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The purpose of this assignment is to prepare for AP level reading, writing, and analytical 
thinking. You will read ALL the selected works, paying close attention to plot and 

character development.  You will be expected to analyze these works and be able to 
discuss specific literary devices and their use in helping develop plot, theme, 

characters, and other aspects of each title.  You will be tested on all of this the first week 
of class.  

 
These are amazingly interesting works of literature.  Don't ruin it by using AI.  If that is 

your intent, you might want to rethink your schedule choices.   
 

Enjoy.    
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Welcome to senior year! Over the summer, all incoming seniors who are enrolled in AP 
Lit and Comp will need to read ALL the works on the list.  

Please follow the guidelines below to prepare for a successful start to the school year. 

Assignment Requirements: 

1. Read all the works selected and provided for you:  

Finish reading all selected works before the first day of school.  

2. Be prepared for an assessment: 

During the first two weeks of school, you will complete a reading assessment covering: 

●​ Major plot events 
●​ Character motivations and transformations 
●​ Specific literary devices and their use in helping develop plot, theme, characters, 

and other aspects of each title 

3. Prepare for an in-class assessment: 

You will be responsible for completing an assessment that can consist of multiple choice 
questions and/or an essay on one or all of the titles/topics covered.  This will be a great 
measuring stick for this year. ​
 

Optional Preparation Tips: 

To help you retain key details: 

●​ Take brief notes as you read. 
●​ Highlight or annotate important passages 

Important Reminder: 

This assignment will count as your first major English grade of the year. Stay focused 
this summer and begin senior year ready to think critically and engage with powerful 
ideas. These are amazingly interesting works of literature.  Don't ruin it by using AI.  If 
that is your intent, you might want to rethink your schedule choices.  



 

“Alone” ​
Edgar Allan Poe  

  

From childhood’s hour I have not been ​
As others were—I have not seen  

As others saw—I could not bring  

My passions from a common spring— ​
From the same source I have not taken ​
My sorrow—I could not awaken  

My heart to joy at the same tone— ​
And all I lov’d—I lov’d alone— ​
Then—in my childhood—in the dawn ​
Of a most stormy life—was drawn ​
From ev’ry depth of good and ill  

The mystery which binds me still— ​
From the torrent, or the fountain— ​
From the red cliff of the mountain— ​
From the sun that ’round me roll’d ​
In its autumn tint of gold—  

From the lightning in the sky ​
As it pass’d me flying by—  

From the thunder, and the storm— ​
And the cloud that took the form ​
(When the rest of Heaven was blue) ​
Of a demon in my view—  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Cask of Amontillado” by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

THE thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could; but when he ventured upon 

insult, I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, 

however, that I gave utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point 

definitively settled— but the very definitiveness with which it was resolved, precluded the idea 

of risk. I must not only punish, but punish with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when 

retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to make 

himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.  

It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to 

doubt my good will. I continued, as was my wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive 

that my smile now was at the thought of his immolation.  

He had a weak point—this Fortunato—although in other regards he was a man to be 

respected and even feared. He prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians 

have the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time 

and opportunity—to practise imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In 

painting and gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a quack—but in the matter of old 

wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him materially: I was skilful in the 

Italian vintages myself, and bought largely whenever I could.  

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I 

encountered my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking 

much. The man wore motley. He had on a tight- fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was 

surmounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him, that I thought I should 

never have done wringing his hand. 

I said to him: “My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking 

to-day! But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts.” 

“How?” said he. “Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible! 

And in the middle of the carnival!” 

“I have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without 

consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain.” 

“Amontillado!” 

“I have my doubts.” “Amontillado!” 

“And I must satisfy them.” “Amontillado!” 

“As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchesi. If any one has a critical turn, it is he. He will 

tell me——” 



“Luchesi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry.” 

“And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.” 

“Come, let us go.” “Whither?” 

“To your vaults.” 

“My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement. 

Luchesi——” 

“I have no engagement;—come.” 

“My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you are 

afflicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre.” 

“Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. 

And as for Luchesi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado.” 

Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm. Putting on a mask of black silk, and 

drawing a roquelaire closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo. 

There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honor of the time. I 

had told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them explicit orders not 

to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I well knew, to insure their immediate 

disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned. 

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him through 

several suites of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long and winding 

staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We came at length to the foot of the 

descent, and stood together on the damp ground of the catacombs of the Montresors. 

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode. 

“The pipe?” said he. 

“It is farther on,” said I; “but observe the white web- work which gleams from these cavern 

walls.” 

He turned toward me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of 

intoxication. 

“Nitre?” he asked, at length. 

“Nitre,” I replied. “How long have you had that cough?” 

“Ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!— ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!” 



My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes. 

“It is nothing,” he said, at last. 

“Come,” I said, with decision, “we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected, 

admired, beloved; 

you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will go 

back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchesi——” 

“Enough,” he said; “the cough is a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough.” 

“True—true,” I replied; “and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unnecessarily; but you 

should use all proper caution. A draught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps.” 

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon 

the mould. 

“Drink,” I said, presenting him the wine. 

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells 

jingled. 

“I drink,” he said, “to the buried that repose around us.” “And I to your long life.” 

He again took my arm, and we proceeded. “These vaults,” he said, “are extensive.” 

“The Montresors,” I replied, “were a great and numerous family.” 

“I forget your arms.” 

“A huge human foot d’or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are 

imbedded in the heel.” 

“And the motto?” 

“Nemo me impune lacessit.” “Good!” he said. 

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. 

We had passed through walls of piled bones, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into the 

inmost recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made bold to seize Fortunato 

by an arm above the elbow. 

