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TO THE READER

A clumsy schoolteacher fleeing from the specter of a headless horeseman.
An American father in search of his daughter in France. A ranchwoman
in the Salinas Valley who yearns for companionship and a sense of self-
worth. A postmistress in Mississippi who decides to live at the post office
after feuding with her eccentric family. A terrified soldier in Vietham who
longs for his Minnesota home.

These are some of the characters and situations you will encounter in
American Short Stories. They are as varied as the geography of the United
States itself. Yet their common denominator is that each is part of a short
story, a form—Ilike jazz or baseball—that some claim is uniquely American.

Of course, thousands of American short stories have been written, and
collections of them abound. What sets this volume apart is its emphasis on
the authors’ writing styles. By examining approaches as diverse as the spare,
understated prose of Ernest Hemingway and the dazzling imagery of Louise
Erdrich, you will come to recognize many elements of style. It has been
said that style is comprised of the fingerprints an author leaves on a story,
making it so unmistakably his or hers that a careful reader can tell who has
written it without the byline.

As many of the writers in this volume have remarked, good reading
comes before good writing. Reading this book and completing the activities
will help you shape your own writing style.

Aside from what you will learn about style, this volume provides an
overview of the American short story’s development from its beginnings
with Washington Irving, Nathaniel Hawthorne, and Edgar Allan Poe to
the present. Indeed, many literary historians credit Poe, the master of
horror, with inventing, or at least refining, the short story form. He saw
the short story as different from the novel not only in length but also
in intention and form. Writing when Americans were still trying to create a
distinct literature for their country, Poe developed highly atmospheric, tightly
constructed stories in which brevity and unity contributed to a single,
focused effect.

10 To the Reader
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Other American writers followed Poe’s example by developing their
own subjects and methods. From the beginning, a particular focus of the
American short story has been the theme of personal identity, often explored
in stories of personal quests that determine an individual’s sense of self
and relationship to others and the world.

During the 19th century, nearly all of the basic themes and issues of the
American short story were introduced and developed by writers such as
Nathaniel Hawthorne, Herman Melville, Mark Twain, and Kate Chopin.
These and other writers focused on specifically American locations,
subjects, and problems, developing a wide range of styles for storytelling.
Their stories arose from local history, moral fables, character studies, and
the dilemmas posed by race and class.

Against the backdrop of westward expansion, the Industrial
Revolution, and wave after wave of immigration, American writers
began to seek insights into the conflicts and dilemmas of the day.
The short story—with its limited cast of characters, few scenes or
episodes, and focus on a single effect—provided a good forum for such
explorations. It was practical, besides. With Americans spread out across
a continent, ten-cent magazines delivered nationwide by mail gave the
country a sense of having its own literature. It also provided a mass market
for short story writers.

Change was even more rapid in the 20th century. Social, political, and
cultural developments included the building of transcontinental highways,
the Constitutional amendment allowing women to vote, and broad recogni-
tion that World War I had introduced a new era of fears and possibilities.
Many 20th-century writers whose works are represented in this book
convey a firm sense of regional identity. Others focus on the lives of people
in the city and the suburbs. Still others explore ethnic identity. The
approaches of these writers range from the use of straightforward plots
with conventional language to the creation of quirky plot lines, points of
view, and narrative voices. The tone ranges from assertive pride to playful
irony to sympathy for suffering and loss.

Since the United States is constantly changing, no single story could
appropriately be called the American story. America is a complex whole,
comprised of countless individual experiences. To read this collection of
short stories is not to define the American experience so much as to learn
from various pieces of it. It is to find yourself—in a phrase borrowed from
John Steinbeck—in search of America.

To the Reader
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ON STYLE

As you study this collection of short stories, you will be introduced to
some of America’s most important writers. Almost certainly you won't
like every one, but each author has a unique message to send and a
distinctive way of sending it. The way a writer conveys a message is called
his or her style. Whether in clothing, music, visual art, or literature, style
is easy to see but hard to define. You might think of style in writing as
the way thoughts are dressed. Analyzing style will make you a more
perceptive reader and help you develop your own writer’s voice. A good
definition of style for this book is that it is the author’s distinctive manner of
expression.

As in most arts, it takes time and familiarity to recognize distinctions
among literary styles. Perhaps an analogy will help here. To the untrained eye,
a forest is just a collection of indistinct trees. To the trained eye, however,
the forest is composed of a grove of white oaks on the hillside, a stand of
willows by the stream, and thorn-bearing hawthorn trees along its edges.
As you read, follow the Literary Lens prompts and pay close attention to the
information about the author’s life and style that precedes each selection.
Before long, clear distinctions will emerge.

In fact, some writers have such distinctive styles that they have
spawned imitators. The works of authors who follow paths blazed by Ernest
Hemingway and William Faulkner are sometimes called “Hemingwayesque”
or “Faulknerian.” Hemingway probably would have been startled by such
praise. He once wrote, “In stating as fully as I could how things were, it was
often very difficult and I wrote awkwardly and the awkwardness is what
they called my style.”

Hemingway is not alone in implying that he never deliberately set out
to create a style, but only wrote as well as he could instinctively. Katherine
Anne Porter once complained, “I've been called a stylist until I really could
tear my hair out. And I simply don't believe in style. Style is you.”

Style is hard to describe because part of it is a certain indefinable
uniqueness. Some aspects of style are easier to pin down, however. That’s
because style includes the set of choices and techniques that enable a writer

12 On Style
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to tell a story. Choices regarding characterization, setting, and tone—to
name a few—impact the style of a story. But there are other sources of style,
such as the author’s background, whether that author is a man or a woman,
and the author’s race or ethnicity.

For example, F. Scott Fitzgerald grew up in modest circumstances
in St. Paul, Minnesota. He later left the Midwest and became fascinated
with the flamboyant rich of the East Coast. Fitzgerald’s descriptions often
mix criticism, sympathy, and awe for the rich lifestyle, as in this one-line
character sketch in his novel The Great Gatsby: “Her voice is full of money.”
The stories of Alice Walker, on the other hand, come out of her experience as
a woman of color growing up in the United States. Her fiction often depicts
a female character finding her way in an environment of oppression.

Personal values also determine writers” attitudes toward their charac
ters. John Steinbeck’s sympathies for those who fled the Oklahoma dust
bowl of the 1930s went into his writing about the struggle of common
people for economic justice. Flannery O’Connor’s fiction reflects her devout
Catholicism; her grotesque characters and often violent story lines express
her belief in the need for salvation. The combination of background,
gender, ethnicity, and values makes up the author’s worldview.

Style also develops from writers’ responses to earlier writers they
have read. Some choose to work within a stylistic tradition, such as social
realism, in which the everyday lives of characters are depicted against a so-
cial, political, and economic background that is presented as a matter of fact.
John Steinbeck, Katherine Anne Porter, John Updike, and Russell Banks are
among the American writers in this tradition. Other writers rebel against
tradition or find it necessary to innovate. They develop new styles to convey
a particular point of view. For example, William Faulkner uses interior
monologue to narrate stories through characters whose limitations would
make it impossible for them to tell their stories in the usual way. Ray
Bradbury and Kurt Vonnegut use futuristic settings in order to question and
probe current attitudes and trends.

Another aspect of style is tone, or the author’s attitude toward his or her
subject. Words such as “sympathetic,” “comic,” “passionate,” or “harsh” can
be used to describe the attitude of the writer. The tone helps determine the
story’sintellectual and emotional impact on the reader. One of the dominant
tones of fiction in the 20th century is irony. Irony reflects the sadness or
humor resulting from the gap between life as it is idealized and life as it
really is. Generally irony is used to criticize some aspect of society or to

On Style
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reveal the silliness of people’s behavior. Irony also results from unusual
or unexpected points of view, oddly humorous situations, and shocking
revelations or sudden turns of event. Sherman Alexie uses ironic humor to
reveal the sad realities of Native American life on and off the reservation.
Flannery O’Connor, Kurt Vonnegut, John Cheever, Joyce Carol Oates,
and T. Coraghessan Boyle are among many whose stories use irony that is
sometimes comic and sometimes bitingly satirical.

Finally, style includes the way a writer uses language. Some writers, like
Thomas Wolfe, are said to be lyrical—that is, expressing intense personal
emotions in much the same way as a songwriter or poet. Some, like
Raymond Carver, are considered minimalists—that is, they let the events
of the story speak for themselves without much interpretation from
the author. Others, like Harry Mark Petrakis, are described as colorful,
meaning full of variety and interest. Still others, such as T. Coraghessan
Boyle, are labeled energetic, writing in a way that is so highly charged the
reader has little choice but to go along for the ride.

Other contributions to style include the language used by the story’s
narrator and in the dialogue of characters; variations in dialect and usage
that are tied to particular groups of people or regions of the country;
repetitions of key words and phrases; and even the length and structure of
individual sentences. Truman Capote once wrote, “I think of myself as a
stylist, and stylists can become notoriously obsessed with the placing of a
comma, the weight of a semicolon.”

Faulkner’s long, sometimes convoluted sentences convey the dynamic
intensity of his characters’ thoughts and emotions while the dialogue of his
characters is written in the rural vernacular of his native Mississippi. The
rhythm of Yiddish storytelling is reflected in the prose of Isaac Bashevis
Singer. The speech of Katherine Anne Porter’s characters often reflects her
roots in rural Texas and the languages of Mexico and other countries in
which she lived. The dialogue of the American-born daughters and native
Chinese mothers in Amy Tan'’s stories reveal the barriers that language
differences can create within a family as well as within a society.

Ultimately, how you respond to the author’s style contributes greatly to
the pleasure of reading. As American poet Robert Frost put it, “All the fun’s
in how you say a thing.”

14 On Style
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LITERARY ELEMENTS OF THE SHORT STORY

“Once upon a time” is a phrase that beckons young and old alike because
it lets readers or listeners know that a story is coming. Whether it unfolds
through the oral tradition, on the screen of a television, or in the pages of a
book like this one, a story takes us out of our lives and helps us make sense
of them at the same time.

A story can be defined simply as a telling of incidents or events. A useful
definition for this book is that a story is a fictional narrative shorter than a novel.
Whatever the definition, a story contains the following basic elements.

Plot

Simply put, the plot of a story is what happens in it. As one old saying has
it, the writer gets the hero up a tree and then gets him back down again.
Also known as narrative structure, a plot usually includes causality: one
event causes another, which causes another, and so on, until the story
ends. There are a variety of ways that stories move from beginning to end.
The most common plot structure moves from exposition through rising
action to a climax, followed by the resolution.

In the exposition we are introduced to the main character, or
protagonist, in his or her familiar setting—be that a neighborhood
in New York City or a farm in the Salinas Valley of California. If the
narrative continued describing this “normal” life, there would be no
story. A problem or conflict is needed to move the story forward. The
conflict may be external—perhaps between the protagonist and a family
member or between the protagonist and nature; or the problem may
be internal—between the protagonist’s sense of duty and her desire
for freedom, for example. Complex stories often have both external
and internal conflicts. As the conflict deepens, the story is propelled
through the rising action to the climax, or high point. Here that bully
of an aunt is confronted, the lifesaving campfire is started, or the inner
demon is discovered. The tension of the climax is released in the resolu-
tion, or as it sometimes called, the dénouement, a French word that literally
means “untying.” In the resolution, the knot of the conflict is untied and

Literary Elements of the Short Story
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everyone that is still alive goes on to a new “normal” existence.

Of course, not all stories conform to the above plot structure. Some
stories start at a high point in the action, employing a technique known as in
media res, which means “in the midst of things.” Such stories will fill in the
exposition along the way through dialogue or embedded stories. Another
approach is to tell the ending first and fill in the rest through flashbacks,
one effect of which is to make the reader pay close attention to motives and
causes. Whatever the plot structure, you can be sure that there will be a
problem and a character to confront it.

Character
Readers keep turning the pages of stories mainly because they are interested
in what happens to the characters. The development of believable char-
acters, called characterization, is perhaps the most basic task of the author.
But writers have many tools at their disposal. Besides direct description of
a character’s traits, the author can also reveal character through actions,
speeches, thoughts, feelings, and interactions with others. Depending on the
type of story being told and the stylistic tradition the author is working in,
characters may be fully drawn and realistic or they may be representative
character types. How important they are to the story determines whether
they are main or primary characters, secondary characters, or minor char-
acters. The more crucial the character is to the plot, the more he or she will be
developed by the author. Even in stories that stress realism, some minor
characters might only be present as types rather than as individuals.

Another important part of characterization is point of view, or the
eyes through which the story is told. This is determined through the author’s
choice of narrator. There are three main narrative points of view: first-
person, third-person limited, and third-person omniscient. In the
first person or “1” point of view, the narrator tells his or her own story as
Huck does in The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. The third-person limited
narrator is a character in the story and only sees, hears, and knows what
that character can see, hear, and know. This means that he or she might
have only partial knowledge and understanding of the events and other
characters. Doctor Watson of the Sherlock Holmes tales is a good example
of this type of narrator. Often this limited point of view is that of the major
character or protagonist, but sometimes the author chooses to tell the story
from the limited point of view of a secondary character.

The third-person omniscient narrator sees all and is able to comment
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on any aspect of the story because he or she is an outsider, not a character
in the story. Readers often like to equate the omniscient narrator with the
author, but it is good to remember that any narrator or point of view is a
carefully developed tool and not simply the author’s voice. Some stories
switch back and forth between various points of view.

Setting

A setting is where and when a story takes place. It is important because
environment has a strong impact on what happens in a story. In this book,
for example, some stories are set in Harlem, New York; a ranching area of
California; and a sleepy town in the Deep South. These environments
influence not only the action but also the characters’ attitudes. Setting can
also help to shape how characters speak and behave. Sometimes the setting
of a story assumes almost as much importance in the reader’s imagination
as memorable characters do.

Theme

The theme is the underlying meaning or message of a story. A story may
evoke more than one theme, depending upon your interpretation of
the narrative. For example, a story in which a character struggles with a
decision to lead a conventional life or seek freedom and adventure could
be interpreted several ways. One person might summarize the theme of
the story as “rash behavior leads to ruin,” whereas another might say “it
is better to have tried and failed than to have never tried at all.” Whatever
theme you might come up with for a story, it is important to realize that
the theme statement is not the story. Authors usually don’t write stories
with a theme in mind. They might get an idea for a story from a news
item, which gives them an idea for a character. Once the character is alive
on the page, the character may take the story into places the author never
dreamed. And that is the point, after all. We read stories so that they will
take us to places we have never been before. Have a good trip!

For a full list of literary terms, see the Glossary of Literary Terms on
pages 758-761.

Literary Elements of the Short Story
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Developing a National Literature

The writers in Unit One, beginning with Washington Irving and ending with
Herman Melville, are considered among the most important in all of American
literature. Irving was the first American to be admired abroad due to his
roguish characters and amiable depiction of old New York; and he, along with
Hawthorne, Poe, and Melville, has inspired and influenced every American
writer since that time.

Before Washington Irving, England provided Americans with most of their
reading material. Ironically, for a newly freed colony, most Americans did
not deem an American writer important until England declared him so. The
Frenchman Alexis de Tocqueville, who wrote the classic treatise Democracy in
America (1835, 1840), was blunt: “The inhabitants of the United States have ...
properly speaking, no literature.”

After the Revolutionary War and the War of 1812, Americans were eager
to assert their own national identity. Commentators called on American
writers to cease being “secondhand Englishmen” and to capture the authentic
America in their fiction.

Social and Economic Changes
What did it mean to be an American during the period of 1820 to 1860?

These were years of astonishing growth and change. Americans were
pushing westward, driven by the Doctrine of Manifest Destiny—a belief in their
God-given right to expand the country’s borders to the Pacific Ocean and to
exert social and economic control throughout North America.

With the advent of the Industrial Age, stunning technological changes took
place, affecting the way Americans viewed themselves as well as the rest of the
world. As train tracks began to connect more towns, travel by stagecoach and
horseback diminished; and with the invention of steamboats, cross-Atlantic
travel became easier. Steam-powered printing presses spurred the boom in
the periodical and gift book markets, providing writers with burgeoning new
audiences. Even something as simple as an inexpensive postage stamp was a
wondrous development.
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These advances in travel and communication all ripened conditions for
American writers to connect with each other and to get more of their work
published. Nevertheless, writers of serious fiction found it almost impossible
to make a living by their pen alone. American publishers much preferred
English writers—not for content but for business reasons. Differing copyright
laws between the two countries meant that U.S. publishers could profit more
by “pirating” and printing the work of English writers as opposed to paying
royalties to American authors.

Transcendentalism

Another significant development in the [9th century was the movement
known as Transcendentalism. The philosophy of Transcendentalism was based
in the belief that wisdom came from within; that there was something that
transcended external experience. Its adherents—writers and philosophers
such as Henry David Thoreau, Ralph Waldo Emerson, and Margaret Fuller—
were free-thinking individualists, with an affinity for nature and a credo of self-
sufficiency. Many were abolitionists, whose eloquent denunciations of slavery
helped to hasten its end.

Writers Nathaniel Hawthorne and Herman Melville were keenly aware
of the Transcendentalists’ ideas and shared their concern that America, a
country founded on ideals of freedom and justice, should not engage in slavery
and genocide against African Americans and Native Americans. Melville was
particularly horrified by slavery, calling it “man’s foulest crime.” By the end
of this period, the Mexican-American War (1846—1848) and the Civil War
(1861—-1865) would further challenge America’s idealistic heritage.

Romanticism

The period from 1820 to 1865 is generally considered the Romantic period
in American letters, mirroring what was happening in literature and the arts
in Europe. The Romantics valued the individual and intuition over society’s
rules and logic: the literary imagination was freed to include dreams and the
supernatural, often in highly expressive language.
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Edgar Allan Poe believed that a short story was the link between poetry
and longer prose and so should be full of “poetic suggestion.” The writing of
this time was highly figurative—full of symbols and metaphors—with allusions
to Scripture, myth, Shakespeare, and other classics known to most readers of
the day. Writers used allegories and parables, “moralistic” literary forms their
readers were comfortable with from folktales and the Bible. Fictional characters
were often stand-ins for ideas, not the psychologically complex characters that
would come later in the century.

All the same, Hawthorne began to explore the inner life of his characters.
Mining New England Puritan history, he described the hysterical atmosphere of
prejudice and persecution in the Salem witchcraft trials. In fact, much of what
America knows today about the Puritans comes to us from his stories and
novels. Poe derided the moral concerns of Hawthorne, firmly believing that
the “job” of literature was not to provide a moral lesson. Nevertheless,
Hawthorne’s obsession with human arrogance, death, and depravity were
themes that had much in common with his fellow mid-century writers. Melville
considered Hawthorne the first American writer to truly represent the
American spirit, finding a soul mate in his pessimistic predecessor.

Though all of these writers are known for other literary forms—novels,
poetry, history,and literary criticism—the short stories included here represent
some of their finest writing.
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Before You Read

Woashington lrving 1783-1859

About the Author

Born during the final days of the Revolutionary After a difficult decade in
War, Washington Irving would grow up to honor  which his young fiancée died
his newly formed country in many ways. He served and the family business failed,

as a militia colonel and diplomat and worked as a  Irving intensified his writing
lawyer and businessman. But his most significant  efforts. Writing from Europe,
contributions were as a writer. An originator of he drew on childhood memories of the upstate
the short story, he was the first American author New York countryside to create “Rip Van Winkle”
to cause a stir on both sides of the Atlantic. and “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow” (The Sketch
Irving was the youngest of eleven children Book, 1820). These lively stories captivated both
born to a prominent New York City family. European and American readers. Irving spent
Though a great prankster and all-around fun lover, many years in Europe writing “sketches” of life in
Irving dutifully studied law and worked in the family  England, Spain, and France.
business. He amused himself by following his true Upon returning home, he devoted the rest
interests—reading, traveling, and writing. His first  of his years to producing nonfiction works on
book, A History of New York from the Beginning of ~American subjects. Shortly before his death
the World to the End of the Dutch Dynasty (1809), he completed a five-volume biography of his
ingeniously mixed genuine history with pure hoax. namesake—George Washington.
It was a comic masterpiece and a huge success.

Fok KA KKK K KKK

8! The Author’s Style
Irving created a recipe for what would become playfulness and satire. “The Legend of Sleepy
the classic American tale: write in clear and Hollow,” especially, succeeds in evoking a sense
lively prose, “sketch” colorful images, and choose of magic while at the same time ridiculing
a uniquely American subject. Though short in  superstition.
length, his stories include abundant visual images, Figures from folktales, mythic locations, and
perhaps as a result of his interest in painting. The fictional narrators, such as the befuddled Diedrich
rich details help create vivid characters and a  Knickerbocker—the supposed ‘“author” of A
compelling atmosphere. History of New York—were hallmarks of his early
Irving avoided preaching in his fiction, but work, as were ambiguous endings. Readers of
he did criticize—gently—the human tendency “Sleepy Hollow,” for example, are left pondering
to conform. He had a talent for blending the fate of the hapless Ichabod Crane.
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The Legend of

Sleepy Hollow

WASHINGTON |RVING

@ LITERARY LENS: MOTIF Folktales are often built upon a motif: a recurring
element such as a figure or situation that appears in many tales. As you read
Irving’s story, note how he uses the motif of the Headless Horseman.

n the bosom of one of those spacious coves which indent
the eastern shore of the Hudson, at that broad expansion of
the river denominated by the ancient Dutch navigators the
Tappan Zee,' and where they always pru.dently shortened sail,
and implored the protection of St. Nicholas when they crossed,
there lies a small market-town or rural port, which by some is
called Greensburgh, but which is more generally and properly
known by the name of Tarry Town. This name was given, we are
told, in former days, by the good housewives of the adjacent
country, from the inveterate propensity of their husbands to inveterate:
linger about the village tavern on market-days. Be that as it may, '™ /e
I do not vouch for the fact, but merely advert to it for the sake of Propensity:
being precise and authentic. Not far from this village, perhaps endeney
about two miles, there is a little valley, or rather lap of land,

| Tappan Zee: a wide spot (“'sea”) in the Hudson River
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among high hills, which is one of the quietest places in the whole world.
A small brook glides through it, with just murmur enough to lull one to
repose; and the occasional whistle of a quail, or tapping of a woodpecker,
is almost the only sound that ever breaks in upon the uniform tranquillity.
I recollect that, when a stripling,” my first exploit in squirrel-shooting was in a
grove of tall walnut-trees that shades oneside of the valley. Thad wandered into
itatnoon time, when all nature is peculiarly quiet, and was startled by the roar
of my own gun, as it broke the Sabbath stillness around, and was prolonged
andreverberated by the angry echoes. If ever  should wish foraretreat, whither
I might steal from the world and its distractions, and dream quietly away
the remnant of a troubled life, I know of none more promising than this
little valley.
From the listless repose of the place, and the peculiar character of its
inhabitants, who are descendants from the original Dutch settlers, this
sequestered:  sequestered glen has long been known by the name of SLEEPY HOLLOW,
hiaden;secuded and its rustic lads are called the Sleepy Hollow Boys throughout all the
neighboring country. A drowsy, dreamy influence seems to hang over the land,
and to pervade the very atmosphere. Some say that the place was bewitched
by a high German doctor, during the early days of the settlement; others, that
an old Indian chief, the prophet or wizard of his tribe, held his powwows
there before the country was discovered by Master Hendrick Hudson. Certain
it is, the place still continues under the sway of some witching power, that
holds a spell over the minds of the good people, causing them to walk in a
continual reverie. They are given to all kinds of marvellous beliefs; are subject
to trances and visions; and frequently see strange sights, and hear music and
voices in the air. The whole neighborhood abounds with local tales, haunted
spots, and twilight superstitions; stars shoot and meteors glare oftener across
the valley than in any other part of the country, and the nightmare, with her
whole nine fold® seems to make it the favorite scene of her gambols.
The dominant spirit, however, that haunts this enchanted region, and seems
apparition:  to be commander-in-chief of all the powers of the air, is the apparition of a
ghostspint figure on horseback without a head. It is said by some to be the ghost of a
Hessian trooper," whose head had been carried away by a cannon-ball, in
some nameless battle during the Revolutionary War; and who is ever and

2 stripling: a youth
3 nightmare...nine fold: the nightmare (female horse) was a demon in folktales, and her nine foals were imps

4 Hessian trooper: a German mercenary fighter hired by the British to fight American colonists
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anon seen by the country folk, hurrying along in the gloom of night, as if on
the wings of the wind. His haunts are not confined to the valley, but extend
at times to the adjacent roads, and especially to the vicinity of a church at no
great distance. Indeed certain of the most authentic historians of those parts,
who have been careful in collecting and collating the floating facts concerning
this spectre, allege that the body of the trooper, having been buried in the
church-yard, the ghost rides forth to the scene of battle in nightly quest of his
head; and that the rushing speed with which he sometimes passes along the
Hollow, like a midnight blast, is owing to his being belated, and in a hurry to
get back to the church-yard before daybreak.

Such is the general purport of this legendary superstition, which has
furnished materials for many a wild story in that region of shadows; and the
spectre is known, at all the country firesides, by the name of the Headless
Horseman of Sleepy Hollow.

It is remarkable that the visionary propensity I have mentioned is not
confined to the native inhabitants of the valley, but is unconsciously imbibed
by every one who resides there for a time. However wide awake they may have
been before they entered that sleepy region, they are sure, in a little time, to
inhale the witching influence of the air, and begin to grow imaginative—to
dream dreams, and see apparitions.

I mention this peaceful spot with all possible laud;’ for it is in such little
retired Dutch valleys, found here and there embosomed in the great State of
New York, that population, manners, and customs remain fixed; while the
great torrent of migration and improvement, which is making such incessant
changes in other parts of this restless country, sweeps by them unobserved.
They are like those little nooks of still water which border a rapid stream;
where we may see the straw and bubble riding quietly at anchor, or slowly
revolving in their mimic® harbor, undisturbed by the rush of the passing
current. Though many years have elapsed since I trod the drowsy shades of
Sleepy Hollow, yet I question whether I should not still find the same trees and
the same families vegetating in its sheltered bosom.

In this by-place of nature, there abode, in a remote period of American
history, that is to say, some thirty years since, a worthy wight” of the name
of Ichabod Crane; who sojourned, or, as he expressed it, “tarried,” in Sleepy

5 laud: praise
6 mimic: imitation

7 wight: a creature
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Hollow, for the purpose of instructing the
children of the vicinity. He was a native
of Connecticut, a State which supplies the
Union with pioneers for the mind as well
as for the forest, and sends forth yearly its
legions of frontier woodsmen and country
schoolmasters. The cognomen® of Crane
was not inapplicable to his person. He
was tall, but exceedingly lank, with narrow
shoulders, long arms and legs, hands that
dangled a mile out of his sleeves, feet that
might have served for shovels, and his
whole frame most loosely hung together.
His head was small, and flat at top, with
huge ears, large green glassy eyes, and a long
snipe nose, so that it looked like a weather-
cock perched upon his spindle neck, to
tell which way the wind blew. To see him
striding along the profile of a hill on a windy
day, with his clothes bagging and fluttering
about him, one might have mistaken him
for the genius of famine descending upon
the earth, or some scarecrow eloped from
a cornfield.

His school-house was a low building
of one large room, rudely constructed of
IcrABOD CRANE, NORM AN ROCKWEL, 1937 logs; the windows partly glazed, and partly

patched with leaves of old copy-books. It
was most ingeniously secured at vacant hours by a withe’ twisted in the handle
of the door, and stakes set against the window shutters; so that, though a thief
might get in with perfect ease, he would find some embarrassment in getting
out: an idea most probably borrowed by the architect, Yost Van Houten,
from the mystery of an eelpot. The school-house stood in a rather lonely but
pleasant situation, just at the foot of a woody hill, with a brook running close
by, and a formidable birch-tree growing at one end of it. From hence the low

8 cognomen: a name

9 withe: a thin, flexible branch or twig
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murmur of his pupils’ voices, conning10 over their lessons, might be heard in
a drowsy summer’s day, like the hum of a bee-hive; interrupted now and then
by the authoritative voice of the master, in the tone of menace or command;
or, peradventure, by the appalling sound of the birch, as he urged some
tardy loiterer along the flowery path of knowledge. Truth to say, he was a
conscientious man, and ever bore in mind the golden maxim, “Spare the rod
and spoil the child.”—Ichabod Crane’s scholars certainly were not spoiled.

