as Laura shut their garden gates. A big dog ran by like 

a shadow. The road gleamed white, and down below in the hollow the little 

cottages were in deep shade. How quiet it seemed after the afternoon. Here she 

was going down the hill to somewhere where a man lay dead, and she couldn't 

realize it. Why couldn't she? She stopped a minute. And it seemed to her that 

kisses, voices, tinkling spoons, laughter, the smell of crushed grass were 

somehow inside her. She had no room for anything else. How strange! She 

looked up at the pale sky, and all she thought was, "Yes, it was the most 

successful party." 

Now the broad road was crossed. The lane began, smoky and dark. Women in 

shawls and men's tweed caps hurried by. Men hung over the palings; the 

children played in the doorways. A low hum came from the mean little cottages. 

In some of them there was a flicker of light, and a shadow, crab-like, moved 

across the window. Laura bent her head and hurried on. She wished now she had 

put on a coat. How her frock shone! And the big hat with the velvet streamer - if 

only it was another hat! Were the people looking at her? They must be. It was a 

mistake to have come; she knew all along it was a mistake. Should she go back 

even now? 

No, too late. This was the house. It must be. A dark knot of people stood 

outside. Beside the gate an old, old woman with a crutch sat in a chair, 

watching. She had her feet on a newspaper. The voices stopped as Laura drew 

near. The group parted. It was as though she was expected, as though they had 

known she was coming here. 

Laura was terribly nervous. Tossing the velvet ribbon over her shoulder, she said 

to a woman standing by, "Is this Mrs. Scott's house?" and the woman, smiling 

queerly, said, "It is, my lass." 

Oh, to be away from this! She actually said, "Help me, God," as she walked up 

the tiny path and knocked. To be away from those staring eyes, or to be covered 

up in anything, one of those women's shawls even. I'll just leave the basket and 

go, she decided. I shan't even wait for it to be emptied. 

Then the door opened. A little woman in black showed in the gloom. 

Laura said, "Are you Mrs. Scott?" But to her horror the woman answered, "Walk 

in please, miss," and she was shut in the passage. 

"No," said Laura, "I don't want to come in. I only want to leave this basket. 

Mother sent--" 

The little woman in the gloomy passage seemed not to have heard her. "Step this 

way, please, miss," she said in an oily voice, and Laura followed her. 

She found herself in a wretched little low kitchen, lighted by a smoky lamp. 

There was a woman sitting before the fire. 

"Em," said the little creature who had let her in. "Em! It's a young lady." She 

turned to Laura. She said meaningly, "I'm 'er sister, miss. You'll excuse 'er, 

won't you?" 
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"Oh, but of course!" said Laura. "Please, please don't disturb her. I - I only want 

to leave--"  

But at that moment the woman at the fire turned round. Her face, puffed up, red, 

with swollen eyes and swollen lips, looked terrible. She seemed as though she 

couldn't understand why Laura was there. What did it mean? Why was this 

stranger standing in the kitchen with a basket? What was it all about? And the 

poor face puckered up again. 

"All right, my dear," said the other. "I'll thenk the young lady." 

And again she began, "You'll excuse her, miss, I'm sure," and her face, swollen 

too, tried an oily smile. 

Laura only wanted to get out, to get away. She was back in the passage. The 

door opened. She walked straight through into the bedroom, where the dead man 

was lying. 

"You'd like a look at 'im, wouldn't you?" said Em's sister, and she brushed past 

Laura over to the bed. "Don't be afraid, my lass," - and now her voice sounded 

fond and sly, and fondly she drew down the sheet--"'e looks a picture. There's 

nothing to show. Come along, my dear." 

There lay a young man, fast asleep - sleeping so soundly, so deeply, that he was 

far, far away from them both. Oh, so remote, so peaceful. He was dreaming. 

Never wake him up again. His head was sunk in the pillow, his eyes were 

closed; they were blind under the closed eyelids. He was given up to his dream. 

What did garden-parties and baskets and lace frocks matter to him? He was far 

from all those things. He was wonderful, beautiful. While they were laughing 

and while the band was playing, this marvel had come to the lane. Happy ... 

happy ... All is well, said that sleeping face. This is just as it should be. I am 

content. 

But all the same you had to cry, and she couldn't go out of the room without 

saying something to him. Laura gave a loud childish sob. 

"Forgive my hat," she said. 

And this time she didn't wait for Em's sister. She found her way out of the door, 

down the path, past all those dark people. At the corner of the lane she met 

Laurie. 

He stepped out of the shadow. "Is that you, Laura?" 

"Yes." 

"Mother was getting anxious. Was it all right?" 

"Yes, quite. Oh, Laurie!" She took his arm, she pressed up against him. 

"I say, you're not crying, are you?" asked her brother. 

Laura shook her head. She was. Laurie put his arm round her shoulder. "Don't 

cry," he said in his warm, loving voice. "Was it awful?" 

"No," sobbed Laura. "It was simply marvellous. But Laurie--" She stopped, she 

looked at her brother. "Isn't life," she stammered, "isn't life--" But what life was 

she couldn't explain. No matter. He quite understood. 

"Isn't it, darling?" said Laurie. 
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Lullaby 

 

by Leslie Marmon Silko 

 

 The sun had gone down but the snow in the wind gave off its own light. It 

came in thick tufts like new wool—washed before the weaver spins it. Ayah 

reached out for it like her own babies had, and she smiled when she remembered 

how she had laughed at them. She was an old woman now, and her life had 

become memories. She sat down with her back against the wide cottonwood 

tree, feeling the rough bark on her back bones; she faced east and listened to the 

wind and snow sing a high-pitched Yeibechei song. Out of the wind she felt 

warmer, and she could watch the wide fluffy snow fill in her tracks, steadily, 

until the direction she had come from was gone. By the light of the snow she 

could see the dark outline of the big arroyo
5
 a few feet away. She was sitting on 

the edge of Cebolleta Creek, where in the springtime the thin cows would graze 

on grass already chewed flat to the ground. In the wide deep creek bed where 

only a trickle of water flowed in the summer, the skinny cows would wander, 

looking for new grass along winding paths splashed with manure. 