“The nitre!” I said; “see, it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below the river’s 

bed. The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your 

cough——” 

“It is nothing,” he said; “let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc.” 



I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grâve. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a 

fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle upward with a gesticulation I did not understand. 

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement—a grotesque one. 

“You do not comprehend?” he said. “Not I,” I replied. 

“Then you are not of the brotherhood.” “How?” 

“You are not of the masons.” “Yes, yes,” I said; “yes, yes.” “You? Impossible! A mason?” “A 

mason,” I replied. 

“A sign,” he said. 

“It is this,” I answered, producing a trowel from beneath the folds of my roquelaire. 

“You jest,” he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. “But let us proceed to the Amontillado.” 

“Be it so,” I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak, and again offering him my arm. He leaned 

upon it heavily. We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a 

range of low arches, descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in 

which the foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame. 

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been 

lined with human 

remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides 

of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner. From the fourth the bones had been 

thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth, forming at one point a mound of some 

size. Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a still interior 

recess, in depth about four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed to have been 

constructed for no especial use within itself, but formed merely the interval between two of the 

colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs, and was backed by one of their circumscribing 

walls of solid granite. 

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavored to pry into the depth of the 

recess. Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see. 

“Proceed,” I said; “herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchesi——” 

“He is an ignoramus,” interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed 

immediately at his heels. In an instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, and finding his 

progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more and I had fettered him 

to the granite. In its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, 

horizontally. From one of these depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the 

links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too much 

astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess. 



“Pass your hand,” I said, “over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed it is very damp. 

Once more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I must first 

render you all the little attentions in my power.” 

“The Amontillado!” ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment. 

“True,” I replied; “the Amontillado.” 

As I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bones of which I have before spoken. 

Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With these 

materials and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche. 

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of 

Fortunato had in a great measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low 

moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. There was then a 

long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then I heard 

the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted for several minutes, during which, that I 

might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased my labors and sat down upon the bones. 

When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and finished without interruption the 

fifth, the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast. I 

again paused, and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the 

figure within. 

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, 

seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated—I trembled. Unsheathing 

my rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. 

I placed my hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I reapproached the 

wall. I replied to the yells of him who clamored. I re-echoed—I aided—I surpassed them in 

volume and in strength. I did this, and the clamorer grew still. 

It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth, 

and the tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a 

single stone to be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; I placed it partially in its 

destined position. But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that erected the hairs 

upon my head. It was succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of 

the noble Fortunato. The voice said— 

“Ha! ha! ha!—he! he!—a very good joke indeed—an excellent jest. We will have many a rich 

laugh about it at the palazzo—he! he! he!—over our wine—he! he! he!” 

“The Amontillado!” I said. 

“He! he! he!—he! he! he!—yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they be 

awaiting us at the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone.” 

“Yes,” I said, “let us be gone.” “For the love of God, Montresor!” 



“Yes,” I said, “for the love of God!” 

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud: 

“Fortunato!” 

No answer. I called again: 

“Fortunato!” 

No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came 

forth in reply only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick—on account of the dampness of the 

catacombs. I hastened to make an end of my labor. I forced the last stone into its position; I 

plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart of bones. For the half of a 

century no mortal has disturbed them. In pace requiescat! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“HOP FROG OR THE EIGHT CHAINED OURANG-OUTANGS” by  Edgar Allan Poe  

   

I NEVER knew anyone so keenly alive to a joke as the king was. He seemed to live only for 

joking. To tell a good story of the joke kind, and to tell it well, was the surest road to his favor. 

Thus it happened that his seven ministers were all noted for their accomplishments as jokers. 

They all took after the king, too, in being large, corpulent, oily men, as well as inimitable jokers. 

Whether people grow fat by joking, or whether there is something in fat itself which predisposes 

to a joke, I have never been quite able to determine; but certain it is that a lean joker is a rara 

avis in terris. 

About the refinements, or, as he called them, the ‘ghost’ of wit, the king troubled himself very 

little. He had an especial admiration for breadth in a jest, and would often put up with length, 

for the sake of it. Over-niceties wearied him. He would have preferred Rabelais’ ‘Gargantua’ to 

the ‘Zadig’ of Voltaire: and, upon the whole, practical jokes suited his taste far better than verbal 

ones. 

At the date of my narrative, professing jesters had not altogether gone out of fashion at court. 

Several of the great continental ‘powers’ still retain their ‘fools,’ who wore motley, with caps and 

bells, and who were expected to be always ready with sharp witticisms, at a moment’s notice, in 

consideration of the crumbs that fell from the royal table. 

Our king, as a matter of course, retained his ‘fool.’ The fact is, he required something in the way 

of folly- if only to counterbalance the heavy wisdom of the seven wise men who were his 

ministers- not to mention himself. 

His fool, or professional jester, was not only a fool, however. His value was trebled in the eyes of 

the king, by the fact of his being also a dwarf and a cripple. 

Dwarfs were as common at court, in those days, as fools; and many monarchs would have found 

it difficult to get through their days (days are rather longer at court than elsewhere) without both 

a jester to laugh with, and a dwarf to laugh at. 

But, as I have already observed, your jesters, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, are fat, 

round, and unwieldy- so that it was no small source of self- gratulation with our king that, in 

Hop-Frog (this was the fool’s name), he possessed a triplicate treasure in one person. 

I believe the name ‘Hop-Frog’ was not that given to the dwarf by his sponsors at baptism, but it 

was conferred upon him, by general consent of the several ministers, on account of his inability 

to walk as other men do. In fact, Hop-Frog could only get along by a sort of interjectional gait- 

something between a leap and a wriggle- a movement that afforded illimitable amusement, and 

of course consolation, to the king, for (notwithstanding the protuberance of his stomach 

and a constitutional swelling of the head) the king, by his whole court, was accounted a capital 

figure. 