I would not have it imagined, however, that he was one of those cruel
potentates' of the school, who joy in the smart of their subjects; on the
contrary, he administered justice with discrimination rather than severity,
taking the burden off the backs of the weak, and laying it on those of the
strong. Your mere puny stripling, that winced at the least flourish of the
rod, was passed by with indulgence; but the claims of justice were satisfied
by inflicting a double portion on some little, tough, wrong headed, broad-
skirted Dutch urchin, who sulked and swelled and grew dogged and sullen
beneath the birch. All this he called “doing his duty by their parents”; and
he never inflicted a chastisement without following it by the assurance, so
consolatory to the smarting urchin, that “he would remember it, and thank
him for it the longest day he had to live.”

When school hours were over, he was even the companion and playmate
of the larger boys; and on holiday afternoons would convoy some of the
smaller ones home, who happened to have pretty sisters, or good housewives
for mothers, noted for the comforts of the cupboard. Indeed it behooved him
to keep on good terms with his pupils. The revenue arising from his school
was small, and would have been scarcely sufficient to furnish him with daily
bread, for he was a huge feeder and, though lank, had the dilating powers of
an anaconda;'” but to help out his maintenance, he was, according to country
custom in those parts, boarded and lodged at the houses of the farmers,
whose children he instructed. With these he lived successively a week at a
time; thus going the rounds of the neighborhood, with all his worldly effects
tied up in a cotton handkerchief.

That all this might not be too onerous on the purses of his rustic onerous:
patrons, who are apt to consider the costs of schooling a grievous burden, and :jrf;‘:zz:q‘:
schoolmasters as mere drones, he had various ways of rendering himself both

10 conning: studying
Il potentates: those who wield great power, such as kings or other rulers

12 anaconda: a large snake
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useful and agreeable. He assisted the farmers occasionally in the lighter labors
of their farms; helped to make hay; mended the fences; took the horses to water;
drove the cows from pasture; and cut wood for the winter fire. He laid aside,
too, all the dominant dignity and absolute sway with which he lorded it in his

ingratiating:  little empire, the school, and became wonderfully gentle and ingratiating. He

?::::ﬂ”l':ggm ., found favor in the eyes of the mothers, by petting the children, particularly the

olly way youngest; and like the lion bold, which whilom" so magnanimously the lamb
did hold, he would sit with a child on one knee, and rock a cradle with his foot
for whole hours together.

In addition to his other vocations, he was the singing-master of the
neighborhood, and picked up many bright shillings by instructing the young
folks in psalmody."* It was a matter of no little vanity to him, on Sundays,
to take his station in front of the church gallery, with a band of chosen
singers; where, in his own mind, he completely carried away the palm from
the parson. Certain it is, his voice resounded far above all the rest of the
congregation; and there are peculiar quavers still to be heard in that church,
and which may even be heard half a mile off, quite to the opposite side of
the mill-pond, on a still Sunday morning, which are said to be legitimately
descended from the nose of Ichabod Crane. Thus, by divers little make-shifts
in that ingenious way which is commonly denominated “by hook and by
crook,” the worthy pedagogue'® got on tolerably enough, and was thought, by
all who understood nothing of the labor of headwork, to have a wonderfully
easy life of it.

The schoolmaster is generally a man of some importance in the female
circle of a rural neighborhood; being considered a kind of idle, gentlemanlike
personage, of vastly superior taste and accomplishments to the rough country
swains,'® and, indeed, inferior in learning only to the parson. His appearance,
therefore, is apt to occasion some little stir at the tea-table of a farmhouse,
and the addition of a supernumerary17 dish of cakes or sweetmeats, or,
peradventure, the parade of a silver tea-pot. Our man of letters, therefore,
was peculiarly happy in the smiles of all the country damsels. How he
would figure among them in the churchyard, between services on Sundays!

13 whilom: formerly

14 psalmody: singing rhymed versions of the Psalms

I5 pedagogue: a dull, formal teacher or schoolmaster
16 swains: country lads; also refers to romantic admirers

|7 supernumerary: extra; more than is required

28 Washington Irving Unit |



e e e ke sk sk ke e ke ke ke sk sk e ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ko ke sk sk sk sk ko k sk sk ke ok ok ok ok

gathering grapes for them from the wild vines that overrun the surrounding
trees; reciting for their amusement all the epitaphs on the tombstones; or
sauntering, with a whole bevy of them, along the banks of the adjacent
mill-pond; while the more bashful country bumpkins hung sheepishly back,
envying his superior elegance and address.

From his half-itinerant life, also, he was a kind of travelling gazette,
carrying the whole budget of local gossip from house to house; so that
his appearance was always greeted with satisfaction. He was, moreover,
esteemed by the women as a man of great erudition, for he had read several erudition:
books quite through, and was a perfect master of Cotton Mather’s “History ™"
of New England Witchcraft,”'® in which, by the way, he most firmly and
potently believed.

He was, in fact, an odd mixture of small shrewdness and simple credulity. credulity:
His appetite for the marvellous, and his powers of digesting it, were equally "
extraordinary; and both had been increased by his residence in this spellbound
region. No tale was too gross or monstrous for his capacious swallow. It was  capacious:
often his delight, after his school was dismissed in the afternoon, to stretch ~ ampleimmense
himself on the rich bed of clover bordering the little brook that whimpered
by his school-house, and there con over old Mather’s direful tales, until the
gathering dusk of the evening made the printed page a mere mist before
his eyes. Then, as he wended his way, by swamp and stream, and awful
woodland, to the farmhouse where he happened to be quartered, every sound
of nature, at that witching hour, fluttered his excited imagination: the moan
of the whippoorwill from the hillside; the boding cry of the tree-toad, that
harbinger of storm; the dreary hooting of the screech-owl, or the sudden harbinger:
rustling in the thicket of birds frightened from their roost. The fire-flies, too, fgf;“h:sgwer
which sparkled most vividly in the darkest places, now and then startled
him, as one of uncommon brightness would stream across his path; and if,
by chance, a huge blockhead of a beetle came winging his blundering flight
against him, the poor varlet'’ was ready to give up the ghost, with the idea that
he was struck with a witch'’s token. His only resource on such occasions, either
to drown thought or drive away evil spirits, was to sing psalm tunes; and the
good people of Sleepy Hollow, as they sat by their doors of an evening, were
often filled with awe, at hearing his nasal melody, “in linked sweetness long
drawn out,” floating from the distant hill, or along the dusky road.

knowledge

18 Cotton Mather’s “History of New England Witchcraft”: books about the supernatural world published in 1689
and 1693; they point to Crane's superstitiousness

19 varlet: rascal
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Another of his sources of fearful pleasure was, to pass long winter evenings
with the old Dutch wives, as they sat spinning by the fire, with a row of apples
roasting and spluttering along the hearth, and listen to their marvellous tales
of ghosts and goblins, and haunted fields, and haunted brooks, and haunted
bridges, and haunted houses, and particularly of the headless horseman, or
Galloping Hessian of the Hollow, as they sometimes called him. He would
delight them equally by his anecdotes of witchcraft, and of the direful omens

portentous: and portentous sights and sounds in the air, which prevailed in the earlier

ominous times of Connecticut; and would frighten them woefully with speculations
upon comets and shooting stars, and with the alarming fact that the world
did absolutely turn round, and that they were half the time topsy-turvy!

But if there was a pleasure in all this, while snugly cuddling in the chimney
corner of a chamber that was all of a ruddy glow from the crackling wood fire,
and where, of course, no spectre dared to show his face, it was dearly purchased
by the terrors of his subsequent walk homewards. What fearful shapes and
shadows beset his path amidst the dim and ghastly glare of a snowy night!—
With what wistful look did he eye every trembling ray of light streaming across
the waste fields from some distant window!—How often was he appalled by
some shrub covered with snow, which, like a sheeted spectre, beset his very
path!—How often did he shrink with curdling awe at the sound of his own steps
on the frosty crust beneath his feet; and dread to look over his shoulder, lest he
should behold some uncouth being tramping close behind him!—and how
often was he thrown into complete dismay by some rushing blast, howling
among the trees, in the idea that it was the Galloping Hessian on one of his
nightly scourings!

All these, however, were mere terrors of the night, phantoms of the
mind that walk in darkness; and though he had seen many spectres in his
time, and been more than once beset by Satan in divers shapes, in his lonely
perambulations,” yet daylight put an end to all these evils; and he would have
passed a pleasant life of it, in despite of the devil and all his works, if his path
had not been crossed by a being that causes more perplexity to mortal man
than ghosts, goblins, and the whole race of witches put together, and that was-
—a woman.

Among the musical disciples who assembled, one evening in each week,
to receive his instructions in psalmody, was Katrina Van Tassel, the daughter
and only child of a substantial Dutch farmer. She was a blooming lass of fresh

prophetic

20 perambulations: wanderings

30 Washington Irving Unit |



e e e ke sk sk ke e ke ke ke sk sk e ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ko ke sk sk sk sk ko k sk sk ke ok ok ok ok

eighteen; plump as a partridge; ripe and melting and rosy-cheeked as one of
her father’s peaches, and universally famed, not merely for her beauty, but her
vast expectations. She was withal a little of a coquette,” as might be perceived
even in her dress, which was a mixture of ancient and modern fashions, as
most suited to set off her charms. She wore the ornaments of pure yellow gold,
which her great-great-grandmother had brought over from Saardam;” the
tempting stomacher” of the time; and withal a provokingly short petticoat, to
display the prettiest foot and ankle in the country around.

Ichabod Crane had a soft and foolish heart towards the sex; and it is
not to be wondered at, that so tempting a morsel soon found favor in his
eyes; more especially after he had visited her in her paternal mansion. Old
Baltus Van Tassel was a perfect picture of a thriving, contented, liberal-hearted
farmer. He seldom, it is true, sent either his eyes or his thoughts beyond the
boundaries of his own farm; but within those everything was snug, happy,
and well-conditioned. He was satisfied with his wealth, but not proud of it;
and piqued® himself upon the hearty abundance rather than the style in
which he lived. His stronghold was situated on the banks of the Hudson, in
one of those green, sheltered, fertile nooks in which the Dutch farmers are
so fond of nestling. A great elm-tree spread its broad branches over it; at the
foot of which bubbled up a spring of the softest and sweetest water, in a little
well, formed of a barrel; and then stole sparkling away through the grass, to
a neighboring brook, that bubbled along among alders and dwarf willows.
Hard by the farmhouse was a vast barn that might have served for a church;
every window and crevice of which seemed bursting forth with the treasures
of the farm; the flail”® was busily resounding within it from morning till
night; swallows and martins skimmed twittering about the eaves; and rows of
pigeons, some with one eye turned up, as if watching the weather, some with
their heads under their wings, or buried in their bosoms, and others swelling,
and cooing, and bowing about their dames, were enjoying the sunshine on
the roof. Sleek unwieldy porkers were grunting in the repose and abundance
of their pens; whence sallied forth, now and then, troops of sucking pigs, as if
to snuff the air. A stately squadron of snowy geese were riding in an adjoining
pond, convoying whole fleets of ducks; regiments of turkeys were gobbling

21 coquette: a flirty young woman

22 Saardam: now Zaandam, a city near Amsterdam, Holland
23 stomacher: the center front piece of a dress bodice

24 piqued: prided

25 flail: a hand threshing implement
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through the farmyard, and guinea fowls fretting about it, like ill-tempered
housewives, with their peevish discontented cry. Before the barn door strutted
the gallant cock, that pattern of a husband, a warrior, and a fine gentleman,
clapping his burnished wings, and crowing in the pride and gladness of his
heart—sometimes tearing up the earth with his feet, and then generously
calling his ever-hungry family of wives and children to enjoy the rich morsel
which he had discovered.

sumptuous: The pedagogue’s mouth watered, as he looked upon this sumptuous

extravagant promise of luxurious winter fare. In his devouring mind’s eye he pictured to
himself every roasting-pig running about with a pudding in his belly, and
an apple in his mouth; the pigeons were snugly put to bed in a comfortable
pie, and tucked in with a coverlet of crust; the geese were swimming in their
own gravy; and the ducks pairing cosily in dishes, like snug married couples,
with a decent competency of onion sauce. In the porkers he saw carved out
the future sleek side of bacon, and juicy relishing ham; not a turkey but he
beheld daintily trussed up, with its gizzard under its wing, and, peradventure,
a necklace of savory sausages; and even bright chanticleer’ himself lay
sprawling on his back, in a side-dish, with uplifted claws, as if craving that
quarter which his chivalrous spirit disdained to ask while living.

As the enraptured Ichabod fancied all this, and as he rolled his great green
eyes over the fat meadowlands, the rich fields of wheat, of rye, of buckwheat,
and Indian corn, and the orchard burdened with ruddy fruit, which surrounded
the warm tenement”” of Van Tassel, his heart yearned after the damsel who was
to inherit these domains, and his imagination expanded with the idea how they
might be readily turned into cash, and the money invested in immense tracts
of wild land, and shingle palaces in the wilderness. Nay, his busy fancy already
realized his hopes, and presented to him the blooming Katrina, with a whole
family of children, mounted on the top of a wagon loaded with household
trumpery,”® with pots and kettles dangling beneath; and he beheld himself
bestriding a pacing mare, with a colt at her heels, setting out for Kentucky,
Tennessee, or the Lord knows where.

When he entered the house, the conquest of his heart was complete. It
was one of those spacious farmhouses, with high-ridged, but lowly sloping
roofs, built in the style handed down from the first Dutch settlers; the low

impressive

26 chanticleer: a rooster
27 tenement: a dwelling or residence

28 trumpery: frivolous items; junk
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projecting eaves forming a piazza along the front, capable of being closed

up in bad weather. Under this were hung flails, harness, various utensils of
husbandry,” and nets for fishing in the neighboring river. Benches were built

along the sides for summer use; and a great spinning-wheel at one end, and

a churn at the other, showed the various uses to which this important porch

might be devoted. From this piazza the wondering Ichabod entered the hall,

which formed the centre of the mansion and the place of usual residence.

Here, rows of resplendent pewter, ranged on a long dresser, dazzled his resplendent:
eyes. In one corner stood a huge bag of wool ready to be spun; in another  shning gossy
a quantity of linsey-woolsey’ just from the loom; ears of Indian corn, and

strings of dried apples and peaches, hung in gay festoons along the walls,

mingled with the gaud™ of red peppers; and a door left ajar gave him a peep

into the best parlor, where the claw-footed chairs and dark mahogany tables

shone like mirrors; andirons, with their accompanying shovel and tongs,

glistened from their covert of asparagus tops; mock-oranges and conch-

shells decorated the mantel-piece; strings of various colored birds’ eggs were
suspended above it; a great ostrich egg was hung from the centre of the room,

and a corner cupboard, knowingly left open, displayed immense treasures of

old silver and well-mended china.

From the moment Ichabod laid his eyes upon these regions of delight,
the peace of his mind was at an end, and his only study was how to gain the
affections of the peerless daughter of Van Tassel. In this enterprise, however,
he had more real difficulties than generally fell to the lot of a knight-errant™
of yore, who seldom had anything but giants, enchanters, fiery dragons, and
such like easily conquered adversaries, to contend with; and had to make
his way merely through gates of iron and brass, and walls of adamant,”
to the castle keep, where the lady of his heart was confined; all which he
achieved as easily as a man would carve his way to the centre of a Christmas
pie; and then the lady gave him her hand as a matter of course. Ichabod, on
the contrary, had to win his way to the heart of a country coquette, beset
with a labyrinth of whims and caprices, which were forever presenting new
difficulties and impediments; and he had to encounter a host of fearful
adversaries of real flesh and blood, the numerous rustic admirers, who beset

29 husbandry: farming

30 linsey-woolsey: a coarse fabric woven from linen (or cotton) and coarse wool
31 gaud: a dazzling display

32 knight-errant: a knight who travels in search of adventure

33 adamant: a fabled, impenetrably hard stone
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every portal to her heart; keeping a watchful and angry eye upon each other,
but ready to fly out in the common cause against any new competitor.
Among these the most formidable was a burly, roaring, roistering blade,**
of the name of Abraham, or, according to the Dutch abbreviation, Brom Van
Brunt, the hero of the country round, which rang with his feats of strength
and hardihood. He was broad-shouldered, and double-jointed, with short
countenance:  curly black hair, and a bluff, but not unpleasant countenance, having a
aspect;face mingled air of fun and arrogance. From his Herculean® frame and great
powers of limb, he had received the nickname of BROM BONES, by which
he was universally known. He was famed for great knowledge and skill
in horsemanship, being as dexterous on horseback as a Tartar.”® He was
foremost at all races and cockfights; and, with the ascendancy which bodily
strength acquires in rustic life, was the umpire in all disputes, setting his
hat on one side, and giving his decisions with an air and tone admitting
of no gainsay or appeal. He was always ready for either a fight or a frolic;
but had more mischief than ill-will in his composition; and, with all his
over-bearing roughness, there was a strong dash of waggish good humor
at bottom. He had three or four boon*” companions, who regarded him as
their model, and at the head of whom he scoured the country, attending
every scene of feud or merriment for miles round. In cold weather he was
distinguished by a fur cap, surmounted with a flaunting fox’s tail; and
when the folks at a country gathering descried this well-known crest at a
distance, whisking about among a squad of hard riders, they always stood
by for a squall. Sometimes his crew would be heard dashing along past
the farmhouses at midnight, with whoop and halloo, like a troop of Don
Cossacks;’ and the old dames, startled out of their sleep, would listen for
a moment till the hurry-scurry had clattered by, and then exclaim, “Ay,
there goes Brom Bones and his gang!” The neighbors looked upon him
with a mixture of awe, admiration, and goodwill; and when any madcap
prank, or rustic brawl, occurred in the vicinity, always shook their heads,
and warranted Brom Bones was at the bottom of it.
This rantipole™ hero had for some time singled out the blooming Katrina

34 roistering blade: a wild, dashing young man

35 Herculean: like Hercules, the mythical hero who possessed incredible strength

36 Tartar: a native of Tartary, a historical region in Central Asia, whose inhabitants were said to be of violent temperament
37 boon: merry; jovial

38 Don Cossacks: Russian cavalrymen

39 rantipole: wild; reckless
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for the object of his uncouth gallantries; and though his amorous toyings
were something like the gentle caresses and endearments of a bear, yet it was
whispered that she did not altogether discourage his hopes. Certain it is, his
advances were signals for rival candidates to retire, who felt no inclination
to cross a lion in his amours; insomuch, that, when his horse was seen tied
to Van Tassel’s paling,”’ on a Sunday night, a sure sign that his master was
courting, or, as it is termed, “sparking,” within, all other suitors passed by in
despair, and carried the war into other quarters.
Such was the formidable rival with whom Ichabod Crane had to contend,
and, considering all things, a stouter man than he would have shrunk from
the competition, and a wiser man would have despaired. He had, however,
a happy mixture of pliability and perseverance in his nature; he was in form piiability:
and spirit like a supple-jack" —yielding, but tough; though he bent, he never Sj:;!:zss
broke; and though he bowed beneath the slightest
pressure, yet, the moment it was away—ijerk! he was
as erect, and carried his head as high as ever. 9-0 have taken the field
To have taken the field openly against his rival
would have been madness; for he was not a man to
be thwarted in his amours, any more than that stormy
lover, Achilles.*” Ichabod, therefore, made his advances
in a quiet and gently insinuating manner. Under cover of his character of insinuating:
singing-master, he made frequent visits at the farmhouse; not that he had ‘ﬂ:;;‘a”jng
anything to apprehend from the meddlesome interference of parents, which
is so often a stumbling-block in the path of lovers. Balt Van Tassel was an easy,
indulgent soul; he loved his daughter better even than his pipe, and, like a
reasonable man and an excellent father, let her have her way in everything. His
notable little wife, too, had enough to do to attend to her housekeeping and
manage her poultry; for, as she sagely observed, ducks and geese are foolish
things, and must be looked after, but girls can take care of themselves. Thus
while the busy dame bustled about the house, or plied her spinning-wheel at
one end of the piazza, honest Balt would sit smoking his evening pipe at the
other, watching the achievements of a little wooden warrior, who, armed with
a sword in each hand, was most valiantly fighting the wind on the pinnacle
of the barn. In the mean time, Ichabod would carry on his suit with the

openly against his rival would

have been madness . ..

40 paling: fence
41 supple-jack: a cane that comes from a tough, yet flexible, climbing plant

42 Achilles: a warrior from Homer's lliad, who loses his beloved to the King, then seeks revenge
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daughter by the side of the spring under the great elm, or sauntering along in
the twilight, that hour so favorable to the lover’s eloquence.

I profess not to know how women'’s hearts are wooed and won. To me
they have always been matters of riddle and admiration. Some seem to have
but one vulnerable point, or door of access; while others have a thousand
avenues, and may be captured in a thousand different ways. It is a great
triumph of skill to gain the former, but a still greater proof of generalship to
maintain possession of the latter, for the man must battle for his fortress at
every door and window. He who wins a thousand common hearts is therefore
entitled to some renown; but he who keeps undisputed sway over the heart
of a coquette, is indeed a hero. Certain it is, this was not the case with the

redoubt- redoubtable Brom Bones; and from the moment Ichabod Crane made his
?b'e‘ advances, the interests of the former evidently declined; his horse was no
amous; . . .

celebrated longer seen tied at the palings on Sunday nights, and a deadly feud gradually

arose between him and the preceptor’ of Sleepy Hollow.

Brom, who had a degree of rough chivalry in his nature, would fain have
carried matters to open warfare, and have settled their pretensions to the lady
according to the mode of those most concise and simple reasoners, the knights-
errant of yore—by single combat; but Ichabod was too conscious of the superior
might of his adversary to enter the lists against him: he had overheard a boast of
Bones, that he would “double the school-master up, and lay him on a shelf of his
own schoolhouse”; and he was too wary to give him an opportunity. There was
something extremely provoking in this obstinately pacific system; it left Brom
no alternative but to draw upon the funds of rustic waggery™ in his disposition,

boorish: and to play off boorish practical jokes upon his rival. Ichabod became the

unrefined; object of whimsical persecution to Bones and his gang of rough riders. They
harried his hitherto peaceful domains; smoked out his singing school, by
stopping up the chimney; broke into the school-house at night, in spite of
its formidable fastenings of withe and window stakes, and turned everything
topsy-turvy: so that the poor schoolmaster began to think all the witches in the
country held their meetings there. But what was still more annoying, Brom took
opportunities of turning him into ridicule in presence of his mistress, and had
a scoundrel dog whom he taught to whine in the most ludicrous manner, and
introduced as a rival of Ichabod’s to instruct her in psalmody.

In this way matters went on for some time, without producing any

ill-mannered

43 preceptor: the headmaster

44 waggery: mischief, devilment
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material effect on the relative situation of the contending powers. On a fine
autumnal afternoon, Ichabod, in pensive mood, sat enthroned on the lofty pensive:
stool whence he usually watched all the concerns of his little literary realm. "
In his hand he swayed a ferule,*’ that sceptre of despotic power; the birch of
justice reposed on three nails, behind the throne, a constant terror to evil
doers; while on the desk before him might be seen sundry contraband articles
and prohibited weapons, detected upon the persons of idle urchins; such as
half-munched apples, popguns, whirligigs, fly-cages, and whole legions of
rampant little paper game-cocks.’® Apparently there had been some appalling
act of justice recently inflicted, for his scholars were all busily intent upon their
books, or slyly whispering behind them with one eye kept upon the master;
and a kind of buzzing stillness reigned throughout the schoolroom. It was
suddenly interrupted by the appearance of a Negro, in tow-cloth jacket and
trousers, a round-crowned fragment of a hat, like the cap of Mercury,47 and
mounted on the back of a ragged, wild, half-broken colt, which he managed
with a rope by way of halter. He came clattering up to the school-door with
an invitation to Ichabod to attend a merry-making or “quilting frolic,” to be
held that evening at Mynheer Van Tassel’s; and having delivered his message
with that air of importance, and effort at fine language, which a Negro is apt
to display on petty embassies of the kind, he dashed over the brook, and
was seen scampering away up the Hollow, full of the importance and hurry
of his mission.

All was now bustle and hubbub in the late quiet schoolroom. The
scholars were hurried through their lessons, without stopping at trifles; those
who were nimble skipped over half with impunity, and those who were tardy  impunity:
had a smart application now and then in the rear, to quicken their speed, or ;ﬁ:ji;: fecing
help them over a tall word. Books were flung aside without being put away  of permission
on the shelves, inkstands were overturned, benches thrown down, and the
whole school was turned loose an hour before the usual time, bursting forth
like a legion of young imps, yelping and racketing about the green, in joy at
their early emancipation.

The gallant Ichabod now spent at least an extra half hour at his toilet,"®
brushing and furbishing up his best and indeed only suit of rusty” black,

45 ferule: a flat piece of wood used for punishment

46 popguns, whirligigs, flycages, . . . game-cocks: children’s toys and treasures
47 Mercury: the winged messenger of the gods, symbolic of speed

48 toilet: grooming

49 rusty: discolored with age
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and arranging his looks by a bit of broken looking-glass, that hung up in
the school-house. That he might make his appearance before his mistress in
the true style of a cavalier, he borrowed a horse from the farmer with whom
he was domiciliated,™ a choleric” old Dutchman, of the name of Hans Van
Ripper, and, thus gallantly mounted, issued forth, like a knight-errant in
quest of adventures. But it is meet I should, in the true spirit of romantic
story, give some account of the looks and equipments of my hero and his
steed. The animal he bestrode was a broken-down ploughhorse, that had
outlived almost everything but his viciousness. He was gaunt and shagged,
with a ewe neck and a head like a hammer; his rusty mane and tail were
tangled and knotted with burrs; one eye had lost its pupil, and was glaring
and spectral; but the other had the gleam of a genuine devil in it. Still he must
have had fire and mettle in his day, if we may judge from the name he bore of
Gunpowder. He had, in fact, been a favorite steed of his master’s, the choleric
Van Ripper, who was a furious rider, and had infused, very probably, some of
his own spirit into the animal; for, old and broken-down as he looked, there
was more of the lurking devil in him than in any young filly in the country.

Ichabod was a suitable figure for such a steed. He rode with short stirrups,
which brought his knees nearly up to the pommel of the saddle; his sharp
elbows stuck out like grasshoppers’; he carried his whip perpendicularly in
his hand, like a sceptre, and, as his horse jogged on, the motion of his arms
was not unlike the flapping of a pair of wings. A small wool hat rested on
the top of his nose, for so his scanty strip of forehead might be called; and
the skirts of his black coat fluttered out almost to the horse’s tail. Such was
the appearance of Ichabod and his steed, as they shambled out of the gate of
Hans Van Ripper, and it was altogether such an apparition as is seldom to be
met with in broad daylight.

It was, as I have said, a fine autumnal day, the sky was clear and serene,
and nature wore that rich and golden livery which we always associate with
the idea of abundance. The forests had put on their sober brown and yellow,
while some trees of the tenderer kind had been nipped by the frosts into
brilliant dyes of orange, purple, and scarlet. Streaming files of wild ducks
began to make their appearance high in the air; the bark of the squirrel might
be heard from the groves of beech and hickory nuts, and the pensive whistle
of the quail at intervals from the neighboring stubble-field.

50 domiciliated: housed

51 choleric: highly irritable or angry

38 Washington Irving Unit |



e e e ke sk sk ke e ke ke ke sk sk e ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ko ke sk sk sk sk ko k sk sk ke ok ok ok ok

The small birds were taking their farewell banquets. In the fulness of their
revelry, they fluttered, chirping and frolicking, from bush to bush, and tree
to tree, capricious from the very profusion and variety around them. There
was the honest cock-robin, the favorite game of stripling sportsmen, with its
loud querulous note; and the twittering blackbirds flying in sable™ clouds; querulous:
and the golden-winged woodpecker, with his crimson crest, his broad black ZZZZTeme .
gorget, and splendid plumage; and the cedarbird, with its red-tipt wings and
yellow-tipt tail, and its little monteiro cap of feathers; and the blue jay, that
noisy coxcomb, in his gay light blue coat and white underclothes, screaming
and chattering, nodding and bobbing and bowing, and pretending to be on
good terms with every songster of the grove.

As Ichabod jogged slowly on his way, his eye, ever open to every symptom
of culinary abundance, ranged with delight over the treasures of jolly autumn.
On all sides he beheld vast stores of apples; some hanging in oppressive
opulence on the trees; some gathered into baskets and barrels for the market;  opulence:
others heaped up in rich piles for the cider-press. Farther on he beheld great ~ 2n9nceipienty
fields of Indian corn, with its golden ears peeping from their leafy coverts,
and holding out the promise of cakes and hasty pudding; and the yellow
pumpkins lying beneath them, turning up their fair round bellies to the sun,
and giving ample prospects of the most luxurious of pies; and anon he passed
the fragrant buckwheat fields, breathing the odor of the bee-hive, and as he
beheld them, soft anticipations stole over his mind of dainty slapjacks,” well
buttered, and garnished with honey or treacle,™ by the delicate little dimpled
hand of Katrina Van Tassel.