 Ayah pulled the old Army blanket over her head like a shawl. Jimmie's 

blanket—the one he had sent to her. That was a long time ago and the green 

wool was faded, and it was unraveling on the edges. She did not want to think 

about Jimmie. So she thought about the weaving and the way her mother had 

done it. On the wall wooden loom set into the sand under a tamarack tree for 

shade. She could see it clearly. She had been only a little girl when her grandma 

gave her the wooden combs to pull the twigs and burrs from the raw, freshly 

washed wool. And while she combed the wool, her grandma sat beside her, 

spinning a silvery strand of yarn around the smooth cedar spindle. Her mother 

worked at the loom with yarns dyed bright yellow and red and gold. She 

watched them dye the yarn in boiling black pots full of beeweed petals, juniper 

berries, and sage. The blankets her mother made were soft and woven so tight 

that rain rolled off them like birds' feathers. Ayah remembered sleeping warm 

on cold windy nights, wrapped in her mother's blankets on the hogan's sandy 

floor. 

 

 The snow drifted now, with the northwest wind hurling it in gusts. It 

drifted up around her black overshoes—old ones with little metal buckles. She 

smiled at the snow which was trying to cover her little by little. She could 

remember when they had no black rubber overshoes; only the high buckskin 

leggings that they wrapped over their elkhide moccasins. If the snow was dry or 

frozen, a person could walk all day and not get wet; and in the evenings the 
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beams of the ceiling would hang with lengths of pale buckskin leggings, drying 

out slowly. 

 She felt peaceful remembering. She didn't feel cold any more. Jimmie's 

blanket seemed warmer than it had ever been. And she could remember the 

morning he was born. She could remember whispering to her mother, who was 

sleeping on the other side of the hogan,
6
 to tell her it was time now. She did not 

want to wake the others. The second time she called to her, her mother stood up 

and pulled on her shoes; she knew. They walked to the old stone hogan together, 

Ayah walking a step behind her mother. She waited alone, learning the rhythms 

of the pains while her mother went to call the old woman to help them. The 

morning was already warm even before dawn and Ayah smelled the bee flowers 

blooming and the young willow growing at the springs. She could remember 

that so clearly, but his birth merged into the births of the other children and to 

her it became all the same birth. They named him for the summer morning and 

in English they called him Jimmie. 

 It wasn't like Jimmie died. He just never came back, and one day a dark 

blue sedan with white writing on its doors pulled up in front of the boxcar shack 

where the rancher let the Indians live. A man in a khaki uniform trimmed in gold 

gave them a yellow piece of paper and told them that Jimmie was dead. He said 

the Army would try to get the body back and then it would be shipped to them; 

but it wasn't likely because the helicopter had burned after it crashed. All of this 

was told to Chato because he could understand English. She stood inside the 

doorway holding the baby while Chato listened. Chato spoke English like a 

white man and he spoke Spanish too. He was taller than the white man and he 

stood straighter too. Chato didn't explain why; he just told the military man they 

could keep the body if they found it. The white man looked bewildered; he 

nodded his head and he left. Then Chato looked at her and shook his head, and 

then he told her, "Jimmie isn't coming home anymore," and when he spoke, he 

used the words to speak of the dead. She didn't cry then, but she hurt inside with 

anger. And she mourned him as the years passed, when a horse fell with Chato 

and broke his leg, and the white rancher told them he wouldn't pay Chato until 

he could work again. She mourned Jimmie because he would have worked for 

his father then; he would have saddled the big bay horse and ridden the fence 

lines each day, with wire cutters and heavy gloves, fixing the breaks in the 

barbed wire and putting the stray cattle back inside again. 

 She mourned him after the white doctors came to take Danny and Ella 

away. She was at the shack alone that day they came. It was back in the days 

before they hired Navajo women to go with them as interpreters. She recognized 

one of the doctors. She had seen him at the children's clinic at Canoncito about a 

month ago. They were wearing khaki uniforms and they waved papers at her and 

a black ballpoint pen, trying to make her understand their English words. She 
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was frightened by the way they looked at the children, like the lizard watches 

the fly. Danny was swinging on the tire swing on the elm tree behind the 

rancher's house, and Ella was toddling around the front door, dragging the 

broomstick horse Chato made for her. Ayah could see they wanted her to sign 

the papers, and Chato had taught her to sign her name. It was something she was 

proud of. She only wanted them to go, and to take their eyes away from her 

children. 

 She took the pen from the man without looking at his face and she signed 

the papers in three different places he pointed to. She stared at the ground by 

their feet and waited for them to leave. But they stood there and began to point 

and gesture at the children. Danny stopped swinging. Ayah could see his fear. 

She moved suddenly and grabbed Ella into her arms; the child squirmed, trying 

to get back to her toys. Ayah ran with the baby toward Danny; she screamed for 

him to run and then she grabbed him around his chest and carried him too. She 

ran south into the foothills of juniper trees and black lava rock. Behind her she 

heard the doctors running, but they had been taken by surprise, and as the hills 

became steeper and the cholla cactus were thicker, they stopped. When she 

reached the top of the hill, she stopped to listen in case they were circling around 

her. But in a few minutes she heard a car engine start and they drove away. The 

children had been too surprised to cry while she ran with them. Danny was 

shaking and Ella's little fingers were gripping Ayah's blouse. 

 She stayed up in the hills for the rest of the day, sitting on a black lava 

boulder in the sunshine where she could see for miles all around her. The sky 

was light blue and cloudless, and it was warm for late April. The sun warmth 

relaxed her and took the fear and anger away. She lay back on the rock and 

watched the sky. It seemed to her that she could walk into the sky, stepping 

through clouds endlessly. Danny played with little pebbles and stones, 

pretending they were birds eggs and then little rabbits. Ella sat at her feet and 

dropped fistfuls of dirt into the breeze, watching the dust and particles of sand 

intently. Ayah watched a hawk soar high above them, dark wings gliding; 

hunting or only watching, she did not know. The hawk was patient and he 

circled all afternoon before he disappeared around the high volcanic peak the 

Mexicans called Guadalupe. 