But although Hop-Frog, through the distortion of his legs, could move only with great pain and 

difficulty along a road or floor, the prodigious muscular power which nature seemed to have 

bestowed upon his arms, by way of compensation for deficiency in the lower limbs, enabled him 

to perform many feats of wonderful dexterity, where trees or ropes were in question, or any 

thing else to climb. At such exercises he certainly much more resembled a squirrel, or a small 

monkey, than a frog. 

I am not able to say, with precision, from what country Hop-Frog originally came. It was from 

some barbarous region, however, that no person ever heard ofa vast distance from the court of 

our king. Hop-Frog, and a young girl very little less dwarfish than himself (although of exquisite 

proportions, and a marvellous dancer), had been forcibly carried off from their respective homes 

in adjoining provinces, and sent as presents to the king, by one of his ever- victorious generals. 

Under these circumstances, it is not to be wondered at that a close intimacy arose between the 

two little captives. Indeed, they soon became sworn friends. 

Hop-Frog, who, although he made a great deal of sport, was by no means popular, had it not in 

his power to render Trippetta many services; but she, on account of her grace and exquisite 

beauty (although a dwarf), was universally admired and petted; so she possessed much 

influence; and never failed to use it, whenever she could, for the benefit of Hop-Frog. 

On some grand state occasion- I forgot what- the king determined to have a masquerade, and 

whenever a masquerade or any thing of that kind, occurred at our court, then the talents, both of 

Hop-Frog and Trippetta were sure to be called into play. Hop-Frog, in especial, was so inventive 

in the way of getting up pageants, suggesting novel characters, and arranging costumes, for 

masked balls, that nothing could be done, it seems, without his assistance. 

The night appointed for the fete had arrived. A gorgeous hall had been fitted up, under 

Trippetta’s eye, with every kind of device which could possibly give eclat to a masquerade. The 

whole court was in a fever of expectation. As for costumes and characters, it might well be 

supposed that everybody had come to a decision on such points. Many had made up their minds 

(as to what roles they should assume) a week, or even a month, in advance; and, in fact, there 

was not a particle of indecision anywhere- except in the case of the king and his seven minsters. 

Why they hesitated I never could tell, unless they did it by way of a joke. 

More probably, they found it difficult, on account of being so fat, to make up their minds. At all 

events, time flew; and, as a last resort they sent for Trippetta and Hop-Frog. 

When the two little friends obeyed the summons of the king they found him sitting at his wine 

with the seven members of his cabinet council; but the monarch appeared to be in a very ill 

humor. He knew that Hop-Frog was not fond of wine, for it excited the poor cripple almost to 

madness; and madness is no comfortable feeling. But the king loved his practical jokes, and took 

pleasure in forcing Hop-Frog to drink and (as the king called it) ‘to be merry.’ “Come here, 

Hop-Frog,” said he, as the jester and his friend entered the room; “swallow this bumper to the 

health of your absent friends, [here Hop-Frog sighed,] and then let us have the benefit of your 

invention. We want characters, man something novel- out of the way. We are wearied with this 



everlasting sameness. Come, drink! the wine will brighten your wits.” Hop-Frog endeavored, as 

usual, to get up a jest in reply to these advances from the king; but the effort was too much. It 

happened to be the poor dwarf’s birthday, and the command to drink to his ‘absent friends’ 

forced the tears to his eyes. Many large, bitter drops fell into the goblet as he took it, humbly, 

from the hand of the tyrant. 

“Ah! ha! ha!” roared the latter, as the dwarf reluctantly drained the beaker.“See what a glass of 

good wine can do! Why, your eyes are shining already!” Poor fellow! his large eyes gleamed, 

rather than shone; for the effect of wine on his excitable brain was not more powerful than 

instantaneous. He placed the goblet nervously on the table, and looked round upon the company 

with a half- insane stare. They all seemed highly amused at the success of the king’s ‘joke.’ “And 

now to business,” said the prime minister, a very fat man. 

“Yes,” said the King; “Come lend us your assistance. Characters, my fine fellow; we stand in need 

of characters- all of us- ha! ha! ha!” and as this was seriously meant for a joke, his laugh was 

chorused by the seven. 

Hop-Frog also laughed although feebly and somewhat vacantly. 

“Come, come,” said the king, impatiently, “have you nothing to suggest?” “I am endeavoring to 

think of something novel,” replied the dwarf, abstractedly, for he was quite bewildered by the 

wine. 

“Endeavoring!” cried the tyrant, fiercely; “what do you mean by that? Ah, I perceive. You are 

Sulky, and want more wine. Here, drink this!” and he poured out another goblet full and offered 

it to the cripple, who merely gazed at it, gasping for breath. 

“Drink, I say!” shouted the monster, “or by the fiends-” The dwarf hesitated. The king grew 

purple with rage. The courtiers smirked. 

Trippetta, pale as a corpse, advanced to the monarch’s seat, and, falling on her knees before him, 

implored him to spare her friend. 

The tyrant regarded her, for some moments, in evident wonder at her audacity. 

He seemed quite at a loss what to do or say- how most becomingly to express his indignation. At 

last, without uttering a syllable, he pushed her violently from him, and threw the contents of the 

brimming goblet in her face. 

The poor girl got up the best she could, and, not daring even to sigh, resumed her position at the 

foot of the table. 