Thus feeding his mind with many sweet thoughts and “sugared
suppositions,” he journeyed along the sides of a range of hills which look
out upon some of the goodliest scenes of the mighty Hudson. The sun
gradually wheeled his broad disk down into the west. The wide bosom of the
Tappan Zee lay motionless and glassy, excepting that here and there a gentle
undulation waved and prolonged the blue shadow of the distant mountain.  undulation:
A few amber clouds floated in the sky, without a breath of air to move them. e uffing
The horizon was of a fine golden tint, changing gradually into a pure apple
green, and from that into the deep blue of the mid-heaven. A slanting ray
lingered on the woody crests of the precipices that overhung some parts of the
river, giving greater depth to the dark-gray and purple of their rocky sides. A

52 sable: black
53 slapjacks: pancakes

54 treacle: syrup
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sloop was loitering in the distance, dropping slowly down with the tide, her
sail hanging uselessly against the mast; and as the reflection of the sky gleamed
along the still water, it seemed as if the vessel was suspended in the air.

It was toward evening that Ichabod arrived at the castle of the Heer Van
Tassel, which he found thronged with the pride and flower of the adjacent
country. Old farmers, a spare leathern-faced race, in homespun coats and
breeches, blue stockings, huge shoes, and magnificent pewter buckles. Their
brisk withered little dames, in close crimped caps, long waisted shortgowns,
homespun petticoats, with scissors and pin-cushions, and gay calico pockets
hanging on the outside. Buxom lasses, almost as antiquated as their mothers,
excepting where a straw hat, a fine ribbon, or perhaps a white frock, gave
symptoms of city innovation. The sons, in short square-skirted coats with
rows of stupendous brass buttons, and their hair generally queued in the
fashion of the times, especially if they could procure an eelskin for the
purpose, it being esteemed, throughout the country, as a potent nourisher
and strengthener of the hair.

Brom Bones, however, was the hero of the scene, having come to the
gathering on his favorite steed, Daredevil, a creature, like himself, full of mettle
and mischief, and which no one but himself could manage. He was, in fact,
noted for preferring vicious animals, given to all kinds of tricks, which kept the

tractable: rider in constant risk of his neck, for he held a tractable well-broken horse as
obedient:docle  yynworthy of a lad of spirit.

Fain would I pause to dwell upon the world of charms that burst upon
the enraptured gaze of my hero, as he entered the state parlor of Van Tassel’s
mansion. Not those of the bevy of buxom lasses, with their luxurious display
of red and white; but the ample charms of a genuine Dutch country tea-table,
in the sumptuous time of autumn. Such heaped-up platters of cakes of various
and almost indescribable kinds, known only to experienced Dutch housewives!
There was the doughty doughnut, the tenderer oly koek,” and the crisp and
crumbling cruller; sweet cakes and short cakes, ginger cakes and honey cakes, and
the whole family of cakes. And then there were apple pies and peach pies and
pumpkin pies; besides slices of ham and smoked beef; and moreover delectable
dishes of preserved plums, and peaches, and pears, and quinces; not to mention
broiled shad and roasted chickens; together with bowls of milk and cream, all
mingled higgledy-piddledy, pretty much as I have enumerated them, with the
motherly tea-pot sending up its clouds of vapor from the midst—Heaven bless

55 oly koek: fried cakes

40 Washington Irving Unit |



e e e ke sk sk ke e ke ke ke sk sk e ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ko ke sk sk sk sk ko k sk sk ke ok ok ok ok

the mark! I want breath and time to discuss this banquet as it deserves, and am
too eager to get on with my story. Happily, Ichabod Crane was not in so great a
hurry as his historian, but did ample justice to every dainty.

He was a kind and thankful creature, whose heart dilated in proportion
as his skin was filled with good cheer; and whose spirits rose with eating
as some men’s do with drink. He could not help, too, rolling his large eyes
round him as he ate, and chuckling with the possibility that he might one day
be lord of all this scene of almost unimaginable luxury and splendor. Then,
he thought, how soon he’d turn his back upon the old school-house; snap
his fingers in the face of Hans Van Ripper, and every other niggardly’® patron,
and kick any itinerant pedagogue out of doors that should dare to call him itinerant:
comrade! traveling

Old Baltus Van Tassel moved about among his guests with a face dilated
with content and good humor, round and jolly as the harvest moon. His
hospitable attentions were brief, but expressive, being
confined to a shake of the hand, a slap on the shoulder,

a loud laugh, and a pressing invitation to “fall to, and ghe lady of his heart
help themselves.”

And now the sound of the music from the common
room, or hall, summoned to the dance. The musician
was an old gray-headed Negro, who had been the in reply to all his amorous
itinerant orchestra of the neighborhood for more than  gjings,
half a century. His instrument was as old and battered as
himself. The greater part of the time he scraped on two
or three strings accompanying every movement of the bow with a motion of
the head; bowing almost to the ground and stamping with his foot whenever
a fresh couple were to start.

Ichabod prided himself upon his dancing as much as upon his vocal
powers. Not a limb, not a fibre about him was idle; and to have seen his
loosely hung frame in full motion, and clattering about the room, you would
have thought Saint Vitus” himself, that blessed patron of the dance, was
figuring before you in person. He was the admiration of all the Negroes; who,
having gathered, of all ages and sizes, from the farm and the neighborhood,
stood forming a pyramid of shining black faces at every door and window,
gazing with delight at the scene, rolling their white eye-balls, and showing

wandering

was his partner in the

dance, and smiling graciously

56 niggardly: stingy

57 Saint Vitus: a Christian martyr associated with epilepsy and other nervous disorders
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grinning rows of ivory from ear to ear. How could the flogger of urchins be
otherwise than animated and joyous? The lady of his heart was his partner in
the dance, and smiling graciously in reply to all his amorous oglings; while
Brom Bones, sorely smitten with love and jealousy, sat brooding by himself
in one corner.

When the dance was at an end, Ichabod was attracted to a knot of the
sager folks, who, with old Van Tassel, sat smoking at one end of the piazza,
gossiping over former times, and drawing out long stories about the war.

This neighborhood, at the time of which I am speaking, was one of those
highly-favored places which abound with chronicle and great men. The British
and American line had run near it during the war; it had, therefore, been the
scene of marauding, and infested with refugees, cow-boys,5 8 and all kinds of
border chivalry. Just sufficient time had elapsed to enable each story-teller to
dress up his tale with a little becoming fiction, and, in the indistinctness of
his recollection, to make himself the hero of every exploit.

There was the story of Doffue Martling, a large blue-bearded Dutchman,
who had nearly taken a British frigate with an old iron nine-pounder from
a mud breastwork, only that his gun burst at the sixth discharge. And there
was an old gentleman who shall be nameless, being too rich a mynheer™ to
be lightly mentioned, who, in the battle of Whiteplains, being an excellent
master of defence, parried a musket ball with a small sword, insomuch that
he absolutely felt it whiz round the blade, and glance off at the hilt; in proof
of which he was ready at any time to show the sword, with the hilt a little
bent. There were several more that had been equally great in the field, not one
of whom but was persuaded that he had a considerable hand in bringing the
war to a happy termination.

But all these were nothing to the tales of ghosts and apparitions that
succeeded. The neighborhood is rich in legendary treasures of the kind. Local
tales and superstitions thrive best in these sheltered long-settled retreats; but
are trampled underfoot by the shifting throng that forms the population of
most of our country places. Besides, there is no encouragement for ghosts
in most of our villages, for they have scarcely had time to finish their first
nap, and turn themselves in their graves, before their surviving friends have
travelled away from the neighborhood; so that when they turn out at night
to walk their rounds, they have no acquaintance left to call upon. This is

58 cow-boys: a name for those who worked for the British during the American Revolution

59 mynheer: Dutch for sir’” or "mister”

42 Washington Irving Unit |



e e e ke sk sk ke e ke ke ke sk sk e ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ko ke sk sk sk sk ko k sk sk ke ok ok ok ok

perhaps the reason why we so seldom hear of ghosts, except in our long-
established Dutch communities.

The immediate cause, however, of the prevalence of supernatural stories
in these parts was doubtless owing to the vicinity of Sleepy Hollow. There was
a contagion in the very air that blew from that haunted region; it breathed
forth an atmosphere of dreams and fancies infecting all the land. Several of
the Sleepy Hollow people were present at Van Tassel’s, and, as usual, were
doling out their wild and wonderful legends. Many dismal tales were told
about funeral trains, and mourning cries and wailings heard and seen about
the great tree where the unfortunate Major André* was taken, and which
stood in the neighborhood. Some mention was made also of the woman
in white, that haunted the dark glen at Raven Rock, and was often heard to
shriek on winter nights before a storm, having perished there in the snow.
The chief part of the stories, however, turned upon the favorite spectre of
Sleepy Hollow, the headless horseman, who had been heard several times of
late, patrolling the country; and, it was said, tethered his horse nightly among
the graves in the churchyard.

The sequestered situation of this church seems always to have made
it a favorite haunt of troubled spirits. It stands on a knoll, surrounded by
locust-trees and lofty elms, from among which its decent whitewashed walls
shine modestly forth, like Christian purity beaming through the shades
of retirement. A gentle slope descends from it to a silver sheet of water,
bordered by high trees, between which, peeps may be caught at the blue
hills of the Hudson. To look upon its grass-grown yard, where the sunbeams
seem to sleep so quietly, one would think that there at least the dead might
rest in peace. On one side of the church extends a wide woody dell, along
which raves a large brook among broken rocks and trunks of fallen trees.
Over a deep black part of the stream, not far from the church, was formerly
thrown a wooden bridge; the road that led to it, and the bridge itself, were
thickly shaded by overhanging trees, which cast a gloom about it, even in
the daytime, but occasioned a fearful darkness at night. This was one of the
favorite haunts of the headless horseman; and the place where he was most
frequently encountered. The tale was told of old Brouwer, a most heretical
disbeliever in ghosts, how he met the horseman returning from his foray into
Sleepy Hollow, and was obliged to get up behind him; how they galloped
over bush and brake, over hill and swamp, until they reached the bridge;

60 Major André: Major John André (1751-1780), a British spy
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when the horseman suddenly turned into a skeleton, threw old Brouwer into
the brook, and sprang away over the tree-tops with a clap of thunder.

This story was immediately matched by a thrice marvellous adventure of
Brom Bones, who made light of the galloping Hessian as an arrant jockey. He
affirmed that, on returning one night from the neighboring village of Sing
Sing, he had been overtaken by this midnight trooper; that he had offered to
race with him for a bowl of punch, and should have won it too, for Daredevil
beat the goblin-horse all hollow, but, just as they came to the church-bridge,
the Hessian bolted, and vanished in a flash of fire.

All these tales, told in that drowsy undertone with which men talk in the
dark, the countenances of the listeners only now and then receiving a casual
gleam from the glare of a pipe, sank deep in the mind of Ichabod. He repaid
them in kind with large extracts from his invaluable author, Cotton Mather,
and added many marvellous events that had taken place in his native State of
Connecticut, and fearful sights which he had seen in his nightly walks about
Sleepy Hollow.

The revel now gradually broke up. The old farmers gathered together
their families in their wagons, and were heard for some time rattling along
the hollow roads, and over the distant hills. Some of the damsels mounted
on pillions” behind their favorite swains, and their light-hearted laughter,
mingling with the clatter of hoofs, echoed along the silent woodlands,
sounding fainter and fainter until they gradually died away—and the late
scene of noise and frolic was all silent and deserted. Ichabod only lingered
behind, according to the custom of country lovers, to have a téte-a-téte® with
the heiress, fully convinced that he was now on the high road to success.
What passed at this interview I will not pretend to say, for in fact I do not
know. Something, however, I fear me, must have gone wrong, for he certainly
sallied forth, after no very great interval, with an air quite desolate and
chop—fallen.63 —Oh, these women! these women! Could that girl have been
playing off any of her coquettish tricks?—Was her encouragement of the poor
pedagogue all a mere sham to secure her conquest of his rival?—Heaven only
knows, not I'—Let it suffice to say, Ichabod stole forth with the air of one who
had been sacking a hen-roost, rather than a fair lady’s heart. Without looking
to the right or left to notice the scene of rural wealth on which he had so often
gloated, he went straight to the stable, and with several hearty cuffs and kicks,

61 pillions: pads put behind a man's saddle for a woman to ride on
62 téte-a-téte: French for "head-to-head," a one-on-one conversation

63 chop-fallen: depressed; crestfallen
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roused his steed most uncourteously from the comfortable quarters in which
he was soundly sleeping, dreaming of mountains of corn and oats, and whole
valleys of timothy and clover.

It was the very witching time of night that Ichabod, heavy hearted and
crestfallen, pursued his travel homewards, along the sides of the lofty hills
which rise above Tarry Town, and which he had traversed so cheerily in the
afternoon. The hour was as dismal as himself. Far below him, the Tappan
Zee spread its dusky and indistinct waste of waters, with here and there the
tall mast of a sloop, riding quietly at anchor under the land. In the dead
hush of midnight he could even hear the barking of the watch dog from
the opposite shore of the Hudson; but it was so vague and faint as only to
give an idea of his distance from this faithful companion of man. Now and
then, too, the long-drawn crowing of a cock, accidentally awakened, would
sound far, far off, from some farmhouse away among the hills—but it was
like a dreaming sound in his ear. No signs of life occurred near him, but
occasionally the melancholy chirp of a cricket, or perhaps the guttural twang
of a bull-frog, from a neighboring marsh, as if sleeping uncomfortably, and
turning suddenly in his bed.

All the stories of ghosts and goblins that he had heard in the afternoon,
now came crowding upon his recollection. The night grew darker and darker;
the stars seemed to sink deeper in the sky, and driving clouds occasionally
hid them from his sight. He had never felt so lonely and dismal. He was,
moreover, approaching the very place where many of the scenes of the ghost
stories had been laid. In the centre of the road stood an enormous tulip-tree,
which towered like a giant above all the other trees of the neighborhood,
and formed a kind of landmark. Its limbs were gnarled, and fantastic, large
enough to form trunks for ordinary trees, twisting down almost to the earth,
and rising again into the air. It was connected with the tragical story of the
unfortunate André, who had been taken prisoner hard by; and was universally
known by the name of Major André’s tree. The common people regarded it
with a mixture of respect and superstition, partly out of sympathy for the
fate of its ill-starred namesake, and partly from the tales of strange sights and
doleful lamentations told concerning it.

As Ichabod approached this fearful tree, he began to whistle: he thought
his whistle was answered—it was but a blast sweeping sharply through the
dry branches. As he approached a little nearer, he thought he saw something
white, hanging in the midst of the tree—he paused and ceased whistling; but
on looking more narrowly, perceived that it was a place where the tree had
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been scathed by lightning, and the white wood laid bare. Suddenly he heard
a groan—his teeth chattered and his knees smote against the saddle: it was
but the rubbing of one huge bough upon another, as they were swayed about
by the breeze. He passed the tree in safety; but new perils lay before him.
About two hundred yards from the tree a small brook crossed the road,
and ran into a marshy and thickly-wooded glen, known by the name of
Wiley’s swamp. A few rough logs, laid side by side, served for a bridge over
this stream. On that side of the road where the brook entered the wood,
a group of oaks and chestnuts, matted thick with wild grapevines, threw a
cavernous gloom over it. To pass this bridge was the severest trial. It was at
this identical spot that the unfortunate André was captured, and under the
covert of those chestnuts and vines were the sturdy yeomen concealed who
surprised him. This has ever since been considered a haunted stream, and

THE POETRY OF MOONLIGHT, RAIPH BlAKEIOCK, €. 1880-90
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fearful are the feelings of the schoolboy who has to pass it alone after dark.

As he approached the stream, his heart began to thump; he summoned up,
however, all his resolution, gave his horse half a score of kicks in the ribs, and
attempted to dash briskly across the bridge; but instead of starting forward,
the perverse old animal made a lateral movement, and ran broadside against
the fence. Ichabod, whose fears increased with the delay, jerked the reins on
the other side, and kicked lustily with the contrary foot: it was all in vain;
his steed started, it is true, but it was only to plunge to the opposite side of
the road into a thicket of brambles and alder bushes. The schoolmaster now
bestowed both whip and heel upon the starveling ribs of old Gunpowder,
who dashed forward, snuffling and snorting, but came to a stand just by the
bridge, with a suddenness that had nearly sent his rider sprawling over his
head. Just at this moment a plashy tramp®* by the side of the bridge caught
the sensitive ear of Ichabod. In the dark shadow of the grove, on the margin
of the brook, he beheld something huge, misshapen, black, and towering. It
stirred not, but seemed gathered up in the gloom, like some gigantic monster
ready to spring upon the traveller.

The hair of the affrighted pedagogue rose upon his head with terror.
What was to be done? To turn and fly was now too late; and besides, what
chance was there of escaping ghost or goblin, if such it was, which could ride
upon the wings of the wind? Summoning up, therefore, a show of courage,
he demanded in stammering accents—“Who are you?” He received no reply.
He repeated his demand in a still more agitated voice. Still there was no
answer. Once more he cudgelled®” the sides of the inflexible Gunpowder,
and, shutting his eyes, broke forth with involuntary fervor into a psalm
tune. Just then the shadowy object of alarm put itself in motion, and, with a
scramble and a bound, stood at once in the middle of the road. Though the
night was dark and dismal, yet the form of the unknown might now in some
degree be ascertained. He appeared to be a horseman of large dimensions,
and mounted on a black horse of powerful frame. He made no offer of
molestation or sociability, but kept aloof on one side of the road, jogging
along on the blind side of old Gunpowder, who had now got over his fright
and waywardness.

Ichabod, who had no relish for this strange midnight companion, and
bethought himself of the adventure of Brom Bones with the Galloping Hessian,

64 plashy tramp: the splashing sound of footsteps in water
65 cudgelled: beat
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now quickened his steed, in hopes of leaving him behind. The stranger,
however, quickened his horse to an equal pace. Ichabod pulled up, and fell
into a walk, thinking to lag behind—the other did the same. His heart began
to sink within him; he endeavored to resume his psalm tune, but his parched
tongue clove to the roof of his mouth, and he could not utter a stave. There was
something in the moody and dogged silence of this pertinacious®® companion,
that was mysterious and appalling. It was soon fearfully accounted for. On
mounting a rising ground, which brought the figure of his fellow-traveller in
relief against the sky, gigantic in height, and muffled in a cloak, Ichabod was
horror-struck, on perceiving that he was headless!—but his horror was still
more increased, on observing that the head, which should have rested on his
shoulders, was carried before him on the pommel of the saddle: his terror
rose to desperation; he rained a shower of kicks and blows upon Gunpowder,
hoping, by a sudden movement, to give his companion the slip—but the
spectre started full jump with him. Away then they dashed, through thick
and thin; stones flying, and sparks flashing at every bound. Ichabod’s flimsy
garments fluttered in the air, as he stretched his long lank body away over his
horse’s head, in the eagerness of his flight.

They had now reached the road which turns off to Sleepy Hollow; but
Gunpowder, who seemed possessed with a demon, instead of keeping up it,
made an opposite turn, and plunged headlong downhill to the left. This road
leads through a sandy hollow, shaded by trees for about a quarter of a mile,
where it crosses the bridge famous in goblin story, and just beyond swells the
green knoll on which stands the whitewashed church.

As yet the panic of the steed had given his unskilful rider an apparent
advantage in the chase; but just as he had got half way through the hollow,
the girths of the saddle gave way, and he felt it slipping from under him. He
seized it by the pommel, and endeavored to hold it firm, but in vain; and
had just time to save himself by clasping old Gunpowder round the neck,
when the saddle fell to the earth, and he heard it trampled underfoot by his
pursuer. For a moment the terror of Hans Van Ripper’s wrath passed across his
mind—for it was his Sunday saddle; but this was no time for petty fears; the
goblin was hard on his haunches; and (unskilful rider that he was!) he had
much ado to maintain his seat; sometimes slipping on one side, sometimes
on another, and sometimes jolted on the high ridge of his horse’s back-bone,
with a violence that he verily feared would cleave him asunder.

66 pertinacious: stubborn; unyielding
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IcHABOD CRANE FLYING FROM THE HEADLESS HORSEMAN, JOHN QUIDOR C. 1828

An opening in the trees now cheered him with the hopes that the church
bridge was at hand. The wavering reflection of a silver star in the bosom of
the brook told him that he was not mistaken. He saw the walls of the church
dimly glaring under the trees beyond. He recollected the place where Brom
Bones’s ghostly competitor had disappeared. “If I can but reach that bridge,”
thought Ichabod, “I am safe.” Just then he heard the black steed panting and
blowing close behind him; he even fancied that he felt his hot breath. Another
convulsive kick in the ribs, and old Gunpowder sprang upon the bridge; he
thundered over the resounding planks; he gained the opposite side; and now
Ichabod cast a look behind to see if his pursuer should vanish, according to
rule, in a flash of fire and brimstone. Just then he saw the goblin rising in his
stirrups, and in the very act of hurling his head at him. Ichabod endeavored
to dodge the horrible missile, but too late. It encountered his cranium with a
tremendous crash—he was tumbled headlong into the dust, and Gunpowder,
the black steed, and the goblin rider, passed by like a whirlwind.

The next morning the old horse was found without his saddle, and with
the bridle under his feet, soberly cropping the grass at his master’s gate.
Ichabod did not make his appearance at breakfast—dinner-hour came, but
no Ichabod. The boys assembled at the school-house, and strolled idly about
the banks of the brook; but no schoolmaster. Hans Van Ripper now began
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to feel some uneasiness about the fate of poor Ichabod, and his saddle. An
inquiry was set on foot, and after diligent investigation they came upon his
traces. In one part of the road leading to the church was found the saddle
trampled in the dirt; the tracks of horses’ hoofs deeply dented in the road,
and evidently at furious speed, were traced to the bridge, beyond which, on
the bank of a broad-part of the brook, where the water ran deep and black,
was found the hat of the unfortunate Ichabod, and close beside it a shattered
pumpkin.

The brook was searched, but the body of the schoolmaster was not to be
discovered. Hans Van Ripper, as executor of his estate, examined the bundle
which contained all his worldly effects. They consisted of two shirts and
a half; two stocks for the neck; a pair or two of worsted stockings; an old
pair of corduroy small-clothes; a rusty razor; a book of psalm tunes, full of
dogs’ ears;*” and a broken pitch-pipe. As to the books and furniture of the
schoolhouse, they belonged to the community, excepting Cotton Mather’s
History of Witchcraft, a New England Almanac, and a book of dreams and
fortune-telling; in which last was a sheet of foolscap much scribbled and
blotted in several fruitless attempts to make a copy of verses in honor of the
heiress of Van Tassel. These magic books and the poetic scrawl were forthwith
consigned to the flames by Hans Van Ripper; who from that time forward
determined to send his children no more to school; observing, that he never
knew any good come of this same reading and writing. Whatever money the
schoolmaster possessed, and he had received his quarter’s pay but a day or two
before, he must have had about his person at the time of his disappearance.

The mysterious event caused much speculation at the church on the
following Sunday. Knots of gazers and gossips were collected in the churchyard,
at the bridge, and at the spot where the hat and pumpkin had been found.
The stories of Brouwer, of Bones, and a whole budget of others, were called
to mind; and when they had diligently considered them all, and compared
them with the symptoms of the present case, they shook their heads, and
came to the conclusion that Ichabod had been carried off by the Galloping
Hessian. As he was a bachelor, and in nobody’s debt, nobody troubled his
head any more about him. The school was removed to a different quarter of
the Hollow, and another pedagogue reigned in his stead.

It is true, an old farmer, who had been down to New York on a visit
several years after, and from whom this account of the ghostly adventure

67 dogs’ ears: the turned-down corners of book pages, done to mark the reader’s place
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was received, brought home the intelligence that Ichabod Crane was still

alive; that he had left the neighborhood, partly through fear of the goblin

and Hans Van Ripper, and partly in mortification at having been suddenly  mortification:
dismissed by the heiress; that he had changed his quarters to a distant part "™
of the country; had kept school and studied law at the same time, had

been admitted to the bar, turned politician, electioneered, written for the
newspapers, and finally had been made a justice of the Ten Pound Court.

Brom Bones too, who shortly after his rival’s disappearance conducted the
blooming Katrina in triumph to the altar, was observed to look exceedingly
knowing whenever the story of Ichabod was related, and always burst into a

hearty laugh at the mention of the pumpkin; which led some to suspect that

he knew more about the matter than he chose to tell.

The old country wives, however, who are the best judges of these matters,
maintain to this day that Ichabod was spirited away by supernatural means;
and it is a favorite story often told about the neighborhood round the winter
evening fire. The bridge became more than ever an object of superstitious
awe, and that may be the reason why the road has been altered of late years,
so as to approach the church by the border of the mill-pond. The school-house,
being deserted, soon fell to decay, and was reported to be haunted by the
ghost of the unfortunate pedagogue; and the ploughboy, loitering homeward
of a still summer evening, has often fancied his voice at a distance, chanting a
melancholy psalm tune among the tranquil solitudes of Sleepy Hollow.

humiliation

* %k Kk Kk

PosTscRIPT, FOUND IN THE HANDWRITING OF MR. KNICKERBOCKER

The preceding Tale is given, almost in the precise words in which I heard
it related at a Corporation meeting of the ancient city of Manhattoes, at
which were present many of its sagest and most illustrious burghers. The
narrator was a pleasant, shabby, gentlemanly old fellow, in pepper-and-salt
clothes, with a sadly humorous face; and one whom I strongly suspected of
being poor—he made such efforts to be entertaining. When his story was
concluded, there was much laughter and approbation, particularly from  approbation:
two or three deputy aldermen, who had been asleep the greater part of the PP
time. There was, however, one tall, dry-looking old gentleman, with beetling
eyebrows, who maintained a grave and rather severe face throughout: now
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and then folding his arms, inclining his head, and looking down upon the
floor, as if turning a doubt over in his mind. He was one of your wary men,
who never laugh, but upon good grounds—when they have reason and the
law on their side. When the mirth of the rest of the company had subsided
and silence was restored, he leaned one arm on the elbow of his chair, and,
sticking the other akimbo,”® demanded, with a slight but exceedingly sage
motion of the head, and contraction of the brow, what was the moral of the
story, and what it went to prove?

The story-teller, who was just putting a glass of wine to his lips, as a
refreshment after his toils, paused for a moment, looked at his inquirer with an
air of infinite deference, and, lowering the glass slowly to the table, observed,
that the story was intended most logically to prove:—

“That there is no situation in life but has its advantages and pleasures—
provided we will but take a joke as we find it:

“That, therefore, he that runs races with goblin troopers is likely to have
rough riding of it.

“Ergo, for a country schoolmaster to be refused the hand of a Dutch
heiress, is a certain step to high preferment® in the state.”

The cautious old gentleman knit his brows tenfold closer after this
explanation, being sorely puzzled by the ratiocination™ of the syllogism;”
while, methought, the one in pepper-and-salt eyed him with something of a
triumphant leer. At length he observed, that all this was very well, but still he
thought the story a little on the extravagant—there were one or two points on
which he had his doubts.

“Faith, sir,” replied the story-teller, “as to that matter, I don’t believe one
half of it myself.”

68 akimbo: a position with the arm bent and the hand resting on the hip
69 preferment: promotion; advancement
70 ratiocination: train of thought; reasoning

71 syllogism: formal argument; premise
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Y 4

74

Read and Think Critically

Analyze, Infer, Compare

6.

@ I. MoTIF Analyze how Irving uses the motif of the Headless Horseman. Cite

strong evidence to support your analysis.

. In your own words, describe Ichabod Crane. Is he an admirable character?

Use details from the text to back up your evaluation.

. What inferences can you draw from Ichabod Crane’s interest in Katrina?

Name all the possible reasons for his attraction.

. Why is Brom a good foil (contrasting character) for Ichabod? Compare the

two men using details from the story.

. What do you think happens to Ichabod after his disappearance?

THE AUTHOR’S STYLE Analyze the effect of Irving’s language on your
enjoyment of this story. Cite specific examples of the author’s wordplay
that you enjoyed: descriptive details and figurative language such as
metaphors, similes, and hyperbole (exaggeration used for effect).
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Before You Read

Nathaniel Hawthorne 1804-18¢4

About the Author

Hawthorne was born on July 4, 1804, in Salem,
Massachusetts, to a family with a dark legacy: in the
late 1600s his Puritan ancestors had participated
in the notorious Salem witch trials. Hawthorne
would puzzle over the nature of these moral
crimes in much of his fiction and depict the era
with historical accuracy. As a result, he shaped
many of our present-day impressions of the early
Puritans.