 Late in the afternoon, Ayah looked down at the gray boxcar shack with 

the paint all peeled from the wood; the stove pipe on the roof was rusted and 

crooked. The fire she had built that morning in the oil drum stove had burned 

out. Ella was asleep in her lap now and Danny sat close to her, complaining that 

he was hungry; he asked when they would go to the house. "We will stay up 

here until your father comes," she told him, "because those white men were 

chasing us." The boy remembered then and he nodded at her silently. 

 If Jimmie had been there he could have read those papers and explained to 

her what they said. Ayah would have known then, never to sign them. The 
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doctors came back the next day and they brought a BIA
7
 policeman with them. 

They told Chato they had her signature and that was all they needed. Except for 

the kids. She listened to Chato sullenly; she hated him when he told her it was 

the old woman who died in the winter, spitting blood; it was her old grandma 

who had given the children this disease. "They don't spit blood," she said coldly. 

"The whites lie." She held Ella and Danny close to her, ready to run to the hills 

again. "I want a medicine man first," she said to Chato, not looking at him. He 

shook his head. "It's too late now. The policeman is with them. You signed the 

paper." His voice was gentle. 

 It was worse than if they had died: to lose the children and to know that 

somewhere, in a place called Colorado, in a place full of sick and dying 

strangers, her children were without her. There had been babies that died soon 

after they were born, and one that died before he could walk. She had carried 

them herself, up to the boulders and great pieces of the cliff that long ago 

crashed down from Long Mesa; she laid them in the crevices of sandstone and 

buried them in fine brown sand with round quartz pebbles that washed down the 

hills in the rain. She had endured it because they had been with her. But she 

could not bear this pain. She did not sleep for a long time after they took her 

children. She stayed on the hill where they had fled the first time, and she slept 

rolled up in the blanket Jimmie had sent her. She carried the pain in her belly 

and it was fed by everything she saw: the blue sky of their last day together and 

the dust and pebbles they played with; the swing in the elm tree and broomstick 

horse choked life from her. The pain filled her stomach and there was no room 

for food or for her lungs to fill with air. The air and the food would have been 

theirs. 

 She hated Chato, not because he let the policeman and doctors put the 

screaming children in the government car, but because he had taught her to sign 

her name. Because it was like the old ones always told her about learning their 

language or any of their ways: it endangered you. She slept alone on the hill 

until the middle of November when the first snows came. Then she made a bed 

for herself where the children had slept. She did not lie down beside Chato again 

until many years later, when he was sick and shivering and only her body could 

keep him warm. The illness came after the white rancher told Chato he was too 

old to work for him anymore, and Chato and his old woman should be out of the 

shack by the next afternoon because the rancher had hired new people to work 

there. That had satisfied her. To see how the white man repaid Chato's years of 

loyalty and work. All of Chato's fine-sounding English talk didn't change things. 

 

It snowed steadily and the luminous light from the snow gradually diminished 

into the darkness. Somewhere in Cebolleta a dog barked and other village dogs 

joined with it. Ayah looked in the direction she had come, from the bar where 

                                                 
7
 Bureau of Indian Affairs. 
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Chato was buying the wine. Sometimes he told her to go on ahead and wait; and 

then he never came. And when she finally went back looking for him, she would 

find him passed out at the bottom of the wooden steps to Azzie's Bar. All the 

wine would be gone and most of the money too, from the pale blue check that 

came to them once a month in a government envelope. It was then that she 

would look at his face and his hands, scarred by ropes and the barbed wire of all 

those years, and she would think, this man is a stranger; for forty years she had 

smiled at him and cooked his food, but he remained a stranger. She stood up 

again, with the snow almost to her knees, and she walked back to find Chato. 

 It was hard to walk in the deep snow and she felt the air burn in her lungs. 

She stopped a short distance from the bar to rest and readjust the blanket. But 

this time he wasn't waiting for her on the bottom step with his old Stetson hat 

pulled down and his shoulders hunched up in his long wool overcoat. 

 She was careful not to slip on the wooden steps. When she pushed the 

door open, warm air and cigarette smoke hit her face. She looked around slowly 

and deliberately, in every corner, in every dark place that the old man might find 

to sleep. The bar owner didn't like Indians in there, especially Navajos, but he let 

Chato come in because he could talk Spanish like he was one of them. The men 

at the bar stared at her, and the bartender saw that she left the door open wide. 

Snowflakes were flying inside like moths and melting into a puddle on the oiled 

wood floor. He motioned to her to close the door, but she did not see him. She 

held herself straight and walked across the room slowly, searching the room 

with every step. The snow in her hair melted and she could feel it on her 

forehead. At the far corner of the room, she saw red flames at the mica window 

of the old stove door; she looked behind the stove just to make sure. The bar got 

quiet except for the Spanish polka music playing on the jukebox. She stood by 

the stove and shook the snow from her blanket and held it near the stove to dry. 

The wet wool smell reminded her of new-born goats in early March, brought 

inside to warm near the fire. She felt calm. 