There was a dead silence for about half a minute, during which the falling of a leaf, or of a 

feather, might have been heard. It was interrupted by a low, but harsh and protracted grating 

sound which seemed to come at once from every corner of the room. 



“What- what- what are you making that noise for?” demanded the king, turning furiously to the 

dwarf. 

The latter seemed to have recovered, in great measure, from his intoxication, and looking fixedly 

but quietly into the tyrant’s face, merely ejaculated: “I- I? How could it have been me?” “The 

sound appeared to come from without,” observed one of the courtiers. “I fancy it was the parrot 

at the window, whetting his bill upon his cage-wires.” “True,” replied the monarch, as if much 

relieved by the suggestion; “but, on the honor of a knight, I could have sworn that it was the 

gritting of this vagabond’s teeth.” Hereupon the dwarf laughed (the king was too confirmed a 

joker to object to any one’s laughing), and displayed a set of large, powerful, and very repulsive 

teeth. Moreover, he avowed his perfect willingness to swallow as much wine as desired. The 

monarch was pacified; and having drained another bumper with no very perceptible ill effect, 

Hop-Frog entered at once, and with spirit, into the plans for the masquerade. 

“I cannot tell what was the association of idea,” observed he, very tranquilly, and as if he had 

never tasted wine in his life, “but just after your majesty, had struck the girl and thrown the wine 

in her face- just after your majesty had done this, and while the parrot was making that odd 

noise outside the window, there came into my mind a capital diversion- one of my own country 

frolics- often enacted among us, at our masquerades: but here it will be new altogether. 

Unfortunately, however, it requires a company of eight persons and-” 

“Here we are!” cried the king, laughing at his acute discovery of the coincidence; “eight to a 

fraction- I and my seven ministers. Come! what is the diversion?” “We call it,” replied the 

cripple, “the Eight Chained Ourang-Outangs, and it really is excellent sport if well enacted.” “We 

will enact it,” remarked the king, drawing himself up, and lowering his eyelids. 

“The beauty of the game,” continued Hop-Frog, “lies in the fright it occasions among the 

women.” “Capital!” roared in chorus the monarch and his ministry. 

“I will equip you as ourang-outangs,” proceeded the dwarf; “leave all that to me. The 

resemblance shall be so striking, that the company of masqueraders will take you for real beasts- 

and of course, they will be as much terrified as 

astonished.” “Oh, this is exquisite!” exclaimed the king. “Hop-Frog! I will make a man of you.” 

“The chains are for the purpose of increasing the confusion by their jangling. 

You are supposed to have escaped, en masse, from your keepers. Your majesty cannot conceive 

the effect produced, at a masquerade, by eight chained ourangoutangs, imagined to be real ones 

by most of the company; and rushing in with savage cries, among the crowd of delicately and 

gorgeously habited men and women. The contrast is inimitable!” “It must be,” said the king: and 

the council arose hurriedly (as it was growing late), to put in execution the scheme of Hop-Frog. 

His mode of equipping the party as ourang-outangs was very simple, but effective enough for his 

purposes. The animals in question had, at the epoch of my story, very rarely been seen in any 

part of the civilized world; and as the imitations made by the dwarf were sufficiently beast-like 

and more than sufficiently hideous, their truthfulness to nature was thus thought to be secured. 



The king and his ministers were first encased in tight-fitting stockinet shirts and drawers. They 

were then saturated with tar. At this stage of the process, some one of the party suggested 

feathers; but the suggestion was at once overruled by the dwarf, who soon convinced the eight, 

by ocular demonstration, that the hair of such a brute as the ourang-outang was much more 

efficiently represented by flu. 

A thick coating of the latter was accordingly plastered upon the coating of tar. A long chain was 

now procured. First, it was passed about the waist of the king, and tied, then about another of 

the party, and also tied; then about all successively, in the same manner. When this chaining 

arrangement was complete, and the party stood as far apart from each other as possible, they 

formed a circle; and to make all things appear natural, Hop-Frog passed the residue of the chain 

in two diameters, at right angles, across the circle, after the fashion adopted, at the present day, 

by those who capture Chimpanzees, or other large apes, in Borneo. 

The grand saloon in which the masquerade was to take place, was a circular room, very lofty, 

and receiving the light of the sun only through a single window at top. At night (the season for 

which the apartment was especially designed) it was illuminated principally by a large 

chandelier, depending by a chain from the centre of the sky-light, and lowered, or elevated, by 

means of a counter-balance as usual; but (in order not to look unsightly) this latter passed 

outside the cupola and over the roof. 

The arrangements of the room had been left to Trippetta’s superintendence; but, in some 

particulars, it seems, she had been guided by the calmer judgment of her friend the dwarf. At his 

suggestion it was that, on this occasion, the chandelier was removed. Its waxen drippings 

(which, in weather so warm, it 

was quite impossible to prevent) would have been seriously detrimental to the rich dresses of the 

guests, who, on account of the crowded state of the saloon, could not all be expected to keep 

from out its centre; that is to say, from under the chandelier. Additional sconces were set in 

various parts of the hall, out of the war, and a flambeau, emitting sweet odor, was placed in the 

right hand of each of the Caryatides that stood against the wall- some fifty or sixty altogether. 

The eight ourang-outangs, taking Hop-Frog’s advice, waited patiently until midnight (when the 

room was thoroughly filled with masqueraders) before making their appearance. No sooner had 

the clock ceased striking, however, than they rushed, or rather rolled in, all together- for the 

impediments of their chains caused most of the party to fall, and all to stumble as they entered. 

The excitement among the masqueraders was prodigious, and filled the heart of the king with 

glee. As had been anticipated, there were not a few of the guests who supposed the 

ferocious-looking creatures to be beasts of some kind in reality, if not precisely ourang-outangs. 