Hawthorne’s father, a sea captain, died when
his son was only four, after which the family
lived with relatives in Maine. The rural setting
allowed the introspective young Hawthorne to
read widely and nurture literary ambitions. At
Bowdoin College, where he described himself as
an “idle student” but “always reading,” he met poet
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

After college Hawthorne returned to Salem
and spent a decade teaching himself the writer’s

craft. Twice-Told Tales, his first
story collection, impressed
critics but sold poorly, forcing

Hawthorne to take work at a
customhouse measuring salt and coal. The income
allowed him to marry Sophia Peabody, a worldly
and aspiring painter.

The couple moved to Ralph Waldo Emerson’s
former home in Concord, where Hawthorne
began an intense period of literary activity. His
story collection, Mosses from Old Manse (1846),
was followed by his masterpiece, the novel The
Scarlet Letter (1850), and The House of Seven Gables
(1851). Hawthorne spent several of his later years
in Europe, traveling and serving as a U.S. consul.
He produced biographies, travel sketches, and
novels, but none received the literary acclaim of
his earlier stories and novels.

Kok KA KKK A

Z})’ The Author’s Style

Hawthorne’s work shares themes familiar to
the Romantic period: spirituality, imagination,
intellectual pride, human beings’ attraction to the
forbidden, and the conflict between good and evil.
They also raise questions about the wisdom of
trusting too much in science.

Hawthorne explored these themes in many
of his works by focusing his literary lens sharply
on the Puritan experience in |7th-century New
England. Highly symbolic and allegorical, these
works urge readers to think about the human

54 Before You Read

capacity for sin, the effect of guilt on the human
spirit, and the hypocrisy and arrogance of moral
self-righteousness.

Simple and precise language draws readers
into Hawthorne’s complex stories and novels. The
settings, often darkly mysterious places, mirror
the emotional states of the characters. In “Young

)

Goodman Brown,” for example, it is almost
impossible to separate the setting from the inner

life of Goodman Brown.
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Young
Goodman
Brown

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE

LITERARY LENS: THEME A theme is an underlying meaning or message of a
work of art. As you read, consider what themes run through the story.

oung Goodman Brown came forth at sunset into the street at
Salem village; but put his head back, after crossing the threshold, to
exchange a parting kiss with his young wife. And Faith, as the wife
was aptly named, thrust her own pretty head into the street, letting
the wind play with the pink ribbons of her cap while she called to
Goodman Brown.

“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather sadly, when her
lips were close to his ear, “prithee' put off your journey until sunrise
and sleep in your own bed to-night. A lone woman is troubled
with such dreams and such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself
sometimes. Pray tarry with me this night, dear husband, of all nights
in the year.”

“My love and my Faith,” replied young Goodman Brown, “of
all nights in the year, this one night must I tarry away from thee. My

| prithee: pray thee
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AUGUSTA PORTER WOODBURY,
SARAH GOODRDGE, 1828

journey, as thou callest it, forth and back again, must needs be done "twixt
now and sunrise. What, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou doubt me already,
and we but three months married?”

“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink ribbons; “and may you find
all well when you come back.”

“Amen!” cried Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, dear Faith, and go to
bed at dusk, and no harm will come to thee.”

So they parted; and the young man pursued his way until, being about
to turn the corner by the meeting-house, he looked back and saw the head
of Faith still peeping after him with a melancholy air, in spite of her pink
ribbons.

“Poor little Faith!” thought he, for his heart smote him. “What a wretch
am I to leave her on such an errand! She talks of dreams, too. Methought as
she spoke there was trouble in her face, as if a dream had warned her what
work is to be done tonight. But no, no; 'twould kill her to think it. Well, she’s
a blessed angel on earth; and after this one night I'll cling to her skirts and
follow her to heaven.”

With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman Brown felt himself
justified in making more haste on his present evil purpose. He had taken a
dreary road, darkened by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, which barely
stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, and closed immediately
behind. It was all as lonely as could be; and there is this peculiarity in such
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a solitude, that the traveller knows not who may be |,
concealed by the innumerable trunks and the thick What if the devil

boughs overhead; so that with lonely footsteps he
may yet be passing through an unseen multitude.
“There may be a devilish Indian behind every
tree,” said Goodman Brown to himself; and he
glanced fearfully behind him as he added, “What if the devil himself should
be at my very elbow!”
His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the road, and, looking
forward again, beheld the figure of a man, in grave and decent attire, seated at
the foot of an old tree. He arose at Goodman Brown's approach and walked
onward side by side with him.
“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. “The clock of the Old South was
striking as I came through Boston, and that is full fifteen minutes agone.”
“Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young man, with a tremor in
his voice, caused by the sudden appearance of his companion, though not
wholly unexpected.
It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in that part of it where
these two were journeying. As nearly as could be discerned, the second discerned:
traveller was about fifty years old, apparently in the same rank of life as ™"
Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resemblance to him, though
perhaps more in expression than features. Still they might have been taken
for father and son. And yet, though the elder person was as simply clad as
the younger, and as simple in manner too, he had an indescribable air of one
who knew the world, and who would not have felt abashed at the governor’s
dinner table or in King William's court, were it possible that his affairs should
call him thither. But the only thing about him that could be fixed upon as
remarkable was his staff, which bore the likeness of a great black snake, so
curiously wrought that it might almost be seen to twist and wriggle itself like
a living serpent. This, of course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted ocular: refated
by the uncertain light. fo eyes or vision
“Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, “this is a dull pace
for the beginning of a journey. Take my staff, if you are so soon weary.”
“Friend,” said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, “having
kept covenant’ by meeting thee here, it is my purpose now to return whence

I came. I have scruples touching the matter thou wot’st of.” scruples:
doubts;
reservations

himself should be at my

very elbow!”

figured out

2 covenant: agreement; promise
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“Sayest thou so?” replied he of the serpent, smiling apart. “Let us walk on,
nevertheless, reasoning as we go; and if I convince thee not thou shalt turn
back. We are but a little way in the forest yet.”

“Too far! too far!” exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resuming his
walk. “My father never went into the woods on such an errand, nor his father
before him. We have been a race of honest men and good Christians since
the days of the martyrs; and shall I be the first of the name of Brown that ever
took this path and kept”—

“Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the elder person, interpreting
his pause. “Well said, Goodman Brown! I have been as well acquainted with
your family as with ever a one among the Puritans; and that’s no trifle to say.
I helped your grandfather, the constable, when he lashed the Quaker woman
so smartly through the streets of Salem; and it was I that brought your father a
pitch-pine knot, kindled at my own hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in
King Philip’s war. They were my good friends, both; and many a pleasant walk
have we had along this path, and returned merrily after midnight. I would fain
be friends with you for their sake.”

“If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown, “I marvel they never
spoke of these matters; or, verily, I marvel not, seeing that the least rumor
of the sort would have driven them from New England. We are a people of
prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such wickedness.”

“Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the twisted staff, “I have
a very general acquaintance here in New England. The deacons of many a
church have drunk the communion wine with me; the selectmen of divers
towns make me their chairman; and a majority of the Great and General
Court are firm supporters of my interest. The governor and I, too—But these
are state secrets.”

“Can this be s0?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare of amazement
at his undisturbed companion. “Howbeit, I have nothing to do with the
governor and council; they have their own ways, and are no rule for a simple
husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, how should I meet the
eye of that good old man, our minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would
make me tremble both Sabbath day and lecture day.”

gravity: Thus far the elder traveller had listened with due gravity; but now burst
Selri"“”e“? into a fit of irrepressible mirth, shaking himself so violently that his snake-
solemnity

like staff actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy.

irrepressible:
uncontrollable;
unrestrained
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“Ha! ha! ha!” shouted he again and again; then composing himself,

“Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go on; but, prithee, don't kill me with
laughing.”

“Well, then, to end the matter at once,” said Goodman Brown,
considerably nettled, “there is my wife, Faith. It would break her dear little
heart; and I'd rather break my own.”

“Nay, if that be the case,” answered the other, “e’en go thy ways, Goodman
Brown. I would not for twenty old women like the one hobbling before us
that Faith should come to any harm.”

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on the path, in whom
Goodman Brown recognized a very pious and exemplary dame, who had pious:
taught him his catechism® in youth, and was still his moral and spiritual ;ee“vg(‘ii‘s
adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin. S

“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far in the wilderness at peﬁe;moz'e‘
nightfall,” said he. “But with your leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the
woods until we have left this Christian woman behind. Being a stranger to
you, she might ask whom I was consorting with and whither I was going.”

“Be it so,” said his fellow-traveller. “Betake you the woods, and let me
keep the path.”

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took care to watch his
companion, who advanced softly along the road until he had come within
a staff’s length of the old dame. She, meanwhile, was making the best of her
way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and mumbling some indistinct
words—a prayer, doubtless—as she went. The traveller put forth his staff and
touched her withered neck with what seemed the serpent’s tail.

“The devil!” screamed the pious old lady.

“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend!” observed the traveller,
confronting her and leaning on his writhing stick.

“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?” cried the good dame. “Yea,
truly is it, and in the very image of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the
grandfather of the silly fellow that now is. But—would your worship believe
it?—my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, stolen, as I suspect, by that
unhanged witch, Goody Cory, and that, too, when I was all anointed with the
juice of smallage, and cinquefoil, and wolf's bane”*—

3 catechism: a question-and-answer method of teaching religious doctrines

4 smallage, and cinquefoil, and wolf’s bane: herbs and plants associated with witchcraft
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“Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born babe,” said the shape
of old Goodman Brown.
“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old lady, cackling aloud.
“So, as I was saying, being all ready for the meeting, and no horse to ride on,
I made up my mind to foot it; for they tell me there is a nice young man to
be taken into communion tonight. But now your good worship will lend me
your arm, and we shall be there in a twinkling.”
“ “That can hardly be,” answered her friend. “I may
hey tell me there is not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse; but here is my
staff, if you will.”
So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where,
perhaps, it assumed life, being one of the rods which
tonight.” its owner had formerly lent to the Egyptian magi.’ Of
this fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take
cognizance.® He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, looking down
again, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor the serpentine staff, but this fellow-
traveller alone, who waited for him as calmly as if nothing had happened.

“That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the young man; and
there was a world of meaning in this simple comment.

exhorted: They continued to walk onward, while the elder traveller exhorted his

:;gvi‘i;m”gly companion to make good speed and persevere in the path, discoursing so
aptly that his arguments seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of his
auditor than to be suggested by himself. As they went, he plucked a branch
of maple to serve for a walking stick, and began to strip it of the twigs and
little boughs, which were wet with evening dew. The moment his fingers
touched them they became strangely withered and dried up as with a week'’s
sunshine. Thus the pair proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a
gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself down on the stump
of a tree and refused to go any farther.

“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind is made up. Not another step
will I budge on this errand. What if a wretched old woman do choose to go
to the devil when I thought she was going to heaven: is that any reason why
I should quit my dear Faith and go after her?”

“You will think better of this by and by,” said his acquaintance,
composedly. “Sit here and rest yourself a while; and when you feel like
moving again, there is my staff to help you along.”

a nice young man to be

taken into communion

5 Egyptian magi: a reference to the biblical story in which Egyptian magicians turned a rod into a serpent

6 cognizance: notice or acknowledgment
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Without more words, he threw his companion the maple stick, and was
as speedily out of sight as if he had vanished into the deepening gloom. The
young man sat a few moments by the roadside, applauding himself greatly,
and thinking with how clear a conscience he should meet the minister in his
morning walk, nor shrink from the eye of good old Deacon Gookin. And
what calm sleep would be his that very night, which was to have been spent
so wickedly, but so purely and sweetly now, in the arms of Faith! Amidst these
pleasant and praiseworthy meditations, Goodman Brown heard the tramp of
horses along the road, and deemed it advisable to conceal himself within
the verge of the forest, conscious of the guilty purpose that had brought him
thither, though now so happily turned from it.

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, two grave old
voices, conversing soberly as they drew near. These mingled sounds appeared
to pass along the road, within a few yards of the young man'’s hiding-place;
but, owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom at that particular spot, neither
the travellers nor their steeds were visible. Though their figures brushed the
small boughs by the wayside, it could not be seen that they intercepted, even
for a moment, the faint gleam from the strip of bright sky athwart which
they must have passed. Goodman Brown alternately crouched and stood
on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and thrusting forth his head as far as
he durst without discerning so much as a shadow. It vexed him the more,
because he could have sworn, were such a thing possible, that he recognized
the voices of the minister and Deacon Gookin, jogging along quietly, as they
were wont to do, when bound to some ordination or ecclesiastical council.’
While yet within hearing one of the riders stopped to pluck a switch.

“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voice like the deacon’s, “I had rather
miss an ordination dinner than to-night’'s meeting. They tell me that some of
our community are to be here from Falmouth and beyond, and others from
Connecticut and Rhode Island, besides several of the Indian powwows, who,
after their fashion, know almost as much deviltry as the best of us. Moreover,
there is a goodly young woman to be taken into communion.”

“Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!” replied the solemn old tones of the
minister. “Spur up, or we shall be late. Nothing can be done, you know, until
I get on the ground.”

The hoofs clattered again; and the voices, talking so strangely in the empty
air, passed on through the forest, where no church had ever been gathered or

7 ecclesiastical council: a church gathering
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solitary Christian prayed. Whither, then, could these holy men be journeying
so deep into the heathen wilderness? Young Goodman Brown caught hold
of a tree for support, being ready to sink down on the
ground, faint and overburdened with the heavy sickness
; W +h heaven above of his heart. He looked up to the s%<y, doubting whether
there really was a heaven above him. Yet there was the
blue arch, and the stars brightening in it.
stand firm against the devil!” “With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand
firm against the devil!” cried Goodman Brown.

While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of
the firmament and had lifted his hands to pray, a cloud, though no wind
was stirring, hurried across the zenith and hid the brightening stars. The blue
sky was still visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass of cloud
was sweeping swiftly northward. Aloft in the air, as if from the depths of
the cloud, came a confused and doubtful sound of voices. Once the listener
fancied that he could distinguish the accents of towns-people of his own,
men and women, both pious and ungodly, many of whom he had met at the
communion table, and had seen others rioting at the tavern. The next moment,
so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he had heard aught but the
murmur of the old forest, whispering without a wind. Then came a stronger
swell of those familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at Salem village, but
never until now from a cloud of night. There was one uncertain voice, of a young
woman, uttering lamentations, yet with an uncertain sorrow, and entreating for
some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to obtain; and all the unseen
multitude, both saints and sinners, seemed to encourage her onward.

“Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony and desperation;
and the echoes of the forest mocked him, crying, “Faith! Faith!” as if
bewildered wretches were seeking her all through the wilderness.

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the night, when the
unhappy husband held his breath for a response. There was a scream, drowned
immediately in a louder murmur of voices, fading into far-off laughter, as the
dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and silent sky above Goodman Brown.
But something fluttered lightly down through the air and caught on the branch
of a tree. The young man seized it, and beheld a pink ribbon.

“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one stupefied moment. “There is
no good on earth; and sin is but a name. Come devil; for to thee is this
world given.”

and Faith below, | will et
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And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, did
Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set forth again, at such a rate that he
seemed to fly along the forest path rather than to walk or run. The road grew
wilder and drearier and more faintly traced, and vanished at length, leaving
him in the heart of the dark wilderness, still rushing onward with the instinct
that guides mortal man to evil. The whole forest was peopled with frightful
sounds—the creaking of the trees, the howling of wild beasts, and the yell
of Indians; while sometimes the wind tolled like a distant church bell,
and sometimes gave a broad roar around the traveller, as if all Nature were
laughing him to scorn. But he was himself the chief horror of the scene, and
shrank not from its other horrors.

“Ha! ha! ha!” roared Goodman Brown when the wind laughed at him.
“Let us hear which will laugh loudest. Think not to frighten me with your
deviltry. Come witch, come wizard, come Indian powwow, come devil himself,
and here comes Goodman Brown. You may as well fear him as he fear you.”

In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be nothing more
frightful than the figure of Goodman Brown. On he flew among the black

SUNDOWN ON THE CReek, KEN O'BREN, 1953
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pines, brandishing his staff with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an
inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth such laughter as set
all the echoes of the forest laughing like demons around him. The fiend in
his own shape is less hideous than when he rages in the breast of man. Thus
sped the demoniac on his course, until, quivering among the trees, he saw
a red light before him, as when the felled trunks and branches of a clearing

lrid:shining ~ have been set on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze against the sky, at the

;nghvamddiSh hour of midnight. He paused, in a lull of the tempest that had driven him
onward, and heard the swell of what seemed a hymn, rolling solemnly from
a distance with the weight of many voices. He knew the tune; it was a familiar
one in the choir of the village meeting-house. The verse died heavily away,
and was lengthened by a chorus, not of human voices, but of all the sounds
of the benighted wilderness pealing in awful harmony together. Goodman
Brown cried out, and his cry was lost to his own ear by its unison with the
cry of the desert.

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the light glared full upon
his eyes. At one extremity of an open space, hemmed in by the dark wall of
the forest, arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural resemblance either to an
altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four blazing pines, their tops aflame,
their stems untouched, like candles at an evening meeting. The mass of
foliage that had overgrown the summit of the rock was all on fire, blazing
high into the night and fitfully illuminating the whole field. Each pendent
twig and leafy festoon was in a blaze. As the red light arose and fell, a
numerous congregation alternately shone forth, then disappeared in shadow,
and again grew, as it were, out of the darkness, peopling the heart of the
solitary woods at once.

“A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth Goodman Brown.

In truth they were such. Among them, quivering to and fro between
gloom and splendor, appeared faces that would be seen next day at the
council board of the province, and others which, Sabbath after Sabbath,
looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly® over the crowded pews, from
the holiest pulpits in the land. Some affirm that the lady of the governor
was there. At least there were high dames well known to her, and wives of
honored husbands, and widows, a great multitude, and ancient maidens, all of
excellent repute, and fair young girls, who trembled lest their mothers should
espy them. Either the sudden gleams of light flashing over the obscure field

8 benignantly: kindly

64 Nathaniel Hawthorne Unit |



e e e ke sk sk ke e ke ke ke sk sk e ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ko ke sk sk sk sk ko k sk sk ke ok ok ok ok

bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized a score of the church members

of Salem village famous for their especial sanctity. Good old Deacon Gookin

had arrived, and waited at the skirts of that venerable saint, his revered pastor.

But, irreverently consorting with these grave, reputable, and pious people,

these elders of the church, these chaste dames and dewy virgins, there were

men of dissolute lives and women of spotted fame, wretches given over to dissolute:
all mean and filthy vice, and suspected even of horrid crimes. It was strange = “icedev
to see that the good shrank not from the wicked, nor

were the sinners abashed by the saints. Scattered also

among their pale-faced enemies were the Indian priests, ﬂ was strange to see
or powwows, who had often scared their native forest  that the good shrank not

with more hideous incantations than any known to . the wicked nor

English witchcraft. the s bashed
“But where is Faith?” thought Goodman Brown; were e‘smners abasne
and, as hope came into his heart, he trembled. by the saints.

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and
mournful strain, such as the pious love, but joined to words which expressed
all that our nature can conceive of sin, and darkly hinted at far more.
Unfathomable to mere mortals is the love of fiends. Verse after verse was  unfathomable:
sung; and still the chorus of the desert swelled between like the deepest tone Ummf;zcvo:bs‘e
of a mighty organ; and with the final peal of that dreadful anthem there came
a sound, as if the roaring wind, the rushing streams, the howling beasts, and
every other voice of the unconcerted wilderness were mingling and according
with the voice of guilty man in homage to the prince of all. The four blazing
pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely discovered shapes and visages
of horror on the smoke wreaths above the impious assembly. At the same
moment the fire on the rock shot redly forth and formed a glowing arch above
its base, where now appeared a figure. With reverence be it spoken, the figure
bore no slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to some grave divine of
the New England churches.

“Bring forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed through the field and
rolled into the forest.

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the shadow of the trees
and approached the congregation, with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood
by the sympathy of all that was wicked in his heart. He could have
well-nigh sworn that the shape of his own dead father beckoned him to
advance, looking downward from a smoke wreath, while a woman, with dim
features of despair, threw out her hand to warn him back. Was it his mother?
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But he had no power to retreat one step, nor to resist, even in thought, when
the minister and good old Deacon Gookin seized his arms and led him to
the blazing rock. Thither came also the slender form of a veiled female, led
between Goody Cloyse, that pious teacher of the catechism, and Martha
Carrier, who had received the devil’'s promise to be queen of hell. A rampant
hag was she. And there stood the proselytes’ beneath the canopy of fire.

“Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the communion of your
race. Ye have found thus young your nature and your destiny. My children,
look behind you!”

They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet of flame, the
fiend worshippers were seen; the smile of welcome gleamed darkly on
every visage.

“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all whom ye have reverenced from
youth. Ye deemed them holier than yourselves, and shrank from your own
sin, contrasting it with their lives of righteousness and prayerful aspirations
heavenward. Yet here are they all in my worshipping assembly. This night it
shall be granted you to know their secret deeds: how hoary-bearded elders

wanton:lewd;  Of the church have whispered wanton words to the young maids of their
lustful households; how many a woman, eager for widows weeds, has given her
husband a drink at bedtime and let him sleep his last sleep in her bosom;
how beardless youths have made haste to inherit their fathers” wealth; and
how fair damsels—blush not, sweet ones—have dug little graves in the garden,
and bidden me, the sole guest, to an infant’s funeral. By the sympathy of your
human hearts for sin ye shall scent out all the places—whether in church,
bedchamber, street, field, or forest—where crime has been committed, and
shall exult to behold the whole earth one stain of guilt, one mighty blood
spot. Far more than this. It shall be yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the
deep mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly
supplies more evil impulses than human power—than my power at its
manifest: utmost—can make manifest in deeds. And now, my children, look upon
clear; apparent each Othel’. ”

They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled torches, the wretched
man beheld his Faith, and the wife her husband, trembling before that
unhallowed altar.

“Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, in a deep and solemn
tone, almost sad with its despairing awfulness, as if his once angelic nature

9 proselytes: new believers; converts
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could yet mourn for our miserable race. “Depending upon one another’s
hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a dream. Now are ye
undeceived. Evil is the nature of mankind. Evil must be your only happiness.
Welcome again, my children, to the communion of your race.”
“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, in one cry of despair and
triumph.
And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hesitating
on the verge of wickedness in this dark world. A basin was hollowed,
naturally, in the rock. Did it contain water, reddened by the lurid light? or was
it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did the shape of evil dip his
hand and prepare to lay the mark of baptism upon their foreheads, that they
might be partakers of the mystery of sin, more conscious of the secret guilt
of others, both in deed and thought, than they could now be of their own.
The husband cast one look at his pale wife, and Faith at him. What polluted
wretches would the next glance show them to each other, shuddering alike at
what they disclosed and what they saw.
“Faith! Faith!” cried the husband, “look up to heaven, and resist the
wicked one.”
Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Hardly had he spoken when he
found himself amid calm night and solitude, listening to a roar of the wind
which died heavily away through the forest. He staggered against the rock,
and felt it chill and damp; while a hanging twig, that had been all on fire,
besprinkled his cheek with the coldest dew.
The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly into the street
of Salem village, staring around him like a bewildered man. The good old
minister was taking a walk along the graveyard to get an appetite for breakfast
and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a blessing, as he passed, on Goodman
Brown. He shrank from the venerable saint as if to avoid an anathema. Old  venerable:
Deacon Gookin was at domestic worship, and the holy words of his prayer :;Teii:ged
were heard through the open window. “What God doth the wizard pray to?”
quoth Goodman Brown. Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, stood in :E:::;T;
the early sunshine at her own lattice, catechizing a little girl who had brought hated thing
her a pint of morning’s milk. Goodman Brown snatched away the child as
from the grasp of the fiend himself. Turning the corner by the meeting-house,
he spied the head of Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, and
bursting into such joy at sight of him that she skipped along the street and
almost kissed her husband before the whole village. But Goodman Brown
looked sternly and sadly into her face, and passed on without a greeting.
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Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and only dreamed a wild
dream of a witch-meeting?

Be it so if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of evil
omen for young Goodman Brown. A stern, a sad, a
%Goodman Brown darkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man
fallen asleep in the forest did he become from the night of that fearful dream. On
the Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing
a holy psalm, he could not listen because an anthem
of sin rushed loudly upon his ear and drowned all the
blessed strain. When the minister spoke from the pulpit
with power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on the open Bible, of
the sacred truths of our religion, and of saintlike lives and triumphant deaths,
and of future bliss or misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown turn
pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder down upon the gray blasphemer
and his hearers. Often, awaking suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the
bosom of Faith; and at morning or eventide, when the family knelt down at
prayer, he scowled and muttered to himself, and gazed sternly at his wife, and
turned away. And when he had lived long, and was borne to his grave a hoary
corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grandchildren, a
goodly procession, besides neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse

upon his tombstone, for his dying hour was gloom.

and only dreamed a wild

dream of a witch-meeting?
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Read and Think Critically

Analyze, Determine, Explain

@ I. THEME Describe some of the themes of the story. Which one seems to
V4 be the central theme? Analyze how Hawthorne uses the interaction of the
various themes to enhance the meanings of the story. Explain your answer

using details from the text.

2. Who is the figure that Goodman Brown meets in the woods? Describe how
this person is characterized by citing specific details from the text.

3. At a crucial point in the story, Goodman Brown says, “My Faith is
gone! .. There is no good on earth; and sin is but a name.” Determine the
double meaning of Brown’s words, exploring their deeper significance within
the overall themes of the story.

4. How does Goodman Brown act upon his return to Salem? Discuss whether
you think his attitude is justified.

5. Explain the meaning of the following symbols in this story: Faith, pink, red,
black, the staff, the rock.

6. If Brown believes he has resisted the devil, why is it that “his dying hour
was gloom”?

8{ 7. THE AUTHOR’S STYLE In Hawthorne’s stories the setting is particularly
meaningful. Analyze how Hawthorne uses the setting to advance a theme
of the story. Support your conclusions by citing examples of two or three
passages in which the setting or settings add meaning to the overall story.
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Before You Read

Edgar Allan Poe 1809-1849

About the Author

A fearless original, Poe was also extremely
productive in his short life. Although most famous
as a master of terror, he also pioneered the
modern detective story and early science fiction,
and was a first-rate editor and critic.

Orphaned at age three, Poe was raised by the
Allans, a wealthy family in Richmond, Virginia. He
performed well in school and displayed literary
aspirations in college. Poe’s gambling debts and
drinking episodes, however, caused Mr. Allan to
withdraw support. After brief stints in the army
and a military academy, Poe lived with an aunt and
cousin in Baltimore. His cousin, Virginia, whom
he married when she was thirteen, reportedly
resembled the heroines in much of his fiction.

As an editor and critic, Poe became well-
acquainted with the current literature, studied it
carefully, and eventually developed a formula of

his own. His first successful
story included
the detective classic “The
Murders in the Rue Morgue.”
Fame followed with publication of “The Raven,”

collection

one of the most widely read American poems.
Despite fame, Poe still struggled financially.

Poe, the writer, has been described as “a wolf
chained by the leg among a lot of domestic dogs.”
Yet he reportedly was gentle with loved ones,
and even humorous at times. (He once apologized
to a visitor for not keeping a pet raven.) After
Virginia’s premature death, he became even more
unstable, yet managed to continue writing and to
regain some fame by reciting “The Raven” to huge
crowds. At age 40 the enigmatic writer met his
own premature end. The precise cause remains
a mystery.

Kok KA KKK A

8! The Author’s Style

Poe’s work contains familiar Gothic elements:
melodramatic plots, mysterious settings, grotesque
characters, and surreal situations. But Poe is
credited with elevating this popular genre into the
realm of literature. His works explore more than
the dark recesses of the outer world; they also
probe the dark recesses of the human psyche. His
characters grapple with dark pasts, hideous crimes,
and their own deaths. Repressed emotions erupt,
and psychological balance breaks down.

70 Before You Read

Structurally, a Poe story is a tightly controlled
unit in which every element, every sentence,
contributes to the whole. The voices of unreliable
and often deranged first-person narrators reveal
characters’ psyches. Inventive sentence structures
and sound techniques enhance a sense of terror.
Irony is a major element in “The Masque of the
Red Death,” the story you are about to read. Will
the prince and his guests meet the fate they so
elaborately seek to avoid?
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The Masque
of the

Red Death

EDGAR ALLAN POE

LITERARY LENS: SETTING Setting is the time and place of the action of a story.
In Poe’s fiction, the setting is always crucial to plot and meaning. Note the details that
contribute to the setting’s effectiveness in this story.