 In past years they would have told her to get out. But her hair was white 

now and her face was wrinkled. They looked at her like she was a spider 

crawling slowly across the room. They were afraid; she could feel the fear. She 

looked at their faces steadily. They reminded her of the first time the white 

people brought her children back to her that winter. Danny had been shy and hid 

behind the thin white woman who brought them. And the baby had not known 

her until Ayah took her into her arms, and then Ella had nuzzled close to her as 

she had when she was nursing. The blonde woman was nervous and kept 

looking at a dainty gold watch on her wrist. She sat on the bench near the small 

window and watched the dark snow clouds gather around the mountains; she 

was worrying about the unpaved road. She was frightened by what she saw 

inside too: the strips of venison drying on a rope across the ceiling and the 

children jabbering excitedly in a language she did not know. So they stayed for 

only a few hours. Ayah watched the government car disappear down the road 
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and she knew they were already being weaned from these lava hills and from 

this sky. The last time they came was in early June, and Ella stared at her the 

way the men in the bar were now staring. Ayah did not try to pick her up; she 

smiled at her instead and spoke cheerfully to Danny. When he tried to answer 

her, he could not seem to remember and he spoke English words with the 

Navajo. But he gave her a scrap of paper that he had found somewhere and 

carried in his pocket; it was folded in half, and he shyly looked up at her and 

said it was a bird. She asked Chato if they were home for good this time. He 

spoke to the white woman and she shook her head. "How much longer?" he 

asked, and she said she didn't know; but Chato saw how she stared at the boxcar 

shack. Ayah turned away then. She did not say good-bye. 

 

 She felt satisfied that the men in the bar feared her. Maybe it was her face 

and the way she held her mouth with teeth clenched tight, like there was nothing 

anyone could do to her now. She walked north down the road, searching for the 

old man. She did this because she had the blanket, and there would be no place 

for him except with her and the blanket in the old adobe barn near the arroyo. 

They always slept there when they came to Cebolleta. If the money and the wine 

were gone, she would be relieved because then they could go home again; back 

to the old hogan with a dirt roof and rock walls where she herself had been born. 

And the next day the old man could go back to the few sheep they still had, to 

follow along behind them, guiding them, into dry sandy arroyos where sparse 

grass grew. She knew he did not like walking behind old ewes when for so many 

years he rode big quarter horses and worked with cattle. But she wasn't sorry for 

him; he should have known all along what would happen. 

 There had not been enough rain for their garden in five years; and that 

was when Chato finally hitched a ride into the town and brought back brown 

boxes of rice and sugar and big tin cans of welfare peaches. After that, at the 

first of the month they went to Cebolleta to ask the postmaster for the check; and 

then Chato would go to the bar and cash it. They did this as they planted the 

garden every May, not because anything would survive the summer dust, but 

because it was time to do this. The journey passed the days that smelled silent 

and dry like the caves above the canyon with yellow painted buffaloes on their 

walls. 

 

 He was walking along the pavement when she found him. He did not stop 

or turn around when he heard her behind him. She walked beside him and she 

noticed how slowly he moved now. He smelled strongly of woodsmoke and 

urine. Lately he had been forgetting. Sometimes he called her by his sister's 

name and she had been gone for a long time. Once she had found him wandering 

on the road to the white man's ranch, and she asked him why he was going that 

way; he laughed at her and said, "You know they can't run that ranch without 

me," and he walked on determined, limping on the leg that had been crushed 
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many years before. Now he looked at her curiously, as if for the first time, but 

he kept shuffling along, moving slowly along the side of the highway. His gray 

hair had grown long and spread out on the shoulders of the long overcoat. He 

wore the old felt hat pulled down over his ears. His boots were worn out at the 

toes and he had stuffed pieces of an old red shirt in the holes. The rags made his 

feet look like little animals up to their ears in snow. She laughed at his feet; the 

snow muffled the sound of her laugh. He stopped and looked at her again. The 

wind had quit blowing and the snow was falling straight down; the southeast sky 

was beginning to clear and Ayah could see a star. 

 "Let's rest awhile," she said to him. They walked away from the road and 

up the slope to the giant boulders that had tumbled down from the red sandrock 

mesa throughout the centuries of rainstorms and earth tremors. In a place where 

the boulders shut out the wind, they sat down with their backs against the rock. 

She offered half of the blanket to him and they sat wrapped together. 

 The storm passed swiftly. The clouds moved east. They were massive and 

full, crowding together across the sky. She watched them with the feeling of 

horses—steely blue-gray horses startled across the sky. The powerful haunches 

pushed into the distances and the tail hairs streamed white mist behind them. 

The sky cleared. Ayah saw that there was nothing between her and the stars. The 

light was crystalline. There was no shimmer, no distortion through earth haze. 

She breathed the clarity of the night sky; she smelled the purity of the half moon 

and the stars. He was lying on his side with his knees pulled up near his belly for 

warmth. His eyes were closed now, and in the light from the stars and the moon, 

he looked young again. 

 She could see it descend out of the night sky: an icy stillness from the 

edge of the thin moon. She recognized the freezing. It came gradually, sinking 

snowflake by snowflake until the crust was heavy and deep. It had the strength 

of the stars in Orion, and its journey was endless. Ayah knew that with the wine 

he would sleep. He would not feel it. She tucked the blanket around him, 

remembering how it was when Ella had been with her; and she felt the rush so 

big inside her heart for the babies. And she sang the only song she knew to sing 

for babies. She could not remember if she had ever sung it to her children, but 

she knew that her grandmother had sung it and her mother had sung it: 

  

The earth is your mother, 

 she holds you. 

The sky is your father, 

 he protects you. 

Sleep, 

sleep. 

Rainbow is your sister, 

she loves you. 

The winds are your brothers, 
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they sing to you. 

Sleep, 

sleep. 

We are together always 

We are together always 

There never was a time 

when this 

was not so. 
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I Have a Dream 

 

By Martin Luther King 

 

Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand 

today, signed the Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a 

great beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves, who had been seared in 

the flames of withering injustice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long 

night of their captivity. 

But one hundred years later, the Negro still is not free. One hundred years later, 

the life of the Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and 

the chains of discrimination. One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a 

lonely island of poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One 

hundred years later, the Negro is still languished in the corners of American 

society and finds himself an exile in his own land. And so we've come here 

today to dramatize a shameful condition. 

In a sense we have come to our nation's capital to cash a check. When the 

architects of our republic wrote the magnificent words of the Constitution and 

the Declaration of Independence, they were signing a promissory note to which 

every American was to fall heir. This note was a promise that all men, yes, black 

men as well as white men, would be guaranteed the unalienable rights of life, 

liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. It is obvious today that America has 

defaulted on this promissory note, insofar as her citizens of color are concerned. 

Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America has given the Negro people 

a bad check, a check which has come back marked "insufficient funds." 

But we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to 

believe that there are insufficient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of this 

nation. And so we have come to cash this check, a check that will give us upon 

demand the riches of freedom and the security of justice. 

We have also come to this hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce 

urgency of Now. This is no time to engage in the luxury of cooling off or to take 

the tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Now is the time to make real the promises 

of democracy. Now is the time to rise from the dark and desolate valley of 

segregation to the sunlit path of racial justice. Now is the time to lift our nation 

from the quicksands of racial injustice to the solid rock of brotherhood. Now is 

the time to make justice a reality for all of God's children. 

It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of the moment. This 

sweltering summer of the Negro's legitimate discontent will not pass until there 

is an invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. Nineteen sixty-three is not an 

end but a beginning. Those who hope that the Negro needed to blow off steam 

and will now be content will have a rude awakening if the nation returns to 

business as usual. There will be neither rest nor tranquility in America until the 

Negro is granted his citizenship rights. The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to 

shake the foundations of our nation until the bright day of justice emerges. 
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But there is something that I must say to my people who stand on the warm 

threshold which leads into the palace of justice. In the process of gaining our 

rightful place we must not be guilty of wrongful deeds. Let us not seek to satisfy 

our thirst for freedom by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred. We 

must ever conduct our struggle on the high plane of dignity and discipline. We 

must not allow our creative protest to degenerate into physical violence. Again 

and again we must rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with 

soul force. 

The marvelous new militancy which has engulfed the Negro community must 

not lead us to a distrust of all white people, for many of our white brothers, as 

evidenced by their presence here today, have come to realize that their destiny is 

tied up with our destiny. And they have come to realize that their freedom is 

inextricably bound to our freedom. We cannot walk alone. 

And as we walk, we must make the pledge that we shall always march ahead. 

We cannot turn back. There are those who are asking the devotees of civil rights, 

"When will you be satisfied?" We can never be satisfied as long as the Negro is 

the victim of the unspeakable horrors of police brutality. We can never be 

satisfied as long as our bodies, heavy with the fatigue of travel, cannot gain 

lodging in the motels of the highways and the hotels of the cities. We cannot be 

satisfied as long as a Negro in Mississippi cannot vote and a Negro in New York 

believes he has nothing for which to vote. No, no, we are not satisfied and we 

will not be satisfied until justice rolls down like waters and righteousness like a 

mighty stream. 

 

I am not unmindful that some of you have come here out of great trials and 

tribulations. Some of you have come fresh from narrow jail cells. Some of you 

have come from areas where your quest for freedom left you battered by the 

storms of persecutions and staggered by the winds of police brutality. You have 

been the veterans of creative suffering. Continue to work with the faith that 

unearned suffering is redemptive. Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, 

go back to South Carolina, go back to Georgia, go back to Louisiana, go back to 

the slums and ghettos of our northern cities, knowing that somehow this 

situation can and will be changed. Let us not wallow in the valley of despair, I 

say to you today, my friends. And so even though we face the difficulties of 

today and tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the 

American dream. 

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning 

of its creed: We hold these truths to be self-evident that all men are created 

equal. 

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves 

and the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table 

of brotherhood. 
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I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with 

the heat of injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed 

into an oasis of freedom and justice. 

I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where 

they will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their 

character. I have a dream today! 

I have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its 

governor having his lips dripping with the words of interposition and 

nullification; one day right down in Alabama little black boys and black girls 

will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and 

brothers. I have a dream today! 

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, and every hill and 

mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the 

crooked places will be made straight, and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed 

and all flesh shall see it together. 

This is our hope. This is the faith that I will go back to the South with. With this 

faith we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With 

this faith we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a 

beautiful symphony of brotherhood. With this faith we will be able to work 

together, to pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up 

for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one day. And this will be the 

day, this will be the day when all of God's children will be able to sing with new 

meaning, "My country 'tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land 

where my fathers died, land of the Pilgrim's pride, from every mountainside, let 

freedom ring!" And if America is to be a great nation, this must become true. 

And so let freedom ring -- from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire. 

 Let freedom ring -- from the mighty mountains of New York. 

 Let freedom ring -- from the heightening Alleghenies of  

 Pennsylvania.  

 Let freedom ring -- from the snow-capped Rockies of Colorado. 

 Let freedom ring -- from the curvaceous slopes of California. 

 But not only that. 

 Let freedom ring -- from Stone Mountain of Georgia. 

 Let freedom ring -- from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee. 

 Let freedom ring -- from every hill and molehill of Mississippi,  

 from every mountainside, let freedom ring! 

And when this happens, when we allow freedom to ring, when we let it ring 

from every village and every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be 

able to speed up that day when all of God's children, black men and white men, 

Jews and Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands and sing 

in the words of the old Negro spiritual, 

 "Free at last, free at last. 

 Thank God Almighty, we are free at last." 
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The Soldier 

 

by Rupert Brooke 

 

If I should die, think only this of me: 

That there's some corner of a foreign field 

That is for ever England. There shall be 

In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 

Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam, 

A body of England's, breathing English air, 

Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.  
And think, this heart, all evil shed away, 

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 

Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given; 

Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day; 

And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness, 

In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.  

 
 
 
Anthem for Doomed Youth 

 

by Wilfred Owen 

 

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 

 - Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 

Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 

Can patter out their hasty orisons. 

No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 

Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, - 

The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 

And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 

What candles may be held to speed them all? 

Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 

Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 

The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 

Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 

And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds. 
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Emily Dickinson. Poems nos. 328, 435, 465, 712 and 1052. 