Many of the women swooned with affright; and had not the king taken the precaution to exclude 

all weapons from the saloon, his party might soon have expiated their frolic in their blood. As it 

was, a general rush was made for the doors; but the king had ordered them to be locked 

immediately upon his entrance; and, at the dwarf’s suggestion, the keys had been deposited with 

him. 



While the tumult was at its height, and each masquerader attentive only to his own safety (for, in 

fact, there was much real danger from the pressure of the excited crowd), the chain by which the 

chandelier ordinarily hung, and which had been drawn up on its removal, might have been seen 

very gradually to descend, until its hooked extremity came within three feet of the floor. 

Soon after this, the king and his seven friends having reeled about the hall in all directions, 

found themselves, at length, in its centre, and, of course, in immediate contact with the chain. 

While they were thus situated, the dwarf, who had followed noiselessly at their heels, inciting 

them to keep up the commotion, took hold of their own chain at the intersection of the two 

portions which crossed the circle diametrically and at right angles. Here, with the rapidity of 

thought, he inserted the hook from which the chandelier had been wont to depend; and, in an 

instant, by some unseen agency, the chandelier-chain was drawn so far upward as to take the 

hook out of reach, and, as an inevitable consequence, to drag the ourangoutangs together in 

close connection, and face to face. 

The masqueraders, by this time, had recovered, in some measure, from their alarm; and, 

beginning to regard the whole matter as a well-contrived pleasantry, set up a loud shout of 

laughter at the predicament of the apes. 

“Leave them to me!” now screamed Hop-Frog, his shrill voice making itself easily heard through 

all the din. “Leave them to me. I fancy I know them. If I can 

only get a good look at them, I can soon tell who they are.” Here, scrambling over the heads of 

the crowd, he managed to get to the wall; when, seizing a flambeau from one of the Caryatides, 

he returned, as he went, to the centre of the room-leaping, with the agility of a monkey, upon the 

kings head, and thence clambered a few feet up the chain; holding down the torch to examine 

the group of ourang-outangs, and still screaming: “I shall soon find out who they are!” And now, 

while the whole assembly (the apes included) were convulsed with laughter, the jester suddenly 

uttered a shrill whistle; when the chain flew violently up for about thirty feet- dragging with it 

the dismayed and struggling ourang-outangs, and leaving them suspended in mid-air between 

the sky-light and the floor. 

Hop-Frog, clinging to the chain as it rose, still maintained his relative position in respect to the 

eight maskers, and still (as if nothing were the matter) continued to thrust his torch down 

toward them, as though endeavoring to discover who they were. 

So thoroughly astonished was the whole company at this ascent, that a dead silence, of about a 

minute’s duration, ensued. It was broken by just such a low, harsh, grating sound, as had before 

attracted the attention of the king and his councillors when the former threw the wine in the face 

of Trippetta. But, on the present occasion, there could be no question as to whence the sound 

issued. It came from the fang- like teeth of the dwarf, who ground them and gnashed them as he 

foamed at the mouth, and glared, with an expression of maniacal rage, into the upturned 

countenances of the king and his seven companions. 

“Ah, ha!” said at length the infuriated jester. “Ah, ha! I begin to see who these people are now!” 

Here, pretending to scrutinize the king more closely, he held the flambeau to the flaxen coat 



which enveloped him, and which instantly burst into a sheet of vivid flame. In less than half a 

minute the whole eight ourang- outangs were blazing fiercely, amid the shrieks of the multitude 

who gazed at them from below, horror-stricken, and without the power to render them the 

slightest assistance. 

At length the flames, suddenly increasing in virulence, forced the jester to climb higher up the 

chain, to be out of their reach; and, as he made this movement, the crowd again sank, for a brief 

instant, into silence. The dwarf seized his opportunity, and once more spoke: “I now see 

distinctly.” he said, “what manner of people these maskers are. 

They are a great king and his seven privy-councillors,- a king who does not scruple to strike a 

defenceless girl and his seven councillors who abet him in the outrage. As for myself, I am 

simply Hop-Frog, the jester- and this is my last jest.” Owing to the high combustibility of both 

the flax and the tar to which it adhered, the dwarf had scarcely made an end of his brief speech 

before the work of vengeance was complete. The eight corpses swung in their chains, a fetid, 

blackened, hideous, and indistinguishable mass. The cripple hurled his torch at them, clambered 

leisurely to the ceiling, and disappeared through the sky-light. 

It is supposed that Trippetta, stationed on the roof of the saloon, had been the accomplice of her 

friend in his fiery revenge, and that, together, they effected their escape to their own country: for 

neither was seen again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“A Rose for Emily” by William Faulkner 

WHEN Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men through a sort of 

respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of curiosity to see the inside of 

her house, which no one save an old man-servant--a combined gardener and cook--had seen in 

at least ten years. 

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated with cupolas and spires 

and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the seventies, set on what had once been 

our most select street. But garages and cotton gins had encroached and obliterated even the 

august names of that neighborhood; only Miss Emily's house was left, lifting its stubborn and 

coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps-an eyesore among eyesores. 

And now Miss Emily had gone to join the representatives of those august names where they lay 

in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous graves of Union and 

Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson. 

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary obligation upon 

the town, dating from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor--he who fathered the 

edict that no Negro woman should appear on the streets without an apron-remitted her taxes, 

the dispensation dating from the death of her father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily 

would have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss 

Emily's father had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, preferred 

this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris' generation and thought could have 

invented it, and only a woman could have believed it. 