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

But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and sagacious. dauntiess: bold;
When his dominions were half depopulated, he summoned to his "2

| pestilence: a fatal epidemic; plague
2 Avatar: the physical embodiment of something
3 dissolution: death

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

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

voluptuous: It was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade. But first let me tell of the

extravagant; rooms in which it was held. There were seven—an imperial suite. In many

hedonistic . . . . .
palaces, however, such suites form a long and straight vista, while the folding
doors slide back nearly to the walls on either hand, so that the view of the

impeded: whole extent is scarcely impeded. Here the case was very different; as might
ihmp”ed?d have been expected from the duke’s love of the bizarre. The apartments were
ampere:

so irregularly disposed that the vision embraced but little more than one at
a time. There was a sharp turn at every twenty or thirty yards, and at each
turn a novel effect. To the right and left, in the middle of each wall, a tall and
narrow Gothic window looked out upon a closed corridor which pursued the
windings of the suite. These windows were of stained glass whose color varied
in accordance with the prevailing hue of the decorations of the chamber into
which it opened. That at the eastern extremity was hung, for example, in
blue—and vividly blue were its windows. The second chamber was purple in
its ornaments and tapestries, and here the panes were purple. The third was
green throughout, and so were the casements. The fourth was furnished and
lighted with orange—the fifth with white—the sixth with violet. The seventh
apartment was closely shrouded in black velvet tapestries that hung all over

5 castellated: built like a castle, with turrets and battlements

6 improvisatori: [talian for improvisators, entertainers who recite impromptu verse
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the ceiling and down the walls, falling in heavy folds upon a carpet of the
same material and hue. But in this chamber only, the color of the windows
failed to correspond with the decorations. The panes here were scarlet—a
deep blood color. Now in no one of the seven apartments was there any lamp
or candelabrum, amid the profusion of golden ornaments that lay scattered to
and fro or depended from the roof. There was no light of any kind emanating
from lamp or candle within the suite of chambers. But in the corridors that
followed the suite, there stood, opposite to each window, a heavy tripod,
bearing a brazier of fire that projected its rays through the tinted glass and so
glaringly illumined the room. And thus were produced a multitude of gaudy
and fantastic appearances. But in the western or black chamber the effect of
the fire-light that streamed upon the dark hangings through the blood-tinted
panes, was ghastly in the extreme, and produced so wild a look upon the
countenances of those who entered, that there were few of the company bold
enough to set foot within its precincts at all.

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

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

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

emphatic: ebony a muffled peal more solemnly emphatic than any which reaches their
forceful:striking ears who indulge in the more remote gaieties of the other apartments.

But these other apartments were densely crowded, and in them beat
feverishly the heart of life. And the revel went whirlingly on, until at length
there commenced the sounding of midnight upon the clock. And then the
music ceased, as I have told; and the evolutions of the waltzers were quieted;
and there was an uneasy cessation of all things as before. But now there were
twelve strokes to be sounded by the bell of the clock; and thus it happened,
perhaps, that more of thought crept, with more of time, into the meditations
of the thoughtful among those who revelled. And thus, too, it happened,

7 “Hernani”’: a play by French writer Victor Hugo (1802—-1885)

8 arabesque: highly decorated
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perhaps, that before the last echoes of the last chime had utterly sunk into
silence, there were many individuals in the crowd who had found leisure
to become aware of the presence of a masked figure which had arrested arrested:
the attention of no single individual before. And the rumor of this new  oPped halted
presence having spread itself whisperingly around, there arose at length from
the whole company a buzz, or murmur, expressive of disapprobation and disapprobation:
surprise—then, finally, of terror, of horror, and of disgust. g:jgf:va‘
In an assembly of phantasms such as [ have painted, it may well be
supposed that no ordinary appearance could have excited such sensation. In
truth the masquerade license of the night was nearly unlimited; but the figure
in question had out-Heroded Herod,” and gone beyond the bounds of even
the prince’s indefinite decorum. There are chords in the hearts of the most
reckless which cannot be touched without emotion. Even with the utterly
lost, to whom life and death are equally jests, there are matters of which no
jest can be made. The whole company, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel
that in the costume and bearing of the stranger neither wit nor propriety propriety:
existed. The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from head to foot in the ~ decene:suftabilty
habiliments" of the grave. The mask which concealed the visage was made
so nearly to resemble the countenance of a stiffened corpse that the closest
scrutiny must have had difficulty in detecting the cheat. And yet all this
might have been endured, if not approved, by the mad revellers around. But
the mummer" had gone so far as to assume the type of the Red Death. His
vesture was dabbled in blood—and his broad brow, with all the features of the
face, was besprinkled with the scarlet horror.
When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral image (which, with
a slow and solemn movement, as if more fully to sustain its role, stalked to and
fro among the waltzers) he was seen to be convulsed, in the first moment with
a strong shudder either of terror or distaste; but, in the next, his brow reddened
with rage.
“Who dares?”—he demanded hoarsely of the courtiers who stood near
him—*“who dares insult us with this blasphemous mockery? Seize him and
unmask him—that we may know whom we have to hang, at sunrise, from
the battlements!”

9 out-Heroded Herod: associated with the story of the slaughter of the innocents in the Bible, Herod is synonymous
with “cruel.” Anyone who outdoes him is extremely cruel.

10 habiliments: dress; clothing

I'l mummer: a person in costume
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It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the Prince Prospero
as he uttered these words. They rang throughout the seven rooms loudly and
clearly, for the prince was a bold and robust man, and the music had become
hushed at the waving of his hand.

It was in the blue room where stood the prince, with a group of pale
courtiers by his side. At first, as he spoke, there was a slight rushing movement
of this group in the direction of the intruder, who, at the moment was also near
at hand, and now, with deliberate and stately step, made closer approach to the
speaker. But from a certain nameless awe with which the mad assumptions of
the mummer had inspired the whole party, there were found none who put

unimpeded:  forth hand to seize him; so that, unimpeded, he passed within a yard of the
unstopped prince’s person; and, while the vast assembly, as if with one impulse, shrank
from the centres of the rooms to the walls, he made his way uninterruptedly, but
with the same solemn and measured step which had distinguished him from
the first, through the blue chamber to the purple—through the purple to the
green—through the green to the orange—through this again to the white—and
even thence to the violet, ere a decided movement had been made to arrest
him. It was then, however, that the Prince Prospero, maddening with rage
and the shame of his own momentary cowardice, rushed hurriedly through
the six chambers, while none followed him on account of a deadly terror
that had seized upon all. He bore aloft a drawn dagger, and had approached,
impetuosity:  in rapid impetuosity, to within three or four feet of the retreating figure,
ZEZ:;?:W when the latter, having attained the extremity of the velvet apartment, turned
suddenly and confronted his pursuer. There was a sharp cry—and the dagger
dropped gleaming upon the sable carpet, upon which, instantly afterwards,
fell prostrate in death the Prince Prospero. Then, summoning the wild
courage of despair, a throng of the revellers at once threw themselves into
the black apartment, and, seizing the mummer, whose tall figure stood erect
and motionless within the shadow of the ebony clock, gasped in unutterable
horror at finding the grave cerements'” and corpse-like mask, which they
handled with so violent a rudeness, untenanted'’ by any tangible form.

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

12 cerements: shrouds or coverings for the dead

13 untenanted: uninhabited
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R

ead and Think Critically

Analyze, Explain, Evaluate

6.

SETTING The setting—Prospero’s castle—is vividly described. Analyze the
author’s choices of the lighting, room colors, and clock. What meanings do
they suggest?

. Analyze Poe’s word choice in the first paragraph of the story. Which words
create the tone of the story! Look up the word Avatar and consider its mul-
tiple meanings. What meaning did it have in Poe’s story? How is it most often
used today?

. How would you describe Prospero? Determine his primary character trait
by citing specific examples from the story.

. When Prospero prepares for the party, the narrator says, “The external
world could take care of itself. In the meantime it was folly to grieve, or to
think.” What happens later in the story when the guests stop to think?

. Explain the emotions of the guests each time the clock strikes and later
when the music resumes.

THE AUTHOR’S STYLE In a few sentences, summarize the plot of the
story. Then read the quotation below. Evaluate the complexity of the plot
versus the emotional impact of the story. Based upon what you know about
Poe’s style, what do you think Poe’s primary goal was in writing the story?

Consideration of an Effect

| prefer commencing with the consideration of an effect. Keeping originality always
in view—for he is false to himself who ventures to dispense with so obvious and
so easily attainable a source of interest—I say to myself; in the first place, “Of

the innumerable effects, or impressions, of which the heart, the intellect, or (more
generally) the soul is susceptible, what one shall |, on the present occasion, select?”

—Edgar Allan Poe, “The Philosophy of Composition”

Read and Think Critically
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Before You Read

Herman Melville 1819-189]

About the Author

By the time he died, Herman Melville was chiefly
thought of as “that writer who lived with the
cannibals.” He was celebrated in the 1840s and
produced a masterpiece, Moby-Dick, in 185I. But
for most of his career, he did not write what
the public wanted or the critics esteemed. As a
result, he spent the last part of his life toiling in
obscurity.

The author suffered many disappointments in
his life. Born to a once-wealthy New York family,
his father’s bankruptcy and death forced Melville to
quit school at 15 and work to support his mother
and seven siblings. After stints as a bank clerk and
schoolteacher, the young man shipped out to sea
as a cabin boy on the whaler Acushnet. His lengthy
voyages on the Atlantic and South Seas provided
him with all the adventures he needed to write

his first novels. His capture by
friendly cannibals in the South
Seas contributed to the South
Sea novel Typee (1846) and
later Omoo (1847), romantic adventure stories that

the public devoured.

With Moby-Dick, however, the public and
critical reception cooled. People found the long,
highly symbolic story about the pursuit of a white
whale “too dull, poorly written, or incoherently
metaphysical.”

By the middle of the 20th century, Melville
had become the focus of more literary scholarship
than any other American writer. His short story,
“Bartleby the Scrivener” is widely thought to be
one of his most important fictions, a predecessor
of existentialist and absurdist literature.

Fok KKK KKK

é})’The Author’s Style

Melville’s early works are lighthearted tales of his
adventures at sea. In their depiction of abuses by
both the US. Navy and Christian missionaries,
they also express the very beginnings of Melville’s
disillusionment with Western civilization. Melville
created the epic novel Moby-Dick after reading works
by Shakespeare and Hawthorne. A dark, morally
ambiguous, and stylistically experimental work,
Moby-Dick explores such themes as man’s struggle
against his destiny and the powerful downfalls and
victories of the human spirit. Ahead of his time,
Melville also explored the tension between faith and
doubt and the concept of existentialism.

78 Before You Read

Stylistically, Melville was a master at using
classic rhetorical devices to emphasize ideas or
evoke moods. In Moby-Dick, he experimented with
combining genres and styles. The fictional story is
mixed with whaling information, autobiography,
metaphysical musings, dramatic stage directions,
and even art criticism. In “Bartleby the Scrivener,”
Melville uses imagery, symbolism, and inventive
narration to explore the effects of materialism
on the individual. Wall Street’s tragic effect on
Bartleby is magnified by the narrator’s own struggle
to understand the dehumanized scrivener.
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Bartleby
the Scrivener

A Tale of Wall Street

HERMAN MELVILLE

@ LITERARY LENS: CONFLICT Conflict can be described as a struggle between
opposing forces, the basis of all suspense. Writers use conflict to fuel the plot
and reveal character traits. As you read, observe the nature and progress of the
conflict between Bartleby and his employer.

am a rather elderly man. The nature of my avocations' for the last
thirty years has brought me into more than ordinary contact with
what would seem an interesting and somewhat singular set of men,
of whom as yet nothing that I know of has ever been written: —I
mean the law-copyists, or scriveners. I have known very many of
them, professionally and privately, and if 1 pleased, could relate
divers histories, at which good-natured gentlemen might smile,
and sentimental souls might weep. But I waive the biographies
of all other scriveners for a few passages in the life of Bartleby,
who was a scrivener, the strangest I ever saw, or heard of. While
of other law-copyists, I might write the complete life, of Bartleby
nothing of that sort can be done. I believe that no materials exist
for a full and satisfactory biography of this man. It is an irreparable

| avocations: regular or customary employment
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loss to literature. Bartleby was one of those beings of whom nothing is
ascertainable: ~ ascertainable, except from the original sources, and in his case those are very
i:‘jwt: be small. What my own astonished eyes saw of Bartleby, that is all I know of him,
except, indeed, one vague report which will appear in the sequel.
Ere introducing the scrivener, as he first appeared to me, it is fit [ make
some mention of myself, my employés, my business, my chambers, and
indispensable: ~ general surroundings; because some such description is indispensable to an
essential adequate understanding of the chief character about to be presented.

e Implrimis:2 I am a man who, from his youth upward, has been filled with
a profound conviction that the easiest way of life is the best. Hence, though T
belong to a profession proverbially energetic and nervous, even to turbulence,
at times, yet nothing of that sort have I ever suffered to invade my peace. I am
one of those unambitious lawyers who never addresses a jury, or in any way
draws down public applause; but in the cool tranquillity of a snug retreat,
do a snug business among rich men’s bonds and mortgages and title-deeds.
All who know me, consider me an eminently safe man. The late John Jacob
Astor,” a personage little given to poetic enthusiasm, had no hesitation in

prudence: pronouncing my first grand point to be prudence; my next, method. I do not

caution; speak it in vanity, but simply record the fact, that I was not unemployed in
my profession by the late John Jacob Astor; a name which, I admit, I love to
repeat, for it hath a rounded and orbicular® sound to it, and rings like unto
bullion.’ T will freely add, that I was not insensible to the late John Jacob
Astor’s good opinion.
Some time prior to the period at which this little history begins, my
avocations had been largely increased. The good old office, now extinct in the
State of New York, of a Master in Chancery, had been conferred upon me. It
arduous: tough, ' was not a very arduous office, but very pleasantly remunerative. I seldom

‘:‘eff‘iﬂ;erativez lose my temper; much more seldom indulge in dangerous indignation at

profitable; wrongs and outrages; but I must be permitted to be rash here and declare,

lucrative that I consider the sudden and violent abrogation® of the office of Master in
Chancery, by the new Constitution, as a—premature act; inasmuch as I had
counted upon a life-lease of the profits, whereas I only received those of a few
short years. But this is by the way.

carefulness

2 Imprimis: Latin for “in the first place”

3 John Jacob Astor: (1763-1848), a merchant with the largest fortune in America at the time
4 orbicular: circular

5 bullion: gold or silver bars

6 abrogation: cancellation; annulment
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My chambers were upstairs at No.—Wall Street. At one end they looked
upon the white wall of the interior of a spacious sky-light shaft, penetrating
the building from top to bottom. This view might have been considered
rather tame than otherwise, deficient in what landscape painters call “life.”
But if so, the view from the other end of my chambers offered, at least, a
contrast, if nothing more. In that direction my windows commanded an
unobstructed view of a lofty brick wall, black by age and everlasting shade;
which wall required no spy-glass to bring out its lurking beauties, but for the
benefit of all near-sighted spectators, was pushed up to within ten feet of my
window panes. Owing to the great height of the surrounding buildings, and
my chambers being on the second floor, the interval between this wall and
mine not a little resembled a huge square cistern.’

At the period just preceding the advent of Bartleby, I had two persons
as copyists in my employment, and a promising lad as an office-boy. First,
Turkey; second, Nippers; third, Ginger Nut. These may seem names, the like
of which are not usually found in the Directory. In truth they were nicknames,
mutually conferred upon each other by my three clerks, and were deemed
expressive of their respective persons or characters. Turkey was a short, pursy®
Englishman of about my own age, that is, somewhere not far from sixty. In
the morning, one might say, his face was of a fine florid hue, but after twelve
o’clock, meridian’—his dinner hour—it blazed like a grate full of Christmas
coals; and continued blazing—but, as it were, with a gradual wane—till 6
o’clock P.M. or thereabouts, after which I saw no more of the proprietor of
the face, which, gaining its meridian with the sun, seemed to set with it, to
rise, culminate, and decline the following day, with the like regularity and
undiminished glory.

There are many singular coincidences I have known in the course of
my life, not the least among which was the fact, that exactly when Turkey
displayed his fullest beams from his red and radiant countenance, just then,
too, at that critical moment, began the daily period when I considered his
business capacities as seriously disturbed for the remainder of the twenty-
four hours. Not that he was absolutely idle, or averse to business then; far
from it. The difficulty was, he was apt to be altogether too energetic. There
was a strange, inflamed, flurried, flighty recklessness of activity about him.
He would be incautious in dipping his pen into his inkstand. All his blots

7 cistern: water tank
8 pursy: fat

9 meridian: noon
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upon my documents, were dropped there after twelve o’clock, meridian.
Indeed, not only would he be reckless and sadly given to making blots in
the afternoon, but some days he went further, and was rather noisy. At such
augmented:  times, too, his face flamed with augmented blazonry, as if cannel coal had
i:gﬁj:;d been heaped on anthracite.”” He made an unpleasant racket with his chair;
spilled his sand-box;" in mending his pens, impatiently split them all to
pieces, and threw them on the floor in a sudden passion; stood up and leaned
over his table, boxing his papers about in a most indecorous manner, very
sad to behold in an elderly man like him. Nevertheless, as he was in many
ways a most valuable person to me, and all the time before twelve o’clock,
meridian, was the quickest, steadiest creature, too, accomplishing a great deal
of work in a style not easy to be matched—for these reasons, I was willing
remonstrated: t0 Overlook his eccentricities, though indeed, occasionally, I remonstrated
z’zltj;ed; with him. I did this very gently, however, because, though the civilest, nay, the
blandest and most reverential of men in the morning, yet in the afternoon he
provocation: ~ was disposed, upon proveocation, to be slightly rash with his tongue, in fact,
aggravation: goad - jngplent. Now, valuing his morning services as I did, and resolving not to lose
insolent: ude;  them—yet, at the same time, made uncomfortable by his inflamed ways after
insulting twelve o’clock; and being a man of peace, unwilling by my admonitions to
admonitions:  call forth unseemly retorts from him—I took upon me, one Saturday noon
ii::l“:i (he was always worse on Saturdays), to hint to him, very kindly, that perhaps
now that he was growing old, it might be well to abridge his labors; in short,
he need not come to my chambers after twelve o’clock, but, dinner over,
had best go home to his lodgings and rest himself till tea-time. But no; he
insisted upon his afternoon devotions. His countenance became intolerably
fervid, as he oratorically assured me—gesticulating, with a long ruler, at the
other side of the room—that if his services in the morning were useful, how
indispensable, then, in the afternoon?

“With submission, sir,” said Turkey on this occasion, “I consider myself
your right-hand man. In the morning I but marshal and deploy my columns;
but in the afternoon I put myself at their head, and gallantly charge the foe,
thus!”—and he made a violent thrust with the ruler.

“But the blots, Turkey,” intimated 1.

“True,—but, with submission, sir, behold these hairs! I am getting old.
Surely, sir, a blot or two of a warm afternoon is not to be severely urged

retorts:
responses

10 cannel coal ... anthracite: cannel is a bright-burning, smoky coal; anthracite burns with little light or smoke

I'l sand-box: a shaker or receptacle for sprinkling sand on wet ink to help it dry
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against grey hairs. Old age—even if it blot the page—is honorable. With sub-
mission, sir, we both are getting old.”

This appeal to my fellow-feeling was hardly to be resisted. At all events, I
saw that go he would not. So I made up my mind to let him stay, resolving,
nevertheless, to see to it, that during the afternoon he had to do with my less
important papers.

Nippers, the second on my list, was a whiskered, sallow, and, upon the
whole, rather piratical-looking man of about five and twenty. I always deemed
him the victim of two evil powers—ambition and indigestion. The ambition
was evinced by a certain impatience of the duties of a mere copyist—an
unwarrantable usurpation'” of strictly professional affairs, such as the original
drawing up of legal documents. The indigestion seemed betokened in an
occasional nervous testiness and grinning irritability, causing the teeth to
audibly grind together over mistakes committed in copying, unnecessary
maledictions,”” hissed, rather than spoken, in the heart of business; and
especially a continual discontent with the height of the table where he
worked. Though of a very ingenious mechanical turn, Nippers could never
get this table to suit him. He put chips under it, blocks of various sorts, bits
of pasteboard, and at last went so far as to attempt an exquisite adjustment
by final pieces of folded blotting-paper. But no invention would answer. If,
for the sake of easing his back, he brought the table lid at a sharp angle well
up towards his chin, and wrote there like a man using the steep roof of a
Dutch house for his desk—then he declared that it stopped the circulation in
his arms. If now he lowered the table to his waistbands, and stooped over it
in writing, then there was a sore aching in his back. In short, the truth of the
matter was, Nippers knew not what he wanted. Or, if he wanted anything, it
was to be rid of a scrivener’s table altogether. Among the manifestations of
his diseased ambition was a fondness he had for receiving visits from certain
ambiguous-looking fellows in seedy coats, whom he called his clients. Indeed
I was aware that not only was he, at times, considerable of a ward-politician,
but he occasionally did a little business at the Justices’ courts, and was not
unknown on the steps of the Tombs."* I have good reason to believe, however,
that one individual who called upon him at my chambers, and who, with a
grand air, he insisted was his client, was no other than a dun,” and the alleged

12 unwarrantable usurpation: an unjustified takeover
13 maledictions: curses
14 Tombs: an old prison in New York

15 dun: a bill collector
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pernicious:
harmful;
dangerous

84

title-deed, a bill. But with all his failings, and the annoyances he caused me,
Nippers, like his compatriot Turkey, was a very useful man to me; wrote a
neat, swift hand; and, when he chose, was not deficient in a gentlemanly sort
of deportment.'® Added to this, he always dressed in a gentlemanly sort of
way; and so, incidentally, reflected credit upon my chambers. Whereas with
respect to Turkey, I had much ado to keep him from being a reproach to me.
His clothes were apt to look oily and smell of eating-houses. He wore his
pantaloons very loose and baggy in summer. His coats were execrable;'” his
hat not to be handled. But while the hat was a thing of indifference to me,
inasmuch as his natural civility and deference, as a dependent Englishman,
always led him to doff'® it the moment he entered the room, yet his coat was
another matter. Concerning his coats, I reasoned with him; but with no effect.
The truth was, I suppose, that a man with so small an income, could not
afford to sport such a lustrous face and a lustrous coat at one and the same
time. As Nippers once observed, Turkey’s money went chiefly for red ink. One
winter day I presented Turkey with a highly respectable-looking coat of my
own, a padded grey coat, of a most comfortable warmth, and which buttoned
straight up from the knee to the neck. I thought Turkey would appreciate the
favor, and abate his rashness and obstreperousness of afternoons. But no. I
verily believe that buttoning himself up in so downy and blanket-like a coat
had a pernicious effect upon him; upon the same principle that too much
oats are bad for horses. In fact, precisely as a rash, restive horse is said to feel
his oats, so Turkey felt his coat. It made him insolent. He was a man whom
prosperity harmed.

Though concerning the self-indulgent habits of Turkey I had my own
private surmises,"” yet touching Nippers 1 was well persuaded that whatever
might be his faults in other respects, he was, at least, a temperate young man.
But, indeed, nature herself seemed to have been his vintner,”’ and at his birth
charged him so thoroughly with an irritable, brandy-like disposition, that
all subsequent potations” were needless. When I consider how, amid the
stillness of my chambers, Nippers would sometimes impatiently rise from his
seat, and stooping over his table, spread his arms wide apart, seize the whole

16 deportment: manners; personal behavior
17 execrable: offensive; disgusting

18 doff: take off

19 surmises: guesses

20 vintner: one who makes or sells wine

21 potations: alcoholic drinks
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desk, and move it, and jerk it, with a grim, grinding motion on the floor, as
if the table were a perverse voluntary agent, intent on thwarting and vexing
him; T plainly perceive that for Nippers, brandy-and-water were altogether
superfluous.

It was fortunate for me that, owing to its peculiar cause—indigestion—the
irritability and consequent nervousness of Nippers, were mainly observable
in the morning, while in the afternoon he was comparatively mild. So that
Turkey’s paroxysms only coming on about twelve o’clock, I never had to do  paroxysms:
with their eccentricities at one time. Their fits relieved each other like guards. ~ fits spasms
When Nippers” was on, Turkey’s was off; and vice versa. This was a good
natural arrangement under the circumstances.

Ginger Nut, the third on my list, was a lad some twelve years old. His
father was a car-man, ambitious of seeing his son on the bench instead of a
cart, before he died. So he sent him to my office as a student at law, errand-
boy, and cleaner and sweeper, at the rate of one dollar a week. He had a little
desk to himself, but he did not use it much. Upon inspection, the drawer
exhibited a great array of the shells of various sorts of nuts. Indeed, to this
quickwitted youth the whole noble science of the law was contained in a
nutshell. Not the least among the employments of Ginger Nut, as well as one
which he discharged with the most alacrity, was his duty as cake and apple  alacrity:
purveyor” for Turkey and Nippers. Copying law papers being proverbially — auckness
a dry, husky sort of business, my two scriveners were fain to moisten their derness
mouths very often with Spitzenbergs to be had at the numerous stalls nigh
the Custom House and Post Office. Also, they sent Ginger Nut very frequently
for that peculiar cake—small, flat, round, and very spicy after which he had
been named by them. Of a cold morning, when business was but dull, Turkey
would gobble up scores of these cakes, as if they were mere wafers—indeed
they sell them at the rate of six or eight for a penny—the scrape of his pen
blending with the crunching of the crisp particles in his mouth. Of all the fiery
afternoon blunders and flurried rashnesses of Turkey, was his once moistening
a ginger-cake between his lips, and clapping it on to a mortgage for a seal. I
came within an ace of dismissing him then. But he mollified me by making  molified:
an oriental bow and saying— “With submission, sir, it was generous of me to ~ Peed gratified
find you in® stationery on my own account.”

Now my original business—that of a conveyancer and title hunter, and

22 purveyor: a supplier

23 find you in: supply you with
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recondite: drawer-up of recondite documents of all sorts—was considerably increased

B by receiving the master’s office. There was now great work for scriveners. Not
only must I push the clerks already with me, but I must have additional help.
In answer to my advertisement, a motionless young man one morning stood
upon my office threshold, the door being open, for it was summer. I can see
that figure now—pallidly neat, pitiably respectable, incurably forlorn! It was
Bartleby:.

After a few words touching his qualifications, I engaged him, glad to have
among my corps of copyists a man of so singularly sedate an aspect, which
I thought might operate beneficially upon the flighty temper of Turkey, and
the fiery one of Nippers.

I should have stated before that ground glass folding-doors divided my
premises into two parts, one of which was occupied by my scriveners, the other
by myself. According to my humor I threw open these doors, or closed them.
I resolved to assign Bartleby a corner by the folding-doors, but on my side of
them, so as to have this quiet man within easy call, in case any trifling thing
was to be done. I placed his desk close up to a small side-window in that part
of the room, a window which originally had afforded a lateral view of certain
grimy back-yards and bricks, but which, owing to subsequent erections,
commanded at present no view at all, though it gave some light. Within three
feet of the panes was a wall, and the light came down from far above, between
two lofty buildings, as from a very small opening in a dome. Still further to a
satisfactory arrangement, I procured a high green folding screen, which might
entirely isolate Bartleby from my sight, though not remove him from my
voice. And thus, in a manner, privacy and society were conjoined.

At first Bartleby did an extraordinary quantity of writing. As if long
famishing for something to copy, he seemed to gorge himself on my
documents. There was no pause for digestion. He ran a day and night line,
copying by sun-light and by candle-light. T should have been quite delighted
with his application, had he been cheerfully industrious. But he wrote on
silently, palely, mechanically.

It is, of course, an indispensable part of a scrivener’s business to verify the
lethargic: accuracy of his copy, word by word. Where there are two or more scriveners
seep-nduegin an office, they assist each other in this examination, one reading from the
confident high. COPY: the other holding the original. It is a very dull, wearisome, and lethargic
spirited affair. I can readily imagine that to some sanguine temperaments it would

scholarly

sanguine:
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be altogether intolerable. For example, I cannot credit that the mettlesome
poet Byron would have contentedly sat down with Bartleby to examine a law
document of, say five hundred pages, closely written in a crimpy hand.*

Now and then, in the haste of business, it had been my habit to assist in
comparing some brief document myself, calling Turkey or Nippers for this
purpose. One object I had in placing Bartleby so handy to me behind the screen,
was to avail myself of his services on such
trivial occasions. It was on the third day,
I think, of his being with me, and before
any necessity had arisen for having his own
writing examined, that, being much hurried
to complete a small affair I had in hand, I
abruptly called to Bartleby. In my haste and
natural expectancy of instant compliance,
I sat with my head bent over the original
on my desk, and my right hand sideways,
and somewhat nervously extended with the
copy, so that immediately upon emerging
from his retreat, Bartleby might snatch
and proceed to business without the least
delay.