 

Poem 328 

 

A Bird came down the Walk -- 

He did not know I saw -- 

He bit an Angleworm in halves 

And ate the fellow, raw, 

 

And then he drank a Dew 

From a convenient Grass -- 

And then hopped sidewise to the Wall 

To let a Beetle pass -- 

 

He glanced with rapid eyes 

That hurried all around -- 

They looked like frightened Beads, I thought -- 

He stirred his Velvet Head 

 

Like one in danger, Cautious, 

I offered him a Crumb 

And he unrolled his feathers 

And rowed him softer home -- 

 

Than Oars divide the Ocean, 

Too silver for a seam -- 

Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon 

Leap, plashless as they swim. 

 

Poem 435 

 

Much Madness is divinest Sense -- 

To a discerning Eye -- 

Much Sense -- the starkest Madness -- 

'Tis the Majority 

In this, as All, prevail -- 

Assent -- and you are sane -- 

Demur -- you're straightway dangerous -- 

And handled with a Chain – 
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Poem 465 

 

I heard a Fly buzz -- when I died -- 

The Stillness in the Room 

Was like the Stillness in the Air -- 

Between the Heaves of Storm -- 

 

The Eyes around -- had wrung them dry -- 

And Breaths were gathering firm 

For that last Onset -- when the King 

Be witnessed -- in the Room -- 

 

I willed my Keepsakes -- Signed away 

What portion of me be 

Assignable -- and then it was 

There interposed a Fly -- 

 

With Blue -- uncertain stumbling Buzz -- 

Between the light -- and me -- 

And then the Windows failed -- and then 

I could not see to see – 

 

Poem 1052 

 

I never saw a Moor -- 

I never saw the Sea -- 

Yet know I how the Heather looks 

And what a Billow be. 

 

I never spoke with God 

Nor visited in Heaven -- 

Yet certain am I of the spot 

As if the Checks were given -- 
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Poem 712 

 

Because I could not stop for Death -- 

He kindly stopped for me -- 

The Carriage held but just Ourselves -- 

And Immortality. 

 

We slowly drove -- He knew no haste 

And I had put away 

My labor and my leisure too, 

For His Civility -- 

 

We passed the School, where Children strove 

At Recess -- in the Ring -- 

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain -- 

We passed the Setting Sun -- 

 

Or rather -- He passed Us -- 

The Dews drew quivering and chill -- 

For only Gossamer, my Gown -- 

My Tippet -- only Tulle -- 

 

We paused before a House that seemed 

A Swelling of the Ground -- 

The Roof was scarcely visible -- 

The Cornice -- in the Ground -- 

 

Since then -- 'tis Centuries -- and yet 

Feels shorter than the Day 

I first surmised the Horses' Heads 

Were toward Eternity -- 
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Mending Wall 

 

by Robert Frost 

 

Something there is that doesn't love a wall,  

That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it,  

And spills the upper boulders in the sun,  

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.  

The work of hunters is another thing:  

I have come after them and made repair  

Where they have left not one stone on a stone,  

But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,  

To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean,  

No one has seen them made or heard them made,  

But at spring mending-time we find them there.  

I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;  

And on a day we meet to walk the line  

And set the wall between us once again.  

We keep the wall between us as we go.  

To each the boulders that have fallen to each.  

And some are loaves and some so nearly balls  

We have to use a spell to make them balance:  

'Stay where you are until our backs are turned!'  

We wear our fingers rough with handling them.  

Oh, just another kind of out-door game,  

One on a side. It comes to little more:  

There where it is we do not need the wall:  

He is all pine and I am apple orchard.  

My apple trees will never get across  

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him.  

He only says, 'Good fences make good neighbors'.  

Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder  

If I could put a notion in his head:  

'Why do they make good neighbors? Isn't it  

Where there are cows?  

But here there are no cows.  

Before I built a wall I'd ask to know  

What I was walling in or walling out,  

And to whom I was like to give offence.  

Something there is that doesn't love a wall,  

That wants it down.' I could say 'Elves' to him,  

But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather  

He said it for himself. I see him there  
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Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top  

In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed.  

He moves in darkness as it seems to me~  

Not of woods only and the shade of trees.  

He will not go behind his father's saying,  

And he likes having thought of it so well  

He says again, "Good fences make good neighbors."  
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Home Burial 

 

by Robert Frost 

 

He saw her from the bottom of the stairs 

Before she saw him. She was starting down, 

Looking back over her shoulder at some fear. 

She took a doubtful step and then undid it 

To raise herself and look again. He spoke 

Advancing toward her: 'What is it you see 

From up there always -- for I want to know.' 

She turned and sank upon her skirts at that, 

And her face changed from terrified to dull. 

He said to gain time: 'What is it you see?' 

Mounting until she cowered under him. 

'I will find out now -- you must tell me, dear.' 

She, in her place, refused him any help 

With the least stiffening of her neck and silence. 

She let him look, sure that he wouldn't see, 

Blind creature; and a while he didn't see. 

But at last he murmured, 'Oh' and again, 'Oh.' 

'What is it -- what?' she said. 

'Just that I see.' 

'You don't,' she challenged. 'Tell me what it is.' 

'The wonder is I didn't see at once. 

I never noticed it from here before. 

I must be wonted to it -- that's the reason.' 

The little graveyard where my people are! 

So small the window frames the whole of it. 

Not so much larger than a bedroom, is it? 

There are three stones of slate and one of marble, 

Broad-shouldered little slabs there in the sunlight 

On the sidehill. We haven't to mind those. 

But I understand: it is not the stones, 

But the child's mound --' 

'Don't, don't, don't, don't,' she cried. 

She withdrew shrinking from beneath his arm 

That rested on the banister, and slid downstairs; 

And turned on him with such a daunting look, 

He said twice over before he knew himself: 

'Can't a man speak of his own child he's lost?' 

'Not you! Oh, where's my hat? Oh, I don't need it! 

I must get out of here. I must get air. 
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I don't know rightly whether any man can.' 

'Amy! Don't go to someone else this time. 

Listen to me. I won't come down the stairs.' 

He sat and fixed his chin between his fists. 