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and aldermen, this 

arrangement created some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax 

notice. February came, and there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking her to call 

at the sheriff's office at her convenience. A week later the mayor wrote her himself, offering to 

call or to send his car for her, and received in reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, 

flowing calligraphy in faded ink, to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax notice 

was also enclosed, without comment. 

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputation waited upon her, knocked 

at the door through which no visitor had passed since she ceased giving china-painting lessons 

eight or ten years earlier. They were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from which a 

stairway mounted into still more shadow. It smelled of dust and disuse--a close, dank smell. The 

Negro led them into the parlor. It was furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the 

Negro opened the blinds of one window, they could see that the leather was cracked; and when 

they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, spinning with slow motes in the 

single sun-ray. On a tarnished gilt easel before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss 

Emily's father. 

They rose when she entered--a small, fat woman in black, with a thin gold chain descending to 

her waist and vanishing into her belt, leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her 

skeleton was small and spare; perhaps that was why what would have been merely plumpness in 



another was obesity in her. She looked bloated, like a body long submerged in motionless water, 

and of that pallid 

hue. Her eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked like two small pieces of coal pressed into 

a lump of dough as they moved from one face to another while the visitors stated their errand. 

She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened quietly until the spokesman 

came to a stumbling halt. Then they could hear the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold 

chain. 

Her voice was dry and cold. "I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris explained it to me. 

Perhaps one of you can gain access to the city records and satisfy yourselves." 

"But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn't you get a notice from the sheriff, 

signed by him?" 

"I received a paper, yes," Miss Emily said. "Perhaps he considers himself the sheriff . . . I have no 

taxes in Jefferson." 

"But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see We must go by the--" "See Colonel 

Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson." 

"But, Miss Emily--" 

"See Colonel Sartoris." (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.) "I have no taxes in 

Jefferson. Tobe!" The Negro appeared. "Show these gentlemen out." 

II 

So SHE vanquished them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished their fathers thirty years 

before about the smell. 

That was two years after her father's death and a short time after her sweetheart--the one we 

believed would marry her --had deserted her. After her father's death she went out very little; 

after her sweetheart went away, people hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity 

to call, but were not received, and the only sign of life about the place was the Negro man--a 

young man then-- going in and out with a market basket. 

"Just as if a man--any man--could keep a kitchen properly, "the ladies said; so they were not 

surprised when the smell developed. It was another link between the gross, teeming world and 

the high and mighty Griersons. 

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty years old. "But what will 

you have me do about it, madam?" he said. 

"Why, send her word to stop it," the woman said. "Isn't there a law? " 



"I'm sure that won't be necessary," Judge Stevens said. "It's probably just a snake or a rat that 

nigger of hers killed in the yard. I'll speak to him about it." 

The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who came in diffident 

deprecation. "We really must do something about it, Judge. I'd be the last one in the world to 

bother Miss Emily, but we've got to do something." That night the Board of Aldermen 

met--three graybeards and one younger man, a member of the rising generation. 

"It's simple enough," he said. "Send her word to have her place cleaned up. Give her a certain 

time to do it in, and if she don't. .." 

"Dammit, sir," Judge Stevens said, "will you accuse a lady to her face of smelling bad?" 

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily's lawn and slunk about the house 

like burglars, sniffing along the base of the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one of 

them performed a regular sowing motion with his hand out of a sack slung from his shoulder. 

They broke open the cellar door and sprinkled lime there, and in all the outbuildings. As they 

recrossed the lawn, a window that had been dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light 

behind her, and her upright torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept quietly across the 

lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that lined the street. After a week or two the smell went 

away. 

That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People in our town, remembering 

how old lady Wyatt, her great-aunt, had gone completely crazy at last, believed that the 

Griersons held themselves a little too high for what they really were. None of the young men 

were quite good enough for Miss Emily and such. We had long thought of them as a tableau, 

Miss Emily a slender figure in white in the background, her father a spraddled silhouette in the 

foreground, his back to her and clutching a horsewhip, the two of them framed by the back-flung 

front door. So when she got to be thirty and was still single, we were not pleased exactly, but 

vindicated; even with insanity in the family she wouldn't have turned down all of her chances if 

they had really materialized. 

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was left to her; and in a way, 

people were glad. At last they could pity Miss Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had 

become humanized. 

Now she too would know the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more or less. 

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and offer condolence and aid, 

as is our custom Miss Emily met them at the door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on 

her face. She told them that her father was not dead. She did that for three days, with the 

ministers calling on her, and the doctors, trying to persuade her to let them dispose of the body. 

Just as they were about to resort to law and force, she broke down, and they buried her father 

quickly. 



We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. We remembered all the 

young men her father had driven away, and we knew that with nothing left, she would have to 

cling to that which had robbed her, as people will. 

III 

SHE WAS SICK for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short, making her look 

like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those angels in colored church windows--sort of tragic 

and serene. 

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in the summer after her father's 

death they began the work. The construction company came with riggers and mules and 

machinery, and a foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee--a big, dark, ready man, with a big 

voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys would follow in groups to hear him cuss the 

riggers, and the riggers singing in time to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew 

everybody in town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the square, Homer 

Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently we began to see him and Miss Emily on 

Sunday afternoons driving in the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the 

livery stable. 

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the ladies all said, "Of 

course a Grierson would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer." But there were still 

others, older people, who said that even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse 

oblige- - 

without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, "Poor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come to her." 

She had some kin in Alabama; but years ago her father had fallen out with them over the estate 

of old lady Wyatt, the crazy woman, and there was no communication between the two families. 

They had not even been represented at the funeral. 