In this very attitude did I sit when
I called to him, rapidly stating what it
was [ wanted him to do—namely, to
examine a small paper with me. Imagine
my surprise, nay, my consternation, when
without moving from his privacy, Bartleby
in a singularly mild, firm voice, replied, “I would prefer not to.”

I sat awhile in perfect silence, rallying my stunned faculties. Immediately
it occurred to me that my ears had deceived me, or Bartleby had entirely
misunderstood my meaning. [ repeated my request in the clearest tone I
could assume. But in quite as clear a one came the previous reply, “I would
prefer not to.”

“Prefer not to,” echoed I, rising in high excitement, and crossing the
room with a stride. “What do you mean? Are you moon-struck? I want you to
help me compare this sheet—here take it,” and I thrust it towards him.

VERMONT LAWYER, HORACE BUNDY, 184

24 crimpy hand: cramped handwriting
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“I would prefer not to,” said he.

I looked at him steadfastly. His face was leanly composed; his grey eye
dimly calm. Not a wrinkle of agitation rippled him. Had there been the least
uneasiness, anger, impatience or impertinence in his manner; in other words,
had there been anything ordinarily human about him; doubtless I should
have violently dismissed him from the premises. But as it was, I should have
as soon thought of turning my pale plaster-of-Paris bust of Cicero® out of
doors. I stood gazing at him awhile, as he went on with his own writing, and
then reseated myself at my desk. This is very strange, thought I. What had one
best do? But my business hurried me. I concluded to forget the matter for the
present, preserving it for my future leisure. So calling Nippers from the other
room, the paper was speedily examined.

A few days after this, Bartleby concluded four lengthy documents, being
quadruplicates of a week’s testimony taken before me in my High Court
of Chancery. It became necessary to examine them. It was an important
suit, and great accuracy was imperative. Having all things arranged, 1 called
Turkey, Nippers and Ginger Nut from the next room, meaning to place the
four copies in the hands of my four clerks, while I should read from the
original. Accordingly, Turkey, Nippers and Ginger Nut had taken their seats
in a row, each with his document in hand, when I called to Bartleby to join
this interesting group.

“Bartleby! quick, T am waiting.”

I heard a slow scrape of his chair legs on the uncarpeted floor, and soon
he appeared standing at the entrance of his hermitage.”

“What is wanted?” said he mildly.

“The copies, the copies,” said I hurriedly. “We are going to examine them.
There”—and I held towards him the fourth quadruplicate.

“I would prefer not to,” he said, and gently disappeared behind the
screen.

For a few moments I was turned into a pillar of salt, standing at the head
of my seated column of clerks. Recovering myself, I advanced towards the
screen, and demanded the reason for such extraordinary conduct.

“Why do you refuse?”

“T would prefer not to.”

With any other man I should have flown outright into a dreadful passion,

25 bust of Cicero: a sculpture of the head of the Roman statesman and orator (106-42 B.C.)

26 hermitage: place inhabited by a hermit or loner
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scorned all further words, and thrust him ignominiously from my presence. ignominiously:
But there was something about Bartleby that not only strangely disarmed me, 2 dshonereble
but in a wonderful manner touched and disconcerted me. I began to reason

with him.

“These are your own copies we are about to examine. It is labor saving to
you, because one examination will answer for your four papers. It is common
usage. Every copyist is bound to help examine his copy. Is it not so? Will you
not speak? Answer!”

“I prefer not to,” he replied in a flute-like tone. It seemed to me that while I
had been addressing him, he carefully revolved every statement that I made; fully
comprehended the meaning;: could not gainsay”’ the irresistible conclusion; but,
at the same time, some paramount consideration prevailed with him to reply
as he did.

“You are decided, then, not to comply with my request—a request made
according to common usage and common sense?”

He briefly gave me to understand that on that point my judgment was
sound. Yes: his decision was irreversible.

It is not seldom the case that when a man is browbeaten in some
unprecedented and violently unreasonable way, he begins to stagger in his
own plainest faith. He begins, as it were, vaguely to surmise that, wonderful
as it may be, all the justice and all the reason are on the other side.
Accordingly, if any disinterested persons are present, he turns to them for
some reinforcement for his own faltering mind.

“Turkey,” said I, “what do you think of this? Am I not right?”

“With submission, sir,” said Turkey, with his blandest tone, “I think
that you are.”

“Nippers,” said I, “what do you think of it?”

“I think I should kick him out of the office.”

(The reader of nice perceptions will perceive that, it being morning,
Turkey’s answer is couched in polite and tranquil terms but Nippers’ reply in
ill-tempered ones. Or, to repeat a previous sentence, Nippers' ugly mood was
on duty, and Turkey’s off.)

“Ginger Nut,” said I, willing to enlist the smallest suffrage®® in my behalf,
“what do you think of it?”

“I think, sir, he’s a little luny,” replied Ginger Nut, with a grin.

fashion

27 gainsay: deny

28 suffrage: a vote
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“You hear what they say,” said I, turning towards the screen, “come forth
and do your duty.”

But he vouchsafed” no reply. I pondered a moment in sore perplexity.
But once more business hurried me. I determined again to postpone the
consideration of this dilemma to my future leisure. With a little trouble we
made out to examine the papers without Bartleby, though at every page or

deferentially:  two, Turkey deferentially dropped his opinion that this proceeding was quite

;‘jﬁ:cyﬁ””” out of the common; while Nippers, twitching in his chair with a dyspeptic*
nervousness, ground out between his set teeth occasional hissing maledictions
against the stubborn oaf behind the screen. And for his (Nippers’) part, this was
the first and the last time he would do another man’s business without pay.

Meanwhile Bartleby sat in his hermitage, oblivious to everything but his
own peculiar business there.

Some days passed, the scrivener being employed upon another lengthy
work. Hislateremarkable conductled me to regard his ways narrowly. I observed
that he never went to dinner; indeed that he never went anywhere. As yet I had
never of my personal knowledge known him to be outside of my office. Hewas a
perpetual sentry in the corner. At about eleven o’clock though, in the morning,
I noticed that Ginger Nut would advance towards the opening in Bartleby's
screen, as if silently beckoned thither by a gesture invisible to me where I sat.
The boy would then leave the office jingling a few pence, and reappear with
a handful of ginger-nuts which he delivered in the hermitage, receiving two
of the cakes for his trouble.

He lives, then, on ginger-nuts, thought I; never eats a dinner, properly
speaking; he must be a vegetarian then; but no; he never eats even vegetables,
he eats nothing but ginger-nuts. My mind then ran on in reveries concerning
the probable effects upon the human constitution of living entirely on
ginger-nuts. Ginger-nuts are so called because they contain ginger as one of
their peculiar constituents, and the final flavoring one. Now what was ginger?
A hot, spicy, thing. Was Bartleby hot and spicy? Not at all. Ginger, then, had
no effect upon Bartleby. Probably he preferred it should have none.

Nothing so aggravates an earnest person as a passive resistance. If
the individual so resisted be of a not inhumane temper, and the resisting
one perfectly harmless in his passivity; then, in the better moods of the
former, he will endeavor charitably to construe to his imagination what

29 vouchsafed: gave or awarded as an act of charity or a favor

30 dyspeptic: bad-tempered
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proves impossible to be solved by his judgment. Even so, for the most

part, I regarded Bartleby and his ways. Poor fellow! thought I, he means no

mischief; it is plain he intends no insolence: his aspect sufficiently evinces™

that his eccentricities are involuntary. He is useful to me. I can get along

with him. If I turn him away, the chances are he will fall in with some less eccentricities:
indulgent employer, and then he will be rudely treated, and perhaps driven ‘;:iasi)br'? strange
forth miserably to starve. Yes. Here I can cheaply purchase a delicious self-

approval. To befriend Bartleby; to humor him in his strange willfulness, will

cost me little or nothing, while I lay up in my soul what will eventually prove

a sweet morsel for my conscience. But this mood was not invariable with me.

The passiveness of Bartleby sometimes irritated me. I felt strangely goaded

on to encounter him in new opposition, to elicit some angry spark from him

answerable to my own. But indeed I might as well have essayed to strike fire

with my knuckles against a bit of Windsor soap. But one afternoon the evil

impulse in me mastered me, and the following little scene ensued:

“Bartleby,” said I, “when those papers are all copied, I will compare them
with you.”

“T would prefer not to.”

“How? Surely you do not mean to persist in that mulish vagary?”

No answer.

I threw open the folding-doors near by, and turning upon Turkey and
Nippers, exclaimed in an excited manner:

“He says, a second time, he won't examine his papers. What do you think
of it, Turkey?”

It was afternoon, be it remembered. Turkey sat glowing like a brass boiler,
his bald head steaming, his hands reeling among his blotted papers.

“Think of it?” roared Turkey; “I think I'll just step behind his screen, and
black his eyes for him!”

So saying, Turkey rose to his feet and threw his arms into a pugilistic”
position. He was hurrying away to make good his promise, when I detained
him, alarmed at the effect of incautiously rousing Turkey’s combativeness after
dinner.

“Sit down, Turkey,” said I, “and hear what Nippers has to say. What do
you think of it, Nippers? Would I not be justified in immediately dismissing
Bartleby?”

3| evinces: demonstrates, shows

32 pugilistic: like a boxer or combatant
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“Excuse me, that is for you to decide, sir. I think his conduct quite unusual,
and indeed unjust, as regards Turkey and myself. But it may only be a passing
whim.”

“Ah,” exclaimed I, “you have strangely changed your mind then—you
speak very gently of him now.”

“All beer,” cried Turkey; “gentleness is effects of beer—Nippers and I
dined together today. You see how gentle I am, sir. Shall I go and black his
eyes?”

“You refer to Bartleby, I suppose. No, not today, Turkey,” I replied; “pray,
put up your fists.”

I closed the doors, and again advanced towards Bartleby. I felt additional
incentives tempting me to my fate. I burned to be rebelled against again.
I remembered that Bartleby never left the office.

“Bartleby,” said I, “Ginger Nut is away; just step round to the Post Office,
won't you? (it was but a three minutes’ walk), and see if there is anything for
me.”

“I would prefer not to.”

“You will not?”

“1 prefer not.”

I staggered to my desk, and sat there in a deep study. My blind inveteracy
returned. Was there any other thing in which I could procure myself to be
ignominiously repulsed by this lean, penniless wight?—my hired clerk? What
added thing is there, perfectly reasonable, that he will be sure to refuse to
do?

“Bartleby!”

No answer.

“Bartleby,” in a louder tone.

No answer.

“Bartleby,” T roared.

Like a very ghost, agreeably to the laws of magical invocation, at the third
summons, he appeared at the entrance of his hermitage.

“Go to the next room, and tell Nippers to come to me.”

“I prefer not to,” he respectfully and slowly said, and mildly
disappeared.

“Very good, Bartleby,” said I, in a quiet sort of serenely-severe self-possessed

retribution:  tone, intimating the unalterable purpose of some terrible retribution very close
revenge; at hand. At the moment I half intended something of the kind. But upon the

retaliation
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whole, as it was drawing towards my dinner-hour, I thought it best to put on
my hat and walk home for the day, suffering much from perplexity and distress
of mind.
Shall I acknowledge it? The conclusion of this whole business was, that it
soon became a fixed fact of my chambers, that a pale young scrivener, by the
name of Bartleby, had a desk there; that he copied for me at the usual rate of
four cents a folio (one hundred words); but he was permanently exempt from
examining the work done by him, that duty being transferred to Turkey and
Nippers, out of compliment doubtless to their superior acuteness; moreover,
said Bartleby was never on any account to be dispatched on the most trivial
errand of any sort; and that even if entreated to take upon him such a matter,
it was generally understood that he would prefer not to—in other words, that
he would refuse point-blank.
As days passed on, I became considerably reconciled to Bartleby.
His steadiness, his freedom from all dissipation, his incessant industry dissipation:
(except when he chose to throw himself into a standing revery behind 'd”:;ii?:;
his screen), his great stillness, his unalterableness of demeanor® under all
circumstances, made him a valuable acquisition. One prime thing was this—
he was always there—first in the morning, continually through the day, and
the last at night. I had a singular confidence in his honesty. I felt my most
precious papers perfectly safe in his hands. Sometimes to be sure I could
not, for the very soul of me, avoid falling into sudden spasmodic passions
with him. For it was exceeding difficult to bear in mind all the time those
strange peculiarities, privileges, and unheard of exemptions, forming the
tacit stipulations™ on Bartleby’s part under which he remained in my office.
Now and then, in the eagerness of despatching’ pressing business, I would
inadvertently summon Bartleby, in a short, rapid tone, to put his finger, say, inadvertently:
on the incipient tie of a bit of red tape with which I was about compressing :;Ei::tnﬂy
some papers. Of course, from behind the screen the usual answer, “I prefer
not to,” was sure to come; and then, how could a human creature with the
common infirmities of our nature, refrain from bitterly exclaiming upon
such perverseness—such unreasonableness. However, every added repulse perverseness:
of this sort which I received only tended to lessen the probability of my  contrarness
repeating the inadvertence. antanerousnes
Here it must be said, that according to the custom of most legal gentlemen

incipient: first;
beginning

33 unalterableness of demeanor: unchangeable behavior
34 tacit stipulations: unspoken conditions

35 despatching: sending off
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occupying chambers in densely-populated law buildings, there were several
keys to my door. One was kept by a woman residing in the attic, which person
weekly scrubbed and daily swept and dusted my apartments. Another was
kept by Turkey for convenience’ sake. The third I sometimes carried in my
own pocket. The fourth I knew not who had.
Now, one Sunday morning I happened to go to Trinity Church, to hear a
celebrated preacher, and finding myself rather early on the ground, I thought
I would walk round to my chambers for awhile. Luckily I had my key with
me; but upon applying it to the lock, I found it resisted by something inserted
from the inside. Quite surprised, I called out; when to my consternation a
key was turned from within; and thrusting his lean visage at me, and holding
the door ajar, the apparition of Bartleby appeared, in his shirt sleeves, and
otherwise in a strangely tattered dishabille,’® saying quietly that he was deeply
engaged just then, and—preferred not admitting me at present. In a brief
word or two, he moreover added, that perhaps I had better walk round the
block two or three times, and by that time he would probably have concluded
his affairs.
Now, the utterly unsurmised appearance of Bartleby, tenanting my
law-chambers of a Sunday morning, with his cadaverously gentlemanly
nonchalance: monchalance, yet withal firm and self possessed, had such a strange effect
camiindifference ypon me, that incontinently I slunk away from my own door, and did as
desired. But not without sundry twinges of impotent rebellion against the
effrontery: mild effrontery of this unaccountable scrivener. Indeed, it was his wonderful
ﬁ:i’::;ce mildness chiefly, which not only disarmed me, but unmanned me, as it
were. For I consider that one, for the time, is in a way unmanned when he
tranquilly permits his hired clerk to dictate to him, and order him away
from his own premises. Furthermore, I was full of uneasiness as to what
Bartleby could possibly be doing in my office in his shirt sleeves, and in an
otherwise dismantled condition of a Sunday morning. Was anything amiss
going on? Nay, that was out of the question. It was not to be thought of for
a moment that Bartleby was an immoral person. But what could he be doing
there—copying? Nay again, whatever might be his eccentricities, Bartleby was
an eminently decorous person. He would be the last man to sit down to his
desk in any state approaching to nudity. Besides, it was Sunday; and there was
something about Bartleby that forbade the supposition that he would by any
secular occupation violate the proprieties of the day.

36 dishabille: a state of undress or careless dress
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Nevertheless, my mind was not pacified; and full of a restless curiosity, at
last I returned to the door. Without hindrance I inserted my key, opened it,
and entered. Bartleby was not to be seen. I looked round anxiously, peeped
behind his screen; but it was very plain that he was gone. Upon more closely
examining the place, I surmised that for an indefinite period Bartleby must
have ate, dressed, and slept in my office, and that too without plate, mirror,
or bed. The cushioned seat of a rickety old sofa in one corner bore the faint
impress of a lean, reclining form. Rolled away under his desk, I found a
blanket; under the empty grate, a blacking box and brush; on a chair, a tin
basin, with soap and a ragged towel; in a newspaper a few crumbs of ginger-
nuts and a morsel of cheese. Yes, thought I, it is evident enough that Bartleby
has been making his home here, keeping bachelor’s hall all by himself.
Immediately then the thought came sweeping across me, what miserable
friendlessness and loneliness are here revealed! His poverty is great; but his
solitude, how horrible! Think of it. Of a Sunday, Wall Street is deserted as
Petra;”’ and every night of every day it is an emptiness. This building too,
which of week-days hums with industry and life, at nightfall echoes with
sheer vacancy, and all through Sunday is forlorn. And here Bartleby makes his
home; sole spectator of a solitude which he has seen all populous—a sort of
innocent and transformed Marius brooding among the ruins of Carthage!™

For the first time in my life a feeling of overpowering stinging melancholy
seized me. Before, I had never experienced aught but a not-unpleasing
sadness. The bond of a common humanity now drew me irresistibly to
gloom. A fraternal melancholy! For both I and Bartleby were sons of Adam.
I remembered the bright silks and sparkling faces I had seen that day, in gala
trim, swan-like sailing down the Mississippi of Broadway; and I contrasted
them with the pallid copyist, and thought to myself, Ah, happiness courts
the light, so we deem the world is gay; but misery hides aloof, so we deem
that misery there is none. These sad fancyings—chimeras,”” doubtless, of a
sick and silly brain—led on to other and more special thoughts, concerning
the eccentricities of Bartleby. Presentiments of strange discoveries hovered  presentiments:
round me. The scrivener’s pale form appeared to me laid out, among uncaring =~ ™"

P . . . . 40 apprehensions
strangers, in its shivering winding sheet.

37 Petra: an ancient city near the Dead Sea, with walls of towering rocks

38 Marius ... Carthage!: A Roman general (157-86 B.C.) who took part in the sacking of Carthage, in northern Africa.
Unsuccessful in his nonmilitary life, he took to wandering about the ruined city like a sort of outlaw.

39 chimeras: illusions or visions

40 winding sheet: a sheet in which a corpse is wrapped

Finding an American Voice Bartleby the Scrivener 95



e e e ke sk sk ke e ke ke ke sk sk e ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ko ke sk sk sk sk ko k sk sk ke ok ok ok ok

Suddenly I was attracted by Bartleby’s closed desk, the key in open sight
left in the lock.

I mean no mischief, seek the gratification of no heartless curiosity,
thought [; besides, the desk is mine, and its contents, too, so I will make bold
to look within. Everything was methodically arranged, the papers smoothly
placed. The pigeon holes were deep, and, removing the files of documents,
I groped into their recesses. Presently I felt something there, and dragged it
out. It was an old bandana handkerchief, heavy and knotted. I opened it,
and saw it was a savings bank. I now recalled all the quiet mysteries which
I had noted in the man. I remembered that he never spoke but to answer;
that though at intervals he had considerable time to himself, yet I had never
seen him reading—no, not even a newspaper; that for long periods he would
stand looking out, at his pale window behind the screen, upon the dead brick
wall; T was quite sure he never visited any refectory or eating-house; while
his pale face clearly indicated that he never drank beer like Turkey, or tea
and coffee even, like other men; that he never went anywhere in particular
that I could learn; never went out for a walk, unless indeed that was the case
at present: that he had declined telling who he was, or whence he came or
whether he had any relatives in the world; that though so thin and pale, he
never complained of ill health. And more than all, I remembered a certain
unconscious air of pallid—how shall T call it?—of pallid haughtiness, say, or
rather an austere reserve about him, which had positively awed me into my
tame compliance with his eccentricities, when I had feared to ask him to do
the slightest incidental thing for me, even though I might know, from his
long-continued motionlessness, that behind his screen he must be standing
in one of those dead-wall reveries of his.

Revolving all these things, and coupling them with the recently discovered
fact that he made my office his constant abiding place and home, and not
forgetful of his morbid moodiness; revolving all these things, a prudential
feeling began to steal over me. My first emotions had been those of pure
melancholy and sincerest pity; but just in proportion as the forlornness of
Bartleby grew and grew to my imagination, did that same melancholy merge
into fear, that pity into repulsion. So true it is, and so terrible, too, that up to
a certain point the thought or sight of misery enlists our best affections: but,
in certain special cases, beyond that point it does not. They err who would
assert that invariably this is owing to the inherent selfishness of the human
heart. It rather proceeds from a certain hopelessness of remedying excessive
and organic ill. To a sensitive being, pity is not seldom pain. And when at last
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it is perceived that such pity cannot lead to effectual succor, common sense succor: relief
bids the soul be rid of it. What I saw that morning persuaded me that the —stance
scrivener was the victim of innate and incurable disorder. I might give alms

to his body; but his body did not pain him; it was his soul that suffered, and

his soul I could not reach.

I did not accomplish the purpose of going to Trinity Church that
morning. Somehow, the things I had seen disqualified me for the time
from church-going. 1 walked homeward, thinking what I would do with
Bartleby. Finally, I resolved upon this:—I
would put certain calm questions to him the
next morning, touching his history, etc., and
if he declined to answer them openly and
unreservedly (and I suppose he would prefer
not), then to give him a twenty dollar bill over
and above whatever I might owe him, and tell
him his services were no longer required; but
that if in any other way I could assist him,
I would be happy to do so, especially if he
desired to return to his native place, wherever
that might be, T would willingly help to defray
the expenses. Moreover, if, after reaching home,
he found himself at any time in want of aid, a
letter from him would be sure of a reply.

The next morning came.

“Bartleby,” said 1, gently calling to him
behind his screen.

No reply.

“Bartleby,” said I, in a still gentler tone,
“come here; I am not going to ask you to do L4 Tre
anything you would prefer not to do—1I simply L l >y
wish to speak to Y0U~” TRINITY CHURCH AND WALL STREET, C. 1890

Upon this he noiselessly slid into view.

“Will you tell me, Bartleby, where you were born?”

“I would prefer not to.”

“Will you tell me anything about yourself?”

“T would prefer not to.”

“But what reasonable objection can you have to speak to me? 1 feel
friendly towards you.”
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He did not look at me while I spoke, but kept his glance fixed upon my
bust of Cicero, which, as I then sat, was directly behind me, some six inches
above my head.

“What is your answer, Bartleby?” said I, after waiting a considerable time
for a reply, during which his countenance remained immovable, only there
was the faintest conceivable tremor of the white, attenuated* mouth.

“At present I prefer to give no answer,” he said, and retired into his
hermitage.

It was rather weak in me I confess, but his manner on this occasion
nettled me. Not only did there seem to lurk in it a certain calm disdain, but
his perverseness seemed ungrateful, considering the undeniable good usage
and indulgence he had received from me.

Again I sat ruminating” what I should do. Mortified as I was at his
behavior, and resolved as I had been to dismiss him when I entered my office,
nevertheless I strangely felt something superstitious knocking at my heart, and
forbidding me to carry out my purpose, and denouncing me for a villain if I
dared to breathe one bitter word against this forlornest of mankind. At last,
familiarly drawing my chair behind his screen, I sat down and said: “Bartleby,
never mind then about revealing your history; but let me entreat you, as a
friend, to comply as far as may be with the usages of this office. Say now you
will help to examine papers tomorrow or next day: in short, say now that in
a day or two you will begin to be a little reasonable:—say so,—Bartleby.”

“At present I would prefer not to be a little reasonable,” was his mildly
cadaverous reply.

Just then the folding-doors opened, and Nippers approached. He seemed
suffering from an unusually bad night’s rest, induced by severer indigestion
than common. He overheard those final words of Bartleby.

“Prefer not, eh?” gritted Nippers—“I'd prefer him, if 1 were you, sir,”
addressing me—“I'd prefer him; I'd give him preferences, the stubborn mule!
What is it, sir, pray, that he prefers not to do now?”

Bartleby moved not a limb.

“Mr. Nippers,” said I, “I'd prefer that you would withdraw for the
present.”

Somehow, of late I had got into the way of involuntarily using this word
prefer upon all sorts of not exactly suitable occasions. And I trembled to

41| attenuated: thin

42 ruminating: reflecting on
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think that my contact with the scrivener had already and seriously affected

me in a mental way. And what further and deeper aberration might it not yet aberration:
produce? This apprehension had not been without efficacy in determining  °"
me to summary”’ means.

As Nippers, looking very sour and sulky, was departing, Turkey blandly
and deferentially approached.

“With submission, sir,” said he, “yesterday I was thinking about Bartleby
here, and I think that if he would but prefer to take a quart of good ale every
day, it would do much towards mending him, and enabling him to assist in
examining his papers.”

“So you have got the word, too,” said I, slightly excited.

“With submission, what word, sir?” asked Turkey, respectfully crowding
himself into the contracted space behind the screen, and by so doing, making
me jostle the scrivener. “What word, sir?”

“I would prefer to be left alone here,” said Bartleby, as if offended at being
mobbed in his privacy.

“That’s the word, Turkey,” said [—“that’s it.”

“Oh, prefer? oh, yes—queer word. I never use it myself. But sir, as I was
saying, if he would but prefer—"

“Turkey,” interrupted I, “you will please withdraw.”

“Oh, certainly, sir, if you prefer that I should.”

As he opened the folding-door to retire, Nippers at his desk caught a
glimpse of me, and asked whether I would prefer to have a certain paper
copied on blue paper or white. He did not in the least roguishly accent
the word prefer. It was plain that it involuntarily rolled from his tongue. 1
thought to myself, surely I must get rid of a demented man, who already has
in some degree turned the tongues, if not the heads, of myself and clerks. But
I thought it prudent not to break the dismission at once.

The next day I noticed that Bartleby did nothing but stand at his window
in his dead-wall revery. Upon asking him why he did not write, he said that
he had decided upon doing no more writing.

“Why, how now? what next?” exclaimed I, “do no more writing?”

“No more.”

“And what is the reason?”

“Do you not see the reason for yourself?” he indifferently replied.

alteration

efficacy: effect

43 summary: quick-acting
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I looked steadfastly at him, and perceived that his eyes looked dull and
glazed. Instantly it occurred to me, that his unexampled diligence in copying
by his dim window for the first few weeks of his stay with me might have
temporarily impaired his vision.

I was touched. I said something in condolence with him. I hinted that,
of course, he did wisely in abstaining from writing for a while, and urged
him to embrace that opportunity of taking wholesome exercise in the open
air. This, however, he did not do. A few days after this, my other clerks being
absent, and being in a great hurry to despatch certain letters by the mail, I
thought that, having nothing else earthly to do, Bartleby would surely be less
inflexible than usual, and carry these letters to the Post Office. But he blankly
declined. So, much to my inconvenience, I went myself.

Still added days went by. Whether Bartleby’s eyes improved or not, I could
not say. To all appearance, I thought they did. But when I asked him if they
did, he vouchsafed no answer. At all events, he would do no copying. At last,
in reply to my urgings, he informed me that he had permanently given up
copying.

“What!” exclaimed I; “suppose your eyes should get entirely well—better
than ever before—would you not copy then?”

“I have given up copying,” he answered and slid aside.

Heremained, as ever, a fixture in my chamber. Nay—if that were possible—
he became still more of a fixture than before. What was to be done? He would
do nothing in the office: why should he stay there? Yet I was sorry for him. I
speak less than truth when I say that, on his own account, he occasioned me
uneasiness. If he would have but named a single relative or friend, I would
instantly have written, and urged their taking the poor fellow away to some
convenient retreat. But he seemed alone, absolutely alone in the universe.
A bit of wreckage in the mid-Atlantic. At length, necessities connected with
my business tyrannized over all other considerations. Decently as I could, I
told Bartleby that in six days’ time he must unconditionally leave the office.
I warned him to take measures, in the interval, for procuring some other
abode. I offered to assist him in this endeavour, if he himself would but take
the first step towards a removal. “And when you finally quit me, Bartleby,”
added I, “T shall see that you go away not entirely unprovided. Six days from
this hour, remember.”

At the expiration of that period, I peeped behind the screen, and lo!
Bartleby was there.

I buttoned up my coat, balanced myself; advanced slowly towards him,
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touched his shoulder, and said, “The time has come;
you must quit this place; I am sorry for you; here is " g- ,

) " he time has come;
money; but you must go.