'There's something I should like to ask you, dear.' 

'You don't know how to ask it.' 

'Help me, then.' 

Her fingers moved the latch for all reply. 

'My words are nearly always an offence. 

I don't know how to speak of anything 

So as to please you. But I might be taught 

I should suppose. I can't say I see how, 

A man must partly give up being a man 

With women-folk. We could have some arrangement 

By which I'd bind myself to keep hands off 

Anything special you're a-mind to name. 

Though I don't like such things 'twixt those that love. 

Two that don't love can't live together without them. 

But two that do can't live together with them.' 

She moved the latch a little. 'Don't -- don't go. 

Don't carry it to someone else this time. 

Tell me about it if it's something human. 

Let me into your grief. I'm not so much 

Unlike other folks as your standing there 

Apart would make me out. Give me my chance. 

I do think, though, you overdo it a little. 

What was it brought you up to think it the thing 

To take your mother-loss of a first child 

So inconsolably- in the face of love. 

You'd think his memory might be satisfied --' 

'There you go sneering now!' 

'I'm not, I'm not! 

You make me angry. I'll come down to you. 

God, what a woman! And it's come to this, 

A man can't speak of his own child that's dead.' 

'You can't because you don't know how. 

If you had any feelings, you that dug 

With your own hand--how could you?--his little grave; 

I saw you from that very window there, 

Making the gravel leap and leap in air, 

Leap up, like that, like that, and land so lightly 

And roll back down the mound beside the hole. 

I thought, Who is that man? I didn't know you. 
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And I crept down the stairs and up the stairs 

To look again, and still your spade kept lifting. 

Then you came in. I heard your rumbling voice 

Out in the kitchen, and I don't know why, 

But I went near to see with my own eyes. 

You could sit there with the stains on your shoes 

Of the fresh earth from your own baby's grave 

And talk about your everyday concerns. 

You had stood the spade up against the wall 

Outside there in the entry, for I saw it.' 

'I shall laugh the worst laugh I ever laughed. 

I'm cursed. God, if I don't believe I'm cursed.' 

I can repeat the very words you were saying , 

"Three foggy mornings and one rainy day 

Will rot the best birch fence a man can build." 

Think of it, talk like that at such a time! 

What had how long it takes a birch to rot 

To do with what was in the darkened parlour? 

You couldn't care! The nearest friends can go 

With anyone to death, comes so far short 

They might as well not try to go at all. 

No, from the time when one is sick to death, 

One is alone, and he dies more alone. 

Friends make pretence of following to the grave, 

But before one is in it, their minds are turned 

And making the best of their way back to life 

And living people, and things they understand. 

But the world's evil. I won't have grief so 

If I can change it. Oh, I won't, I won't' 

'There, you have said it all and you feel better. 

You won't go now. You're crying. Close the door. 

The heart's gone out of it: why keep it up? 

Amyl There's someone coming down the road!' 

'You --oh, you think the talk is all. I must go- 

Somewhere out of this house. How can I make you --' 

'If--you -- do!' She was opening the door wider. 

'Where do you mean to go? First tell me that. 

I'll follow and bring you back by force. I will! --' 
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Digging 

 

by Seamus Heaney 

Between my finger and my thumb 

The squat pen rests; as snug as a gun. 

 

Under my window a clean rasping sound 

When the spade sinks into gravelly ground: 

My father, digging. I look down 

 

Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds 

Bends low, comes up twenty years away 

Stooping in rhythm through potato drills 

Where he was digging. 

 

The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the shaft 

Against the inside knee was levered firmly. 

He rooted out tall tops, buried the bright edge deep 

To scatter new potatoes that we picked 

Loving their cool hardness in our hands. 

 

By God, the old man could handle a spade, 

Just like his old man. 

 

My grandfather could cut more turf in a day 

Than any other man on Toner's bog. 

Once I carried him milk in a bottle 

Corked sloppily with paper. He straightened up 

To drink it, then fell to right away 

Nicking and slicing neatly, heaving sods 

Over his shoulder, digging down and down 

For the good turf. Digging. 

 

The cold smell of potato mold, the squelch and slap 

Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge 

Through living roots awaken in my head. 

But I've no spade to follow men like them. 

 

Between my finger and my thumb 

The squat pen rests. 

I'll dig with it. 
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The Negro Speaks of Rivers by Langston Hughes 

 

I've known rivers: 

I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than the 

flow of human blood in human veins. 

 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

 

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 

I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 

I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln  

went down to New Orleans, and I've seen its muddy  

bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 

 

I've known rivers: 

Ancient, dusky rivers. 

 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

 

Homesick Blues 

  

De railroad bridge's 

A sad song in de air. 

De railroad bridge's 

A sad song in de air. 

Ever time de trains pass 

I wants to go somewhere. 

 

I went down to de station. 

Ma heart was in ma mouth. 

Went down to de station. 

Heart was in ma mouth. 

Lookin' for a box car 

To roll me to de South. 

 

Homesick blues, Lawd, 

'S a terrible thing to have. 

Homesick blues is 

A terrible thing to have. 

To keep from cryin' 

I opens ma mouth an' laughs. 
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If  

 

by Rudyard Kipling 

 

If you can keep your head when all about you 

Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you 

But make allowance for their doubting too, 

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 

Or being lied about, don't deal in lies, 

Or being hated, don't give way to hating, 

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise:  

If you can dream--and not make dreams your master, 

If you can think--and not make thoughts your aim; 

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 

And treat those two impostors just the same; 

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken 

Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 

And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools:  

If you can make one heap of all your winnings 

And risk it all on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 

And lose, and start again at your beginnings 

And never breath a word about your loss; 

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 

To serve your turn long after they are gone, 

And so hold on when there is nothing in you 

Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!"  