And as soon as the old people said, "Poor Emily," the whispering began. "Do you suppose it's 

really so?" they said to one another. "Of course it is. What else could . . ." This behind their 

hands; rustling of craned silk and satin behind jalousies closed upon the sun of Sunday 

afternoon as the thin, swift clop- clop-clop of the matched team passed: "Poor Emily." 

She carried her head high enough--even when we believed that she was fallen. It was as if she 

demanded more than ever the recognition of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had wanted 

that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness. Like when she bought the rat poison, 

the arsenic. That was over a year after they had begun to say "Poor Emily," and while the two 

female cousins were visiting her. 

"I want some poison," she said to the druggist. She was over thirty then, still a slight woman, 

though thinner than usual, with cold, haughty black eyes in a face the flesh of which was 

strained across the temples and about the eyesockets as you imagine a lighthouse-keeper's face 

ought to look. "I want some poison," she said. 



"Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I'd recom--" "I want the best you have. I don't 

care what kind." 

The druggist named several. "They'll kill anything up to an elephant. But what you want is--" 

"Arsenic," Miss Emily said. "Is that a good one?" 

"Is . . . arsenic? Yes, ma'am. But what you want--" "I want arsenic." 

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face like a strained flag. 

"Why, of course," the druggist said. "If that's what you want. But the law requires you to tell 

what you are going to use it for." 

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look him eye for eye, until he 

looked away and went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought 

her the package; the druggist didn't come back. When she opened the package at home there 

was written on the box, under the skull and bones: "For rats." 

IV 

So THE NEXT day we all said, "She will kill herself"; and we said it would be the best thing. 

When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, "She will marry him." 

Then we said, "She will persuade him yet," because Homer himself had remarked--he liked men, 

and it was known that he drank with the younger men in the Elks' Club--that he was not a 

marrying man. Later we said, "Poor Emily" behind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday 

afternoon in the glittering buggy, Miss Emily with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat 

cocked and a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove. 

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a bad example to the 

young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist 

minister--Miss Emily's people were Episcopal-- to call upon her. He would never divulge what 

happened during that interview, but he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they again 

drove about the streets, and the following day the minister's wife wrote to Miss Emily's relations 

in Alabama. 

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch developments. At first 

nothing happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss Emily 

had been to the jeweler's and ordered a man's toilet set in silver, with the letters H. B. on each 

piece. Two days later we learned that she had bought a complete outfit of men's clothing, 

including a nightshirt, and we said, "They are married." We were really glad. We were glad 

because the two female cousins were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been. 

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron--the streets had been finished some time 

since--was gone. We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we 

believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily's coming, or to give her a chance to get 

rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal, and we were all Miss Emily's allies to help 

circumvent the cousins.) Sure enough, after another week they departed. And, as we had 



expected all along, within three days Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro 

man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening. 

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time. The Negro 

man went in and out with the market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and then 

we would see her at a window for a moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled the 

lime, but for almost six months she did not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this was to 

be expected too; as if that quality of her father which had thwarted her woman's life so many 

times had been too virulent and too furious to die. 

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was turning gray. During the next 

few years it grew grayer and grayer until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it 

ceased turning. Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous iron-gray, like 

the hair of an active man. 

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or seven years, when 

she was about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio in 

one of the downstairs rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris' 

contemporaries were sent to her with the same regularity and in the same spirit that they were 

sent to church on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate. Meanwhile her 

taxes had been remitted. 

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the painting 

pupils grew up and fell away and did not send their children to her with boxes of color and 

tedious brushes and pictures cut from the ladies' magazines. The front door closed upon the last 

one and remained closed for good. When the town got free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone 

refused to let them fasten the metal numbers above her door and attach a mailbox to it. She 

would not listen to them. 

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped, going in and out 

with the market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would be returned by the 

post office a week later, unclaimed. Now and then we would see her in one of the downstairs 

windows--she had evidently shut up the top floor of the house--like the carven torso of an idol in 

a niche, looking or not looking at us, we could never tell which. Thus she passed from generation 

to generation--dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse. 

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering Negro 

man to wait on her. We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given up trying to get 

any information from the Negro 

He talked to no one, probably not even to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from 

disuse. 

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain, her gray head 

propped on a pillow yellow and moldy with age and lack of sunlight. 



V 

THE NEGRO met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed, 

sibilant voices and their quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He walked right 

through the house and out the back and was not seen again. 

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with the town 

coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her 

father musing profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre; and the very old 

men --some in their brushed Confederate uniforms--on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss 

Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and 

courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom 

all the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite 

touches, divided from them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years. 

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had seen in 

forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the 

ground before they opened it. 

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading dust. A thin, 

acrid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a 

bridal: upon the valance curtains of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the 

dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the man's toilet things backed with 

tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar 

and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in 

the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the 

discarded socks. 

The man himself lay in the bed. 

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin. The body 

had apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, 

that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him, rotted beneath 

what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and upon 

him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust. 

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us lifted 

something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the 

nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair. 

 

 

 

 



"Where Are You Going, Where Have You Been" by Joyce Carol Oates (1966)  

Her name was Connie. She was fifteen and she had a quick, nervous giggling habit of craning her 

neck to glance into mirrors or checking other people's faces to make sure her own was all right. 

Her mother, who noticed everything and knew everything and 

who hadn't much reason any longer to look at her own face, always scolded Connie about it. 

"Stop gawking at yourself. Who are you? You think you're so pretty?" she would say. Connie 

would raise her eyebrows at these familiar old complaints and look right through her mother, 

into a shadowy vision of herself as she was right at that moment: she knew she was pretty and 

that was everything. Her mother had been pretty once too, if you could believe those old 

snapshots in the album, but now her looks were gone and that was why she was always after 

Connie. "Why don't you keep your room clean like your sister? How've you got your hair 

fixed—what the hell stinks? Hair spray? You don't see your sister using that junk." 