“I would prefer not,” he replied, with his back still you must quit this place; |
towards me. am sorry for you; here is

“You must.”

He remained silent.

Now I had an unbounded confidence in this man’s
common honesty. He had frequently restored to me sixpences and shillings
carelessly dropped upon the floor, for I am apt to be very reckless in such
shirt-button affairs. The proceeding then which followed will not be deemed
extraordinary.

“Bartleby,” said I, “I owe you twelve dollars on account; here are thirty-two;
the odd twenty are yours.—Will you take it?” and I handed the bills towards
him.

money; but you must go.”

But he made no motion.

“T will leave them here then,” putting them under a weight on the table.
Then taking my hat and cane and going to the door, I tranquilly turned and
added— “After you have removed your things from these offices, Bartleby, you
will of course lock the door—since every one is now gone for the day but
you—and if you please, slip your key underneath the mat, so that I may have
it in the morning. I shall not see you again; so good-bye to you. If hereafter,
in your new place of abode I can be any service to you, do not fail to advise
me by letter. Good-bye, Bartleby, and fare you well.”

But he answered not a word; like the last column of some ruined
temple, he remained standing mute and solitary in the middle of the
otherwise deserted room.

As I walked home in a pensive mood, my vanity got the better of my
pity. I could not but highly plume myself on my masterly management in
getting rid of Bartleby. Masterly I call it, and such it must appear to any
dispassionate thinker. The beauty of my procedure seemed to consist in its
perfect quietness. There was no vulgar bullying, no bravado of any sort, no
choleric hectoring, no striding to and fro across the apartment, jerking out hectoring:

vehement commands for Bartleby to bundle himself off with his beggarly :j:::;‘;fng
traps.” Nothing of the kind. Without loudly bidding Bartleby depart—as an —_—
inferior genius might have done—I assumed the ground that depart he must; (e angy

44 traps: personal belongings
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and upon that assumption built all I had to say. The more I thought over my
procedure, the more I was charmed with it. Nevertheless, next morning, upon
awakening, I had my doubts, I had somehow slept off the fumes of vanity.
One of the coolest and wisest hours a man has, is just after he awakes in the
morning. My procedure seemed as sagacious as ever—but only in theory.
How it would prove in practice—there was the rub. It was truly a beautiful
thought to have assumed Bartleby’s departure; but, after all, that assumption
was simply my own, and none of Bartleby’s. The great point was, not whether
I had assumed that he would quit me, but whether he would prefer so to do.
He was more a man of preferences than assumptions.

After breakfast I walked down town, arguing the probabilities pro and
con. One moment I thought it would prove a miserable failure, and Bartleby
would be found all alive at my office as usual; the next moment it seemed
certain that I should see his chair empty. And so I kept veering about. At the
corner of Broadway and Canal Street, I saw quite an excited group of people
standing in earnest conversation.

“I'll take odds he doesn't,” said a voice as I passed.

“Doesn’t go?—done!—" said I, “put up your money.”

I was instinctively putting my hand in my pocket to produce my own,
when I remembered that this was an election day. The words I had overheard
bore no reference to Bartleby, but the success or non-success of some candidate
for the mayoralty. In my intent frame of mind, I had, as it were, imagined that
all Broadway shared in my excitement, and were debating the same question
with me. I passed on, very thankful that the uproar of the street screened my
momentary absent-mindedness.

As T had intended, I was earlier than usual at my office door. I stood
listening for a moment. All was still. He must be gone. I tried the knob. The
door was locked. Yes, my procedure had worked to a charm; he indeed must be
vanished. Yet a certain melancholy mixed with this: I was almost sorry for my
brilliant success. I was fumbling under the door mat for the key, which Bartleby
was to have left there for me, when accidently my knee knocked against a
panel, producing a summoning sound, and in response a voice came to me
from within “Not yet; I am occupied.”

It was Bartleby.

I was thunderstruck. For an instant I stood like the man who, pipe in
mouth, was killed one cloudless afternoon long ago in Virginia, by summer
lightning; at his own warm open window he was killed, and remained leaning
out there upon the dreamy afternoon, till some one touched him, and he fell.
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“Not gone!” I murmured at last. But again obeying that wondrous
ascendency which the inscrutable scrivener had over me—and from which ascendency:
ascendency, for all my chafing, I could not completely escape—I slowly went omnaton
down stairs and out into the street, and while walking round the block, inscrutable:
considered what I should next do in this unheard-of perplexity. Turn the sterion:
man out by an actual thrusting I could not; to drive him away by calling
him hard names would not do; calling in the police was an unpleasant idea;
and yet, permit him to enjoy his cadaverous triumph over me—this too I
could not think of. What was to be done? Or, if nothing could be done,
was there anything further that I could assume in the matter? Yes, as before
I had prospectively assumed that Bartleby would depart, so now I might
retrospectively assume that departed he was. In the legitimate carrying out of
this assumption, I might enter my office in a great hurry, and pretending not
to see Bartleby at all, walk straight against him as if he were air. Such a pro-
ceeding would in a singular degree have the appearance of a home-thrust. It
was hardly possible that Bartleby would withstand such an application of the
doctrine of assumptions. But, upon second thought, the success of the plan
seemed rather dubious. I resolved to argue the matter over with him again.

“Bartleby,” said I, entering the office, with a quietly severe expression, “I

am seriously displeased. I am pained, Bartleby. I had thought better of you.
I had imagined you of such a gentlemanly organization, that in any delicate
dilemma a slight hint would suffice—in short, an assumption; but it appears I
am deceived. Why,” I added, unaffectedly starting, “you have not even touched
that money yet,” pointing to it, just where I had left it the evening previous.

He answered nothing.

“Will you, or will you not, quit me?” I now demanded in a sudden
passion, advancing close to him.

“I would prefer not to quit you,” he replied, gently emphasizing the not.

“What earthly right have you to stay here? Do you pay any rent? Do you
pay my taxes? Or is this property yours?”

He answered nothing,.

“Are you ready to go on and write now?

Are your eyes recovered? Could you copy a small paper for me this
morning? or help examine a few lines? or step round to the Post Office? In a
word, will you do any thing at all, to give a coloring to your refusal to depart
the premises?”

He silently retired into his hermitage.

I was now in such a state of nervous resentment that I thought it but
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prudent to check myself, at present, from further demonstrations. Bartleby
and I were alone. I remembered the tragedy of the unfortunate Adams and
the still more unfortunate Colt in the solitary office of the latter; and how
poor Colt, being dreadfully incensed by Adams, and imprudently permitting
himself to get wildly excited, was at unawares hurried into his fatal act—an
act which certainly no man could possibly deplore more than the actor
himself. Often it had occurred to me in my ponderings upon the subject, that
had that altercation taken place in the public street, or at a private residence,
it would not have terminated as it did. It was the circumstance of being alone
in a solitary office, upstairs, of a building entirely unhallowed by humanizing
domestic associations—an uncarpeted office, doubtless, of a dusty, haggard
sort of appearance;—this it must have been, which greatly helped to enhance
the irritable desperation of the hapless Colt.

But when this old Adam of resentment rose in me and tempted me
concerning Bartleby, I grappled him and threw him. How? Why, simply
by recalling the divine injunction: “A new commandment give I unto
you, that ye love one another.” Yes, this it was that saved me. Aside from
higher considerations, charity often operates as a vastly wise and prudent
principle—a great safeguard to its possessor. Men have committed murder
for jealousy’s sake, and anger’s sake, and hatred’s sake, and selfishness’ sake,
and spiritual pride’s sake; but no man that ever I heard of, ever committed
a diabolical murder for sweet charity’s sake. Mere self-interest, then, if no
better motive can be enlisted, should, especially with high-tempered men,
prompt all beings to charity and philanthropy. At any rate, upon the occasion
in question, I strove to drown my exasperated feelings towards the scrivener
by benevolently construing his conduct. Poor fellow, poor fellow! thought I,
he doesn't mean anything; and besides, he has seen hard times, and ought
to be indulged.

I endeavored also immediately to occupy myself, and at the same time to
comfort my despondency.” I tried to fancy that in the course of the morning,
at such time as might prove agreeable to him, Bartleby, of his own free accord,
would emerge from his hermitage, and take up some decided line of march
in the direction of the door. But no. Half-past twelve o’clock came; Turkey
began to glow in the face, overturn his inkstand, and become generally

obstreperous:  Obstreperous; Nippers abated down into quietude and courtesy; Ginger Nut

::;uie‘zu{j munched his noon apple; and Bartleby remained standing at his window
u

45 despondency: depression
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in one of his profoundest dead-wall reveries. Will it be credited? Ought I to
acknowledge it? That afternoon I left the office without saying one further
word to him.

Some days now passed, during which at leisure intervals I looked a
little into “Edwards on the Will,” and “Priestley on Necessity.” Under the
circumstances, those books induced a salutary feeling. Gradually T slid into
the persuasion that these troubles of mine, touching the scrivener, had been
all predestinated’® from eternity, and Bartleby was billeted"” upon me for
some mysterious purpose of an all-wise Providence, which it was not for a
mere mortal like me to fathom. Yes, Bartleby, stay there behind your screen,
thought I; T shall persecute you no more; you are harmless and noiseless as
any of these old chairs; in short, I never feel so private as when I know you
are here. At least I see it, I feel it; I penetrate to the predestinated purpose of
my life. I am content. Others may have loftier parts to enact; but my mission
in this world, Bartleby, is to furnish you with office-room for such period as
you may see fit to remain.

I believe that this wise and blessed frame of mind would have continued
with me had it not been for the unsolicited and uncharitable remarks
obtruded upon me by my professional friends who visited the rooms. But
thus it often is, that the constant friction of illiberal minds wears out at last
the best resolves of the more generous. Though to be sure, when I reflected
upon it, it was not strange that people entering my office should be struck
by the peculiar aspect of the unaccountable Bartleby, and so be tempted
to throw out some sinister observations concerning him. Sometimes an
attorney having business with me, and calling at my office, and finding no
one but the scrivener there, would undertake to obtain some sort of precise
information from him touching my whereabouts; but without heeding his
idle talk, Bartleby would remain standing immovable in the middle of the
room. So, after contemplating him in that position for a time, the attorney
would depart, no wiser than he came.

Also, when a reference was going on, and the room full of lawyers
and witnesses, and business was driving fast, some deeply-occupied legal
gentleman present, seeing Bartleby wholly unemployed, would request him
to run round to his (the legal gentleman'’s) office and fetch some papers
for him. Thereupon, Bartleby would tranquilly decline, and yet remain idle
as before. Then the lawyer would give a great stare, and turn to me. And

46 predestinated: fated; predetermined
47 billeted: housed
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what could I say? At last I was made aware that all through the circle of my
professional acquaintance, a whisper of wonder was running round, having
reference to the strange creature I kept at my office. This worried me very
much. And as the idea came upon me of his possibly turning out a long-
lived man, and keep occupying my chambers, and denying my authority; and
perplexing my visitors; and scandalizing my professional reputation; and
casting a general gloom over the premises; keeping soul and body together
to the last upon his savings (for doubtless he spent but half a dime a day),
and in the end perhaps outlive me, and claim possession of my office by right
of his perpetual occupancy: as all these dark anticipations crowded upon
me more and more, and my friends continually intruded their relentless
remarks upon the apparition in my room, a great change was wrought in me.
I resolved to gather all my faculties together, and forever rid me of this
intolerable incubus.” Ere revolving any complicated project, however,
adapted to this end, I first simply suggested to Bartleby the propriety of his
permanent departure. In a calm and serious tone, I commended the idea to
his careful and mature consideration. But having taken three days to meditate
upon it, he apprised me that his original determination remained the same;
in short, that he still preferred to abide with me.

What shall I do? I now said to myself, buttoning up my coat to the last
button. What shall I do? what does conscience say I should do with this man,
or, rather, ghost? Rid myself of him, I must; go, he shall. But how? You will
not thrust him, the poor, pale, passive mortal—you will not thrust such a
helpless creature out of your door? you will not dishonor yourself by such
cruelty? No, I will not, T cannot do that. Rather would I let him live and die
here, and then mason up his remains in the wall. What then will you do?
For all your coaxing, he will not budge. Bribes he leaves under your own
paper-weight on your table; in short, it is quite plain that he prefers to cling
to you.

Then something severe, something unusual must be done. What! surely
you will not have him collared by a constable, and commit his innocent
pallor to the common jail? And upon what ground could you procure such
a thing to be done?—a vagrant, is he? What! he a vagrant, a wanderer, who
refuses to budge? It is because he will not be a vagrant, then, that you seek to
count him as a vagrant. That is too absurd. No visible means of support: there
I have him. Wrong again: for indubitably he does support himself, and that
is the only unanswerable proof that any man can show of his possessing the

48 incubus: evil spirit or fiend
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means so to do. No more then. Since he will not quit me, [ must quit him. I
will change my offices; I will move elsewhere; and give him fair notice, that if
I find him on my new premises I will then proceed against him as a common
trespasser.

Acting accordingly, next day I thus addressed him: “I find these chambers
too far from the City Hall; the air is unwholesome. In a word, I propose to
remove my offices next week, and shall no longer require your services. I tell
you this now, in order that you may seek another place.”

He made no reply, and nothing more was said.

On the appointed day I engaged carts and men, proceeded to my chambers,
and having but little furniture, everything was removed in a few hours.
Throughout all, the scrivener remained standing behind the screen, which I
directed to be removed the last thing. It was withdrawn; and being folded up
like a huge folio, left him the motionless occupant of a naked room. I stood in
the entry watching him a moment, while something from within me upbraided
me.

I re-entered, with my hand in my pocket—and—and my heart in my
mouth.

“Good-bye, Bartleby; I am going—good-bye, and God some way bless you;
and take that,” slipping something in his hand. But it dropped upon the floor
and then—strange to say—I tore myself from him whom I had so longed to be
rid of.

Established in my new quarters, for a day or two I kept the door locked,
and started at every footfall in the passages. When I returned to my rooms
after any little absence, I would pause at the threshold
for an instant, and attentively listen, ere applying my . .
key. But these fears were needless. Bartleby never came (g’) stablished in my new
nigh me. quarters, for a day or two

I thought all was going well, when a perturbed- | kept the door locked, and
looking stranger visited me, inquiring whether I was the
person who had recently occupied rooms at No.—Wall
Street. the passages.

Full of forebodings, I replied that I was.

“Then, sir,” said the stranger, who proved a lawyer, “you are responsible for
the man you left there. He refuses to do any copying, he refuses to do anything;
and he says he prefers not to; and he refuses to quit the premises.”

“I am very sorry, sir,” said I, with assumed tranquillity, but an inward
tremor, “but, really, the man you allude to is nothing to me—he is no relation

started at every footfall in
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or apprentice of mine, that you should hold me responsible for him.”

“In mercy’s name, who is he?”

“T certainly cannot inform you. I know nothing about him. Formerly I
employed him as a copyist; but he has done nothing for me now for some
time past.”

“I shall settle him then—good morning, sir.”

Several days passed, and I heard nothing more; and though I often felt a
charitable prompting to call at the place and see poor Bartleby, yet a certain
squeamishness of I know not what withheld me.

All is over with him, by this time, thought I at last, when through another
week no further intelligence reached me. But coming to my room the day
after, 1 found several persons waiting at my door in a high state of nervous
excitement.

“That's the man—here he comes,” cried the foremost one, whom I
recognized as the lawyer who had previously called upon me alone.

“You must take him away; sir, at once,” cried a portly person among them,
advancing upon me, and whom I knew to be the landlord of No.—Wall
Street. “These gentlemen, my tenants, cannot stand it any longer; Mr. B——,”
pointing to the lawyer, “has turned him out of his room, and he now persists
in haunting the building generally, sitting upon the banisters of the stairs by
day, and sleeping in the entry by night. Everybody here is concerned; clients
are leaving the offices; some fears are entertained of a mob; something you
must do, and that without delay.”

Aghast at this torrent, I fell back before it, and would fain® have locked
myself in my new quarters. In vain I persisted that Bartleby was nothing to
me—no more than to any one else there. In vain:—I was the last person
known to have anything to do with him, and they held me to the terrible
account. Fearful then of being exposed in the papers (as one person present
obscurely threatened) I considered the matter, and at length said, that if the
lawyer would give me a confidential interview with the scrivener, in his (the
lawyer’s) own room, I would that afternoon strive my best to rid them of the
nuisance they complained of.

Going upstairs to my old haunt, there was Bartleby silently sitting upon
the banister at the landing.

“What are you doing here, Bartleby?” said 1.

“Sitting upon the banister,” he mildly replied.

I motioned him into the lawyer’s room, who then left us.

49 fain: willingly
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“Bartleby,” said I, “are you aware that you are the cause of a great tribulation
to me, by persisting in occupying the entry after being dismissed from
the office?”

No answer.

“Now one of two things must take place. Either you must do something,
or something must be done to you. Now what sort of business would you like
to engage in? Would you like to re-engage in copying for some one?”

“No; I would prefer not to make any change.”

“Would you like a clerkship in a dry-goods store?”

“There is too much confinement about that. No, I would not like a
clerkship; but I am not particular.”

“Too much confinement,” I cried, “why, you keep yourself confined all
the time!”

“T would prefer not to take a clerkship,” he rejoined, as if to settle that
little item at once.

“How would a bartender’s business suit you? There is no trying of the
eye-sight in that.”

“I would not like it at all; though, as I said before, I am not particular.”

His unwonted wordiness inspirited me. I returned to the charge.

“Well then, would you like to travel through the country collecting bills
for the merchants? That would improve your health.”

“No, I would prefer to be doing something else.”

“How then would going as a companion to Europe to entertain some
young gentleman with your conversation—how would that suit you?”

“Not at all. It does not strike me that there is anything definite about that.
I like to be stationary. But I am not particular.”

“Stationary you shall be then,” T cried, now losing all patience, and for
the first time in all my exasperating connection with him fairly flying into
a passion. “If you do not go away from these premises before night, 1 shall
feel bound—indeed 1 am bound—to—to—to quit the premises myself.” 1
rather absurdly concluded, knowing not with what possible threat to try to
frighten his immobility into compliance. Despairing of all further efforts, I was
precipitately leaving him, when a final thought occurred to me—one which
had not been wholly unindulged before.

“Bartleby,” said I, in the kindest tone I could assume under such exciting
circumstances, “will you go home with me now—not to my office, but my
dwelling—and remain there till we can conclude upon some convenient
arrangement for you at our leisure? Come, let us start now, right away.”
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“No: at present [ would prefer not to make any change at all.”

I answered nothing; but effectually dodging everyone by the suddenness
and rapidity of my flight, rushed from the building, ran up Wall Street
towards Broadway, and then jumping into the first omnibus, was soon
removed from pursuit. As soon as tranquillity returned I distinctly perceived
that T had now done all that I possibly could, both in respect to the demands
of the landlord and his tenants, and with regard to my own desire and sense
of duty, to benefit Bartleby, and shield him from rude persecution. I now

quiescent: strove to be entirely care-free and quiescent; and my conscience justified

cmiuntrowbled me jn the attempt; though indeed it was not so successful as I could have
wished. So fearful was I of being again hunted out by the incensed landlord
and his exasperated tenants, that, surrendering my business to Nippers, for a
few days I drove about the upper part of the town and through the suburbs,
in my rockaway;” crossed over to Jersey City and Hoboken, and paid fugitive
visits to Manhattanville and Astoria. In fact I almost lived in my rockaway for
the time.

When again 1 entered my office, 1o, a note from the landlord lay upon
the desk. T opened it with trembling hands. It informed me that the writer
had sent to the police, and had Bartleby removed to the Tombs as a vagrant.
Moreover, since I knew more about him than any one else, he wished me to
appear at that place, and make a suitable statement of the facts. These tidings
had a conflicting effect upon me. At first I was indignant; but at last almost
approved. The landlord’s energetic, summary disposition had led him to
adopt a procedure which I do not think I would have decided upon myself;
and yet as a last resort, under such peculiar circumstances, it seemed the only
plan.

As T afterwards learned, the poor scrivener, when told that he must be
conducted to the Tombs, offered not the slightest obstacle, but in his own
pale, unmoving way silently acquiesced.

Some of the compassionate and curious bystanders joined the party;
and headed by one of the constables, arm-in-arm with Bartleby, the silent
procession filed its way through all the noise, and heat, and joy of the
roaring thoroughfares at noon. The same day I received the note I went to
the Tombs, or, to speak more properly, the Halls of Justice. Seeking the right
officer, I stated the purpose of my call, and was informed that the individual
I described was indeed within. I then assured the functionary that Bartleby
was a perfectly honest man, and greatly to be compassionated, however

50 rockaway: a light, low, four-wheeled carriage
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unaccountably eccentric. I narrated all I knew, and closed by suggesting
the idea of letting him remain in as indulgent confinement as possible till
something less harsh might be done—though indeed I hardly knew what.
At all events, if nothing else could be decided upon, the alms-house™ must
receive him. I then begged to have an interview.

Being under no disgraceful charge, and quite serene and harmless in all
his ways, they had permitted him freely to wander about the prison, and
especially in the inclosed grass-platted yards thereof. And so I found him
there, standing all alone in the quietest of the yards, his face towards a high
wall—while all around, from the narrow slits of the jail windows, I thought
I saw peering out upon him the eyes of murderers and thieves.

“Bartleby!”

“I know you,” he said, without looking round—*“and I want nothing to
say to you.”

“It was not I that brought you here, Bartleby,” said I, keenly pained at his
implied suspicion. “And to you, this should not be so vile a place. Nothing
reproachful attaches to you by being here. And see, it is not so sad a place as
one might think. Look, there is the sky and here is the grass.”

“I know where I am,” he replied, but would say nothing more, and so
I left him.

As T entered the corridor again, a broad, meat-like man in an apron
accosted me, and jerking his thumb over his shoulder said—"“Is that your
friend?”

“Yes.”

“Does he want to starve? If he does, let him live on the prison fare,
that’s all.”

“Who are you?” asked I, not knowing what to make of such an unofficially
speaking person in such a place.

“I am the grub-man. Such gentlemen as have friends here, hire me to
provide them with something good to eat.”

“Is this s0?” said I, turning to the turnkey.

He said it was. “Well then,” said I, slipping some silver into the
grubman’s hands (for so they called him), “I want you to give particular
attention to my friend there; let him have the best dinner you can get. And
you must be as polite to him as possible.”

“Introduce me, will you?” said the grub-man, looking at me with an
expression which seemed to say he was all impatience for an opportunity to

51 alms-house: a home for the poor
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give a specimen of his breeding.

Thinking it would prove of benefit to the scrivener, I acquiesced; and
asking the grub-man his name, went up with him to Bartleby.

“Bartleby, this is Mr. Cutlets; you will find him very useful to you.”

“Your sarvant, sir, your sarvant,” said the grub-man, making a low
salutation behind his apron. “Hope you find it pleasant here, sir;—spacious
grounds—cool apartments, sir—hope you'll stay with us some time—try to
make it agreeable. May Mrs. Cutlets and I have the pleasure of your company
to dinner, sir, in Mrs. Cutlets’ private room?”

“I prefer not to dine today,” said Bartleby, turning away. “It would disagree
with me; T am unused to dinners.” So saying, he slowly moved to the other
side of the inclosure and took up a position fronting the dead-wall. “How’s
this?” said the grub-man, addressing me with a stare of astonishment. “He’s
odd, ain’t he?”

“I think he is a little deranged,” said I, sadly.

“Deranged? deranged is it? Well now, upon my word, I thought that
friend of yourn was a gentleman forger; they are always pale and genteel-like,
them forgers. I can’t help pity 'em—can't help it, sir. Did you know Monroe
Edwards?” he added touchingly, and paused. Then, laying his hand pityingly
on my shoulder, sighed, “He died of the consumption at Sing-Sing. So you
weren't acquainted with Monroe?”

“No, I was never socially acquainted with any forgers. But I cannot stop
longer. Look to my friend yonder. You will not lose by it. I will see you
again.”

Some few days after this, I again obtained admission to the Tombs, and
went through the corridors in quest of Bartleby; but without finding him.

“I saw him coming from his cell not long ago,” said a turnkey, “maybe
he’s gone to loiter in the yards.”

So I went in that direction.

“Are you looking for the silent man?” said another turnkey passing me.
“Yonder he lies—sleeping in the yard there. 'Tis not twenty minutes since [
saw him lie down.”

The yard was entirely quiet. It was not accessible to the common
prisoners. The surrounding walls, of amazing thickness, kept off all sounds
behind them. The Egyptian character of the masonry weighed upon me with
its gloom. But a soft imprisoned turf grew under foot. The heart of the eternal
pyramids, it seemed, wherein by some strange magic, through the clefts,
grass-seed, dropped by birds, had sprung.
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Strangely huddled at the base of the wall—his knees drawn up, and lying
on his side, his head touching the cold stones—I saw the wasted Bartleby.
But nothing stirred. I paused; then went close up to him: stooped over, and
saw that his dim eyes were open; otherwise he seemed profoundly sleeping.
Something prompted me to touch him. I felt his hand, when a tingling shiver
ran up my arm and down my spine to my feet.

The round face of the grub-man peered upon me now. “His dinner is
ready. Won't he dine today, either? Or does he live without dining?”

“Lives without dining,” said I, and closed the eyes.

“Eh!—He’s asleep, ain’t he?”

“With kings and counsellors,” murmured 1.

There would seem little need for proceeding further in this history.
Imagination will readily supply the meagre recital of poor Bartleby’s
interment. But ere parting with the reader, let me say, that if this little narrative
has sufficiently interested him, to awaken curiosity as to who Bartleby was,
and what manner of life he led prior to the present narrator’s making his
acquaintance, I can only reply, that in such curiosity I fully share—but am
wholly unable to gratify it. Yet here I hardly know whether I should divulge one
little item of rumor, which came to my ear a few months after the scrivener’s
decease. Upon what basis it rested, I could never ascertain; and hence, how
true it is I cannot now tell. But inasmuch as this vague report has not been
without a certain strange suggestive interest to me, however sad, it may prove
the same with some others; and so I will briefly mention it. The report was
this: that Bartleby had been a subordinate clerk in the Dead Letter Office at
Washington, from which he had been suddenly removed by a change in the
administration. When I think over this rumor I cannot adequately express
the emotions which seize me. Dead letters! does it not sound like dead men?
Conceive a man by nature and misfortune prone to a pallid hopelessness:
can any business seem more fitted to heighten it than that of continually
handling these dead letters, and assorting them for the flames? For by the
cart-load they are annually burned. Sometimes from out the folded paper
the pale clerk takes a ring:—the finger it was meant for, perhaps, moulders
in the grave; a bank-note sent in swiftest charity:—he whom it would relieve,
nor eats nor hungers any more; pardon for those who died despairing; hope
for those who died unhoping; good tidings for those who died stifled by
unrelieved calamities. On errands of life, these letters speed to death.

Ah, Bartleby! Ah, humanity!
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Read and Think Critically

Explain, Conclude, Analyze

@ |. CONFLICT What is the main conflict in this story? Explain your response
with references to specific passages.

2. Why doesn’t the narrator fire Bartleby when he stops working? Support
your answer with evidence from the text.

3. The narrator asks Bartleby, “What earthly right have you to stay here? Do
you pay any rent! Do you pay my taxes! Or is this property yours?” Explain
the meaning of this passage.

4. The story is subtitled “A Tale of Wall Street.” Draw a conclusion about the
significance of this larger setting.

5. What do you think is the possible meaning of the last line of the story, “Ah,
Bartleby! Ah, humanity!”?

8{ 6. THE AUTHOR’S STYLE Throughout his career, Melville made innovative
choices of narrators for his fiction. For example, the narrator of his novel
Moby-Dick is called Ishmael, a name that connotes “outcast” or “outsider.”
Analyze the choice of narrator in “Bartleby the Scrivener.” You might
consider the following questions.

* Is the narrator an insider or outsider in relation to the dominant society?

* Does the narrator change during the course of the narration?

* Does the subject of his narration (Bartleby) change?

* Do the two main characters (the narrator and Bartleby) represent
different parts of society? If so, which parts?

Read and Think Critically 15
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Responding to Unit One

Key Ideas and Details

I. Who is your favorite character in Unit One? Explain three of this character’s
qualities that are explicitly stated in the text and three that are implied by the
character’s words and actions. Support your description with evidence from
the text.

2. Several authors in Unit One use ambiguity in their stories. Give three examples
where the author purposely leaves matters uncertain. Offer an explanation of
why the author does this and what effect it has on the reader.

Craft and Structure

3. In 19th-century Romanticism, allegory and symbolism are used frequently,
and morality is often addressed in an obvious way. Choose a story in Unit One
and decide how it fits the definition of Romanticism. Use evidence from the
text to support your view.