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 

Or walk with kings--nor lose the common touch, 

If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you; 

If all men count with you, but none too much, 

If you can fill the unforgiving minute 

With sixty seconds' worth of distance run, 

Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it, 

And--which is more--you'll be a Man, my son!  
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Mandalay 

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin' lazy at the sea,  

There's a Burma girl a-settin', and I know she thinks o' me;  

For the wind is in the palm-trees, and the temple-bells they say;  

"Come you back, you British Soldier; come you back to Mandalay!"  

Come you back to Mandalay,  

Where the old Flotilla lay;  

Can't you 'ear their paddles clunkin' from Rangoon to Mandalay?  

On the road to Mandalay,  

Where the flyin'-fishes play,  

An' the dawn comes up like thunder outer China 'crost the Bay!  

'Er petticoat was yaller an' 'er little cap was green,  

An' 'er name was Supi-Yaw-Lat jes' the same as Theebaw's Queen,  

An' I seed her first a-smokin' of a whackin' white cheroot,  

An' wastin' Christian kisses on an 'eathen idol's foot:  

Bloomin' idol made o' mud--  

Wot they called the Great Gawd Budd--  

Plucky lot she cared for idols when I kissed 'er where she stud!  

On the road to Mandalay ...  

When the mist was on the rice-fields an' the sun was droppin' slow,  

She'd git 'er little banjo an' she'd sing "Kulla-la-lo!"  

With 'er arm upon my shoulder an' 'er cheek again my cheek  

We useter watch the steamers an' the hathis pilin' teak.  

Elephants a-piling teak  

In the sludgy, squdgy creek,  

Where the silence 'ung that 'eavy you was 'arf afraid to speak!  

On the road to Mandalay ...  

But that's all shove be'ind me -- long ago and fur away,  

An' there ain't no 'buses runnin' from the Bank to Mandalay;  

An' I'm learnin' 'ere in London what the ten-year soldier tells:  

"If you've 'eard the East a-callin', you won't never 'eed naught else."  

No! you won't 'eed nothin' else  

But them spicy garlic smells,  

An' the sunshine an' the palm-trees an' the tinkly temple-bells;  

On the road to Mandalay ...  
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I am sick 'o wastin' leather on these gritty pavin'-stones,  

An' the blasted English drizzle wakes the fever in my bones;  

Tho' I walks with fifty 'ousemaids outer Chelsea to the Strand,  

An' they talks a lot o' lovin', but wot do they understand?  

Beefy face an' grubby 'and--  

Law! wot do they understand?  

I've a neater, sweeter maiden in a cleaner, greener land!  

On the road to Mandalay . . .  

Ship me somewheres east of Suez, where the best is like the worst,  

Where there ain't no Ten Commandments an' a man can raise a thirst;  

For the temple-bells are callin', and it's there that I would be--  

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, looking lazy at the sea;  

On the road to Mandalay,  

Where the old Flotilla lay,  

With our sick beneath the awnings when we went to Mandalay!  

O the road to Mandalay,  

Where the flyin'-fishes play,  

An' the dawn comes up like thunder outer China 'crost the Bay!  
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Daddy by Sylvia Plath 

 

You do not do, you do not do 

Any more, black shoe 

In which I have lived like a foot 

For thirty years, poor and white, 

Barely daring to breathe or Achoo. 

 

Daddy, I have had to kill you. 

You died before I had time--- 

Marble-heavy, a bag full of God, 

Ghastly statue with one grey toe 

Big as a Frisco seal 

 

And a head in the freakish Atlantic 

Where it pours bean green over blue 

In the waters off beautiful Nauset. 

I used to pray to recover you. 

Ach, du. 

 

In the German tongue, in the Polish town 

Scraped flat by the roller 

Of wars, wars, wars. 

But the name of the town is common. 

My Polack friend 

 

Say there are a dozen or two. 

So I never could tell where you 

Put your foot, your root, 

I never could talk to you. 

The tongue stuck in my jaw. 

 

It stuck in a barbed wire snare. 

Ich, ich, ich, ich, 

I could hardly speak. 

I thought every German was you. 

And the language obscene. 

An engine, an engine 

Chuffing me off like a Jew. 

A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen. 

I began to talk like a Jew. 

I think I may well be a Jew. 
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The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna 

Are not very pure or true. 

With my gypsy ancestress and my weird luck 

And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack 

I may be a bit of a Jew. 

 

I have always been scared of you, 

With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo. 

And your neat moustache 

And your Aryan eye, bright blue. 

Panzer-man, panzer-man, O You--- 

 

Not God but a swastika 

So black no sky could squeak through. 

Every woman adores a Fascist, 

The boot in the face, the brute 

Brute heart of a brute like you. 

 

You stand at the blackboard, daddy, 

In the picture I have of you, 

A cleft in your chin instead of your foot 

But no less a devil for that, no not 

Any less the black man who 

 

Bit my pretty red heart in two. 

I was ten when they buried you. 

At twenty I tried to die 

And get back, back, back to you. 

I thought even the bones would do. 

 

But they pulled me out of the sack, 

And they stuck me together with glue. 

And then I knew what to do. 

I made a model of you, 

A man in black with a Meinkampf look 

And a love of the rack and the screw. 

And I said I do, I do. 

So daddy, I'm finally through. 

The black telephone's off at the root, 

The voices just can't worm through. 
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If I've killed one man, I've killed two--- 

The vampire who said he was you 

And drank my blood for a year, 

Seven years, if you want to know. 

Daddy, you can lie back now. 

 

There's a stake in your fat black heart 

And the villagers never liked you. 

They are dancing and stamping on you. 

They always knew it was you. 

Daddy, Daddy, you bastard, I'm through. 
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William Shakespeare  

 

Sonnet 18 

  

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 owest;  

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,  

When in eternal lines to time thou growest;  

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,  

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

 

 

Sonnet 130 

 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;  

Coral is far more red than her lips' red;  

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;  

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.  

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,  

But no such roses see I in her cheeks;  

And in some perfumes is there more delight  

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.  

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;  

I grant I never saw a goddess go;  

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground.  

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare  

As any she belied with false compare.  

  

 
 