4. In fiction, the mysterious stranger is a basic ingredient of many plots. In the
traditional form, a mysterious stranger appears in the life of an individual or a
community, and everyone is affected as a result. Examine “The Legend of Sleepy
Hollow,” “The Masque of the Red Death,” or “Bartleby the Scrivener” and
explain how the archetype of the mysterious stranger is employed.

é}! 5. Poe believed that good short stories require a single, unifying effect. Analyze one
of the stories in Unit One using Poe’s standard of unity. Do the descriptions,
incidents, structure, and images all contribute to the single effect of the story? Is
there a single effect! Feel free to evaluate Poe’s own story.

Integration of Knowledge and Ideas

6. Many writers of the early 19th-century Romantic era were drawn to the
Gothic writing style, which relies on grotesque imagery, morbid settings,
and plots heavy in horror and the supernatural. Compare and contrast the
Gothic elements found in two of the stories in this unit.

7. Modern authors and filmmakers have reinterpreted Washington Irving’s stories,
often for a younger audience. Analyze a modern film or book version of “The
Legend of Sleepy Hollow.” Evaluate how the adaption reinterprets the
characters, the plot, and the setting to appeal to its targeted audience.
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Writing About the Literature

Trouble Everywhere

Conflict, simply put, means “trouble.” Without trouble, there is usually no story.
Choose one of the stories in Unit One and analyze the ways in which the author
introduces, develops, and resolves the conflict.

Writing with Style

Choose one of these two assignments.

“l prefer not to ...’

Using Melville’s style, write a short scene from a modern-day version of “Bartleby
the Scrivener.” Invent a modern-day workplace with its employees and employer.
Then have the employer narrate the scene of his or her encounter with Bartleby
the

Diary

As one of the characters in Unit One, write a personal diary for the time period of
the story. Provide more information than we get in the story about the “real” you.
Use the writing style you think the character would use.

INYourR OWN STYLE

Hubris, the character trait of pride or excessive self-confidence, is a theme that
comes up repeatedly in Unit One. Consider your own life. Have you or someone
you know suffered from, or experienced the effects of, hubris? Write about this
in your own style. Choose between taking a humorous approach or creating a
dark and serious mood.
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Changing Times
Washington Irving, whose writing introduced Unit One, would have hardly
recognized the America of Mark Twain, the first author in Unit Two.

Before the American Civil War (186 1-1865), the country was largely rural
and agricultural; after the war, Northern industrial cities became magnets for
millions of newcomers—European immigrants, rural Americans, and Southern
blacks—seeking jobs in refineries and factories.

Pre-1861, much of the country was still “empty.” But the Homestead Act
of 1862, which offered free land to settlers, and the completion of the cross-
country railroad in 1869 spurred on western migration. As a result, more
settlement occurred in the three decades following the war than in all the
rest of American history.

The pace of change was breathtaking, spurred on by amazing technologies
such as electricity, the telephone, and the transcontinental telegraph.
Americans began to consider progress their birthright.

From a humanitarian standpoint, the end of slavery was unquestionably
the most positive change brought by the war. But the conflict also enacted a
steep price: the lives of 620,000 Americans. The rebuilding and reunification
process called Reconstruction officially ended in 1877; however, the scars of
the Civil War may never fully heal.

Corruption riddled American commerce and politics in the era that
followed Reconstruction, known as the Gilded Age.Vast fortunes were made
via aggressive, sometimes shady business practices, and factory workers and
farmers were ruthlessly exploited by industrialists, land speculators, and
financiers. Not surprisingly, with so much wealth coinciding with so much
dire poverty, the era also spawned the popular “rags-to-riches” novels of
Horatio Alger. Speeches, sermons, and editorials touted the virtues of industry,
ambition, and optimism—traits American writers such as Mark Twain and
Ambrose Bierce often mocked in their fiction.

Popular authors were able to make a living from their writing. Advances
in printing and transportation meant more magazines and books for the larger
and more literate population to read. Writers could also prosper on the
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lecture circuit. Twain became a bona fide celebrity in this way, delighting huge
audiences with his hilarious stories and irreverent commentary.

Realism

In literature, the period from 1865 to 1895 was dominated by the Realist
movement, led by Mark Twain and Henry James, and joined by Ambrose Bierce
and most other important writers of the day.Their “cheerleader” was William
Dean Howells, the influential editor of The Atlantic Monthly, who believed that
realism was the best way to represent these new developments in American
life. And in his words, “Realism is nothing more and nothing less than the
truthful treatment of material.”

Techniques that characterized the short stories of the Romantic period—
allegories, symbolism, and the heavy presence of the author’s voice—did not fit
these new times. As the country became more comfortable with democracy,
and the middle class began to expand, there needed to be a literature to
address this new era.

In general, realistic fiction elevates character and setting over plot and
theme.The characters are ordinary men and women speaking authentic local
dialect in recognizable settings. The events of the stories are not as dramatic
or sensationalistic as in Romantic fiction, but closer to what does or could
happen in everyday life. The characters tend to act instead of merely react to
their situations (recall Young Goodman Brown and Bartleby).

Regionalism

Americans were intrigued by other parts of their vast country. What would
it be like to live in 2 mining camp on the frontier or on a homestead in the
Dakotas? Regionalist writing—a branch of realism—brought to life the fron-
tier and Mississippi River, New England villages and sea ports, and the farms of
the upper Midwest. The terms “regionalism” and “local color” in writing are
often used interchangeably, though the latter is charged with being somewhat
more sentimental and exaggerated.
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Naturalism

During this period, naturalism became a definable offshoot of American fiction.
It has been called “realism-plus-pessimism.” Stephen Crane and Jack London—
leading naturalist writers—believed that outside forces such as heredity and
the environment controlled people’s destinies. Humans were up against an
indifferent universe, one filled with social conflicts and Darwinian struggles
(“survival of the fittest”).

Writers in Unit Two came from all sorts of backgrounds and looked at every
corner of the country for their inspiration. African American Charles W.
Chesnutt, along with Stephen Crane and O. Henry, had modest origins. Willa
Cather came from the solid middle class, while Kate Chopin began life as a rich
society girl who surprised everyone by becoming an important writer.

These writers set their stories in places they were familiar with—the Mid-
west, South, and far Northwest, in addition to the East. Their subject matter
was far-reaching as well, often stretching the boundaries of the acceptable.
Chopin scandalized the public when she wrote about women’s desires for
artistic and sexual freedom. Chesnutt’s career came to a halt because of his
uncompromising attention to racial themes. Cather attacked the ills of the age,
chiefly its greed and timid conformism.

In their fiction and often in their personal lives, they displayed a very
American idealism and resolve to push boundaries. All were master story-
tellers who knew that whatever its variations, the basic themes of literature
remained the same. “Times may change, inventions may alter a world, but
birth, love, maternity, and death cannot be changed,” Cather reminded her
readers.
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Before You Read

Mark Twain (Samuel Clemens) 1835-1910

About the Author

Two exceptional events happened in 1835: the
appearance of Halley’s Comet, and the birth of
Samuel Longhorne Clemens. Samuel grew up in
Hannibal, Missouri, right on the Mississippi River.
After the death of his father, the teenaged Samuel
was forced to go to work, and various jobs
finally led to a favorite—piloting a riverboat on
the Mississippi. Clemens’ next job as a journalist
in Nevada uncovered a talent for writing satire
and hoaxes. When he signed one story with
the pseudonym “Mark Twain”—riverboat jargon
for the “safe waters” of twelve feet—a literary
personality was born.

With publication of “The Celebrated Jumping
Frog of Calaveras County,” Twain became an
overnight celebrity. Twain’s colorful childhood

near the Mississippi, his
in the
“wild” West, and his restless

young adulthood

wanderings around the globe

provided rich and varied
material for humorous pieces.

After the publication of his masterpiece,
The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1885), Twain’s
outlook became progressively more pessimistic.
His family suffered serious health problems, and
his business ventures failed. He managed to pull
himself out of bankruptcy by lecturing and playing
the role of an American sage on stage. He died in
1910, the year in which Halley’s Comet made its
next rare appearance.

Kok kKA A KKK

8! The Author’s Style

Twain’s comic genius stamped nearly everything
he wrote, but unforgettable characters and vivid
vernacular speech distinguish his fiction. With his
early short stories, Twain introduced the West
to East Coast readers by combining regional
oral tales with a blunt journalistic style. He often
mixed elements of the tall tale—hyperbole and
larger-than-life characters—with a new style
featuring lively nouns and verbs. Twain’s fiction

122
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is not driven by complex plots. Instead, he uses
an inventive and consistent narrative voice to
link a series of anecdotes and sharply focused
episodes. With wit and humor he presented the
weaknesses of American society—its pretenses,
greed, and political errors. Though cynicism runs
beneath the surface of Twain’s work, so does his
affection for America’s dreams and, perhaps most
of all, for its quirky, free-spirited citizens.
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The Celebrated
Jumping Frog
of Calaveras County

MARK TWAIN

@ LITERARY LENS: FRAME NARRATOR Note that there are two narrators in this
story: one who tells the overall story (the frame narrator) and one who tells the
story-within-the-story. As you read, consider how Twain’s use of the frame narrator
contributes to the overall effect of the story.

L%compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote
me from the East, I called on good-natured, garrulous old Simon garrulous:

Wheeler, and inquired after my friend’s friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, talkative; chatty
as requested to do, and I hereunto append the result. I have a
lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend
never knew such a personage; and that he only conjectured that
if 1 asked old Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his
infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me nearly
to death with some exasperating reminiscence of him as long and
tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design, it
succeeded.

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room
stove of the dilapidated tavern in the decayed mining camp dilapidated:
of Angel’s, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and *“°™%""
had an expression of winning gentleness and simplicity upon
his tranquil countenance. He roused up and gave me good- tranquilcalm;
day. 1 told him that a friend of mine had commissioned me to "
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make some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood
named Leonidas W. Smiley—Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley—a young minister
of the Gospel, who he had heard was at one time a resident of Angel’s
Camp. I added that if Mr. Wheeler could tell me anything about this
Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him.
Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with
monotonous:  his chair, and then sat me down and reeled off the monotonous narrative
dull tedious which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he never
changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he tuned his initial
sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all
interminable:  through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness
endlessiceacess and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his imagining that
there was anything ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a
transcendent:  really important matter, and admired its two heroes as men of transcendent
;ﬁfg;ﬁ;}w genius in finesse.' To me the spectacle of a man drifting serenely along
through such a queer yarn without ever smiling was exquisitely absurd.
As [ said before, I asked him to tell me what he knew of Rev. Leonidas W.
Smiley, and he replied as follows. I let him go on in his own way, and never
interrupted him once:
“Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le—there was a feller here once by the
name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of '49—or maybe it was the spring of '50—I
don’t recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one
or the other is because I remember the big flume” wasn't finished when he
first came to the camp; but anyway he was the curiousest man about always
betting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody to
bet on the other side; and if he couldn’t, he’d change sides. Any way that
suited the other man would suit him—any way just so’s he got a bet, he was
satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky; he most always come
out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn’t be
no solit'ry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet on it, and take any
side you please, as I was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find
him flush, or you'd find him busted at the end of it; if there was a dog-fight,
he’d bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-
fight, he'd bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would
bet you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he would

| finesse: impressive style or skill

2 flume: a waterway miners used for gold-mining
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be there reg'lar, to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best
exhorter’ about here, and so he was, too, and a good man. If he even seen
a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it would
take him to get to—to wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, he
would foller that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out where
he was bound for and how long he was on the road. Lots of the boys here
has seen that Smiley, and can tell you about him. Why, it never made no
difference to him—he would bet on any thing—the dangdest feller. Parson
Walker’s wife laid very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they
warn’t going to save her; but one morning he come in, and Smiley up and
asked how she was, and he said she was considerable better—thank the Lord
for His infnite mercy—and coming on so smart that, with the blessing of
Prov'dence, she’d get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, ‘Well, I'll
resk two-and-a-half that she don’t, anyway’

“Thish-yer Smiley had a mare—the boys called her the fifteen-minute
nag, but that was only in fun, you know, because of course she was faster than
that—and he used to win money on that horse, for all she was so slow and
always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption, or something
of that kind. They used to give her two or three hundred yards’ start, and then
pass her under way; but always at the fag-end of the race she’d get excited and
desperate-like, and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs
around limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side among
the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust, and raising m-o-r-e racket with her
coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose—and always fetch up at the
stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down.

“And he had a little small bull-pup, that to look at him you’d think he
warn’t worth a cent but to set around and look ornery and lay for a chance
to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him he was a different
dog; his under-jaw’d begin to stick out like the fo’castle’ of a steamboat, and
his teeth would uncover, and shine savage like the furnaces. And a dog might
tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite him, and throw him over his shoulder
two or three times, and Andrew Jackson’—which was the name of the pup—
Andrew Jackson would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn’t
expected nothing else—and the bets being doubled and doubled on the

3 exhorter: dialect for orator or speaker
4 fo'castle: dialect for forecastle, the front of a ship’s upper deck

5 Andrew Jackson: seventh president of the United States, known for his strong will

New American Voices The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County 125



e e e ke sk sk ke e ke ke ke sk sk e ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk ke ke sk sk sk sk sk ko ke sk sk sk sk ko k sk sk ke ok ok ok ok

other side all the time, till the money was all up; and then all of a sudden he
would grab that other dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze to it—not
chaw, you understand, but only jest grip and hang on till they throwed up
the sponge, if it was a year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till
he harnessed a dog once that didn’t have no hind legs, because they’'d been
sawed off in a circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far enough,
and the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for his pet holt,
he saw in a minute how he’d been imposed on, and how the other dog had
him in the door, so to speak, and he ‘peared surprised, and then he looked
sorter discouraged-like, and didn't try no more to win the fight, and so he
got shucked out bad. He give Smiley a look, as much as to say his heart was
broke, and it was his fault, for putting up a dog that hadn’t no hind legs for
him to take holt of, which was his main dependence in a fight, and then
he limped off a piece and laid down and died. It was a good pup, was that
Andrew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself if he’'d lived, for
the stuff was in him and he had genius—I know it, because he hadn’t had no
opportunities to speak of, and it don’t stand to reason that a dog could make
such a fight as he could under them circumstances if he hadn’t no talent. It
always makes me feel sorry when I think of that last fight of his'n, and the
way it turned out.

“Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, and tom-cats
and all them kind of things, till you couldn’t rest, and you couldn't fetch
nothing for him to bet on but he’d match you. He ketched a frog one day,
and took him home, and said he cal’klated to educate him; and so he never
done nothing for three months but set in his back yard and learn that frog to
jump. And you bet you he did learn him, too. He'd give him a little punch
behind, and the next minute you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a
doughnut—see him turn one summerset, or maybe a couple, if he got a good
start, and come down flat- footed and all right, like a cat. He got him up so
in the matter of ketching flies, and kep’ him in practice so constant, that he’d
nail a fly every time as fur as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted
was education, and he could do ‘'most anything—and I believe him. Why, I've
seen him set Dan’l Webster® down here on this floor—Dan’l Webster was the
name of the frog—and sing out, ‘Flies, Dan’l, flies!” and quicker'n you could
wink, he’d spring straight up, and snake a fly off'n the counter there, and flop
down on the floor again as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the
side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn’t no idea he’'d

6 Dan'l Webster: American statesman (1782—1852)
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been doin’ any more'n any frog might do. You never see a frog so modest
and straightfor'ard as he was, for all he was so gifted. And when it come to
fair and square jumping on a dead level, he could get over more ground at
one straddle than any animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead
level was his strong suit, you understand; and when it come to that, Smiley
would ante up money on him as long as he had a red.” Smiley was monstrous
proud of his frog, and well he might be, for fellers that had traveled and been
everywheres, all said he laid over any frog that ever they see.

“Well, Smiley kep’ the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch
him down-town sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller—a stranger in
the camp, he was—come acrost him with his box, and says:

“ ‘What might it be that you've got in the box?’

“And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, ‘It might be a parrot, or it might
be a canary, maybe, but it ain't—it’s only just a frog/

“And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this
way and that, and says, ‘H'm, so "tis. Well, what's he good for?’

“‘Well, Smiley says, easy and careless, 'he’s good enough for one thing, I
should judge—he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County’

“The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look,
and give it back to Smiley, and says, very deliberate, ‘Well, he says, ‘I don't see
no p’ints about that frog that’s any better'n any other frog’

“’Maybe you don't, Smiley says. ‘Maybe you understand frogs, and maybe
you don't understand ‘em; maybe you've had experience, and maybe you
ain't, only a amature, as it were. Anyways, ['ve got my opinion, and I'll resk
forty dollars that he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County’

“And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sadlike, ‘Well, I'm
only a stranger here, and I ain’t got no frog; but if I had a frog, I'd bet you!

“And then Smiley says, ‘That’s all right—that’s all right—if you'll hold my
box a minute, I'll go and get you a frog’ And so the feller took the box, and
put up his forty dollars along with Smiley’s and set down to wait.

“So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to hisself, and then
he got the frog out and prized his mouth open and took a teaspoon and
filled him full of quail shot®—filled him pretty near up to his chin—and set
him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the
mud for a long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched him in, and

7 red: short for red cent, an idiomatic expression meaning "‘any money at all”

8 quail shot: the lead pellets in a shotgun shell. Quail are small game birds.
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give him to this feller, and says:

” ‘Now, if you're ready, set him alongside
of Dan’l, with his fore-paws just even with
Dan'l’s, and I'll give the word! Then he says,
‘One—two—three—git!” and him and the
feller touched up the frogs from behind, and
the new frog hopped off lively, but Dan'l give a
heave, and hysted up his shoulders—so—Ilike a

\\\\\\\ AN S

3 - 2 . ’ ’
AN ILUSTRATION FROM THE ORIGINAL P RINTING OF Frenchman, but it warn't no use—he couldn't
“THE CELEBRATED JUMPING FROG OF CAIAVERAS budge; he was planted as solid as a church,
Counry” 1867 and he couldn’t no more stir than if he was

anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted too,
but he didn’t have no idea what the matter was, of course.

“The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going out
at the door, he sorter jerked his thumb over his shoulder—so—at Dan’l, and
says again, very deliberate, ‘Well’ he says, ‘I don’t see no p’ints about that frog
that’s any better'n any other frog’

“Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan’l a long
time, and at last he says, ‘I wonder what in the nation that frog throw'd off
for—I wonder if there ain't something the matter with him—he "pears to
look mighty baggy, somehow! And he ketched Dan’l by the nap of the neck,
and hefted him and says, ‘Why, blame my cats, if he don't weigh five pound!”
and turned him upside down and he belched out a double handful of shot.
And then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man—he set the frog
down and took out after that feller, but he never ketched him. And—"

(Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and
got up to see what was wanted.) And turning to me as he moved away, he
said: “Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy—I ain’t going to be gone
a second.”

But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the history of
enterprising:  the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford me much
EZTf:'pCeZZHY information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away.
in commercial At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he button-holed
matters me and recommenced:

“Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller one-eyed cow that didn't have no tail,

) only just a short stump like a bannanner, and—"
e However, lacking both time and inclination, I did not wait to hear about
unfortunate the afflicted cow, but took my leave.
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Read and Think Critically
Analyze, Compare, Explain
@ I. FRAME NARRATOR Use a chart like the one below to analyze the two

narrators of this story. How does the narrative structure contribute to
the story’s comic effect?

Story-within-the-

Points of Comparison Frame Narrator
story Narrator

Narrative point of view

Attitude toward story

Use of dialogue

Descriptions of charac-
ters’ thoughts and feelings

2. What do you find comical in this story? Give specific examples of wordplay,
situation, characters, etc., that work together to produce a humorous effect.

3. Compare the social standing of the frame narrator with that of Simon
Wheeler. Analyze how Twain’s word choice contributes to your understanding
of the characters. Support your comparison with examples from the text.

&l 4. THE AUTHOR’S STYLE This story marks one of Twain’s first attempts to
capture the “flavor” of the American West in fiction. Consider the quotation
below by Willa Cather about writers who portray a particular community or
region. Explain how Twain’s choice of subject matter, genre, and style for this
story reflect the “flavor” of the West. Could Twain “think and feel” in the
speech of this region’s residents?

A Gift from Heart to Heart

The “sayings” of @ community, its proverbs, are its characteristic comment
upon life; they imply its history, suggest its attitude toward the world and its
way of accepting life. Such an idiom makes the finest language any writer can
have; and he can never get it with a notebook. He himself must be able to
think and feel in that speech—it is a gift from heart to heart.

—Willa Cather, from Willa Cather on Writing
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Before You Read

Ambrose Bierce
About the Author

Ambrose Bierce was known as “Bitter Bierce,”

18421914

as famous for his misanthropy as for his literary
accomplishments. Raised in Indiana by pious
disciplinarians, Bierce developed a lifelong
contempt for religion. He fought in some of
the bloodiest battles of the Civil War, and later
found himself in the outlaw atmosphere of San
Francisco. Legend has it that he tossed a coin to
choose between soldiering and reporting, and
turned to writing. Bierce’s biting humor landed
him a column called the “Town Crier.” He had
to carry a gun to protect himself from those he
mocked. A master of hoax, he once published
a tongue-in-cheek treatise about the dangers of
the waltz. Gullible preachers began warning their

flocks about this “suggestive” dance, and the

waltz surged in popularity.
Most famous for his

Devil’s Dictionary, a satirical

lexicon of definitions, Bierce

is also still admired for the
ghost tales and stories set during the Civil War
written late in his career.

With literary success came the collapse of
Bierce’s domestic life. One son was killed in a
senseless duel, another died from alcoholism, and
his wife died of heart failure. The writer’s grief
was masked in ever more cynicism. He made a
final tour of the former Civil War battlefields,
traveled to Mexico to serve with Pancho Villa’s
forces, and was never heard from again.

Fokk kA KKk k

8! The Author’s Style

Ambrose Bierce’s fiction is admired for its ironic
plot twists and weird, supernatural effects. His
ghost tales owe a debt to Poe with their vivid,
sometimes grisly images, striking language, and
lasting themes about mortality, hypocrisy, guilt,
and obsession. He excelled in taut, suspense-filled
plots and shocking or surprising endings.

The human psyche—the source of all real
terror—is usually the culprit in Bierce’s stories.
Some critics speculate that the author’s wartime
experiences and tragic family life left him obsessed
with death. His tales demonstrate this obsession.

130 Before You Read

The critic Edmund Wilson once remarked that
death is Bierce’s “only real character.” Characters
in his stories can seem like unimportant players
whose choices and actions prove ineffective.

In “An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge,”
Bierce blends reality with fantasy as the story
moves toward its surprise ending. Structure helps
the story succeed: the brief flashback provides
essential information that elicits the reader’s
sympathy, and a long, dreamlike sequence ends
with an abrupt return to reality.
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An Occurrence at

Owl Creek
Bridge

AMBROSE BIERCE

LITERARY LENS: SENSORY DETAILS Sensory details are descriptions that rely
on the five senses (sight, hearing, smell, touch, and taste). Pay attention to the effect of
the sensory details in this story.

man stood upon a railroad bridge in northern Alabama,
looking down into the swift water twenty feet below. The man’s
hands were behind his back, the wrists bound with a cord. A rope
closely encircled his neck. It was attached to a stout cross-timber
above his head and the slack fell to the level of his knees. Some
loose boards laid upon the sleepers' supporting the metals of the
railway supplied a footing for him and his executioners—two
private soldiers of the Federal army,” directed by a sergeant who in
civil life may have been a deputy sheriff. At a short remove upon
the same temporary platform was an officer in the uniform of his
rank, armed. He was a captain. A sentinel at each end of the bridge

| sleepers: railroad ties

2 Federal army: Union forces
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RAIIROAD BRIDGE, C. 1870

stood with his rifle in the position known as “support,” that is to say, vertical

in front of the left shoulder, the hammer resting on the forearm thrown

straight across the chest—a formal and unnatural position, enforcing an erect

carriage: carriage of the body. It did not appear to be the duty of these two men to

posture;stance know what was occurring at the center of the bridge; they merely blockaded
the two ends of the foot planking that traversed it.

Beyond one of the sentinels nobody was in sight; the railroad ran straight

away into a forest for a hundred yards, then, curving, was lost to view.

Doubtless there was an outpost farther along. The other bank of the stream

was open ground—a gentle acclivity’ topped with a stockade of vertical

tree trunks, loopholed for rifles, with a single embrasure’ through which

protruded the muzzle of a brass cannon commanding the bridge. Midway of

the slope between the bridge and fort were the spectators—a single company

of infantry in line, at “parade rest,” the butts of the rifles on the ground,

the barrels inclining slightly backward against the right shoulder, the hands

crossed upon the stock. A lieutenant stood at the right of the line, the point

of his sword upon the ground, his left hand resting upon his right. Excepting

the group of four at the center of the bridge, not a man moved. The company

3 acclivity: slope

4 embrasure: opening
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faced the bridge, staring stonily, motionless. The sentinels, facing the banks

of the stream, might have been statues to adorn the bridge. The captain stood

with folded arms, silent, observing the work of his subordinates, but making

no sign. Death is a dignitary who when he comes announced is to be received

with formal manifestations of respect, even by those most familiar with him. manifestations:
In the code of military etiquette silence and fixity are forms of deference. demonsirations

The man who was engaged in being hanged was apparently about thirty-
five years of age. He was a civilian, if one might judge from his habit, which was
that of a planter. His features were good—a straight nose, firm mouth, broad
forehead, from which his long, dark hair was combed straight back, falling
behind his ears to the collar of his well-fitting frock coat. He wore a mustache
and pointed beard, but no whiskers; his eyes were large and dark gray, and had
a kindly expression which one would hardly have expected in one whose neck
was in the hemp. Evidently this was no vulgar assassin. The liberal military
code makes provision for hanging many kinds of persons, and gentlemen are
not excluded.

The preparations being complete, the two private soldiers stepped aside
and each drew away the plank upon which he had been standing. The
sergeant turned to the captain, saluted and placed himself immediately
behind that officer, who in turn moved apart one pace. These movements left
the condemned man and the sergeant standing on the two ends of the same
plank, which spanned three of the cross-ties of the bridge. The end upon
which the civilian stood almost, but not quite, reached a fourth. This plank
had been held in place by the weight of the captain; it was now held by that
of the sergeant. At a signal from the former the latter would step aside, the
plank would tilt and the condemned man go down between two ties. The
arrangement commended itself to his judgment as simple and effective. His
face had not been covered nor his eyes bandaged. He looked a moment at his
“unsteadfast footing,” then let his gaze wander to the swirling water of the
stream racing madly beneath his feet. A piece of dancing driftwood caught his
attention and his eyes followed it down the current. How slowly it appeared
to move! What a sluggish stream!

He closed his eyes in order to fix his last thoughts upon his wife and
children. The water, touched to gold by the early sun, the brooding mists
under the banks at some distance down the stream, the fort, the soldiers, the
piece of drift—all had distracted him. And now he became conscious of a new
disturbance. Striking through the thought of his dear ones was a sound which
he could neither ignore nor understand, a sharp, distinct, metallic percussion
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like the stroke of a blacksmith’s hammer upon the anvil; it had the same
ringing quality. He wondered what it was, and whether immeasurably distant
recurrence:  OT near by—it seemed both. Its recurrence was regular, but as slow as the

repetition tolling of a death knell. He awaited each stroke with impatience and—he

knew not why—apprehension. The intervals of silence grew progressively

longer, the delays became maddening. With their greater infrequency the

sounds increased in strength and sharpness. They hurt

“ his ear like the thrust of a knife; he feared he would
% could free my shriek. What he heard was the ticking of his watch.

hands,” he thought, “| He unclosed his eyes and saw again the water

below him. “If T could free my hands,” he thought, “I
might throw off the noose and spring into the stream.
By diving I could evade the bullets and, swimming
vigorously, reach the bank, take to the woods and get
away home. My home, thank God, is as yet outside their lines; my wife and
little ones are still beyond the invader’s farthest advance.”

As these thoughts, which have here to be set down in words, were flashed
into the doomed man'’s brain rather than evolved from it, the captain nodded
to the sergeant. The sergeant stepped aside.

might throw off the

noose ..."

1

Peyton Farquhar was a well-to-do planter,” of an old and highly respected

Alabama family. Being a slave owner, and like other slave owners, a politician,

he was naturally an original secessionist’ and ardently devoted to the Southern

cause. Circumstances of an imperious nature, which it is unnecessary to relate

here, had prevented him from taking service” with the gallant army that had

fought the disastrous campaigns ending with the fal