Her sister June was twenty-four and still lived at home. She was a secretary in the high school 

Connie attended, and if that wasn't bad enough—with her in the same building—she was so plain 

and chunky and steady that Connie had to hear her praised all the time by her mother and her 

mother's sisters. June did this, June did that, she saved money and helped clean the house and 

cooked and Connie couldn't do a thing, her mind was all filled with trashy daydreams. Their 

father was away at work most of the time and when he came home he wanted supper and he 

read the newspaper at supper and after supper he went to bed. He didn't bother talking much to 

them, but around his bent head Connie's mother kept picking at her until Connie wished her 

mother was dead and she herself was dead and it was all over. "She makes me want to throw up 

sometimes," she complained to her friends. She had a high, breathless, amused voice that made 

everything she said sound a little forced, whether it was sincere or not. 

There was one good thing: June went places with girl friends of hers, girls who were just as plain 

and steady as she, and so when Connie wanted to do that her mother had no objections. The 

father of Connie's best girl friend drove the girls the three miles to town and left them at a 

shopping plaza so they could walk through the stores or go to a movie, and when he came to pick 

them up again at eleven he never bothered to ask what they had done. 

They must have been familiar sights, walking around the shopping plaza in their shorts and flat 

ballerina slippers that always scuffed the sidewalk, with charm bracelets jingling on their thin 

wrists; they would lean together to whisper and laugh secretly if someone passed who amused or 

interested them. Connie had long dark blond hair that drew anyone's eye to it, and she wore part 

of it pulled up on her head and puffed out and the rest of it she let fall down her back. She wore a 

pull-over jersey blouse that looked one way when she was at home and another way when she 

was away from home. 

Everything about her had two sides to it, one for home and one for anywhere that was not home: 

her walk, which could be childlike and bobbing, or languid enough to make anyone think she 

was hearing music in her head; her mouth, which was pale and smirking 



most of the time, but bright and pink on these evenings out; her laugh, which was cynical and 

drawling at home—"Ha, ha, very funny,"—but high pitched and nervous anywhere else, like the 

jingling of the charms on her bracelet. 

Sometimes they did go shopping or to a movie, but sometimes they went across the highway, 

ducking fast across the busy road, to a drive-in restaurant where older kids hung out. The 

restaurant was shaped like a big bottle, though squatter than a real bottle , and on its cap was a 

revolving figure of a grinning boy holding a hamburger aloft. One night in midsummer they ran 

across, breathless with daring, and right away someone leaned out a car window and invited 

them over, but it was just a boy from high school they didn't like. It made them feel good to be 

able to ignore him. They went up through the maze of parked and cruising cars to the bright-lit, 

fly-infested restaurant, their faces pleased and expectant as if they were entering a sacred 

building that loomed up out of the night to give them what haven and blessing they yearned for. 

They sat at the counter and crossed their legs at the ankles, their thin shoulders rigid with 

excitement, and listened to the music that made everything so good: the music was lways in the 

background, like music at a church service; it was something to depend upon. 

A boy named Eddie came in to talk with them. He sat backwards on his stool, turning himself 

jerkily around in semicircles and then stopping and turning back again, and after a while he 

asked Connie if she would like something to eat. She said she would and so she tapped her 

friend's arm on her way out—her friend pulled her face up into a brave, droll look—and Connie 

said she would meet her at eleven, across the way. "I just hate to leave her like that," Connie said 

earnestly, but the boy said that she wouldn't be alone 

for long. So they went out to his car, and on the way Connie couldn't help but let her eyes 

wander over the windshields and face s all around her, her face gleaming with a joy that had 

nothing to do with Eddie or even this place; it might have been the music. She drew her 

shoulders up and sucked in her breath with the pure pleasure of being alive, and just at that 

moment she happened to glance at a face just a few feet from hers. It was a boy with shaggy 

black hair, in a convertible jalopy painted gold. He stared at her 

and then his lips widened into a grin. Connie slit her eyes at him and turned away, but she 

couldn't help glancing back and there he was, still watching her. He wagged a finger and laughed 

and said, "Gonna get you, baby," and Connie turned away again without Eddie noticing 

anything. She spent three hours with him, at the restaurant where they ate hamburgers and 

drank Cokes in wax cups that were always sweating, and then down an alley a mile or so away, 

and when he left her off at five to eleven only the movie house was still open at the plaza. Her 

girl friend was there, talking with a boy. When Connie came up, the two girls smiled at each 

other and Connie said, "How was the movie?" and the girl said, 'You should know." They rode off 

with the girl's father, sleepy and pleased, and Connie couldn't help but look back at the darkened 

shopping plaza with its big empty parking lot and its signs that were faded and ghostly now, and 

over at the drive-in restaurant where cars were still circling tirelessly. She couldn't hear the 

music at this distance. 

Next morning June asked her how the movie was and Connie said, "So-so." She and that girl and 

occasionally another girl went out several times a week, and the rest of the time Connie spent 



around the house—it was summer vacation—getting in her mother's way and thinking, dreaming 

about the boys she met. But all the boys fell back and dissolved into a single face that was not 

even a face but an idea, a feeling, mixed up with 

the urgent insistent pounding of the music and the humid night air of July. Connie's mother 

kept dragging her back to the daylight by finding things for her to door saying suddenly, 'What's 

this about the Pettinger girl?" 

And Connie would say nervously, "Oh, her. That dope." She always drew thick clear lines 

between herself and such girls, and her mother was simple and kind enough to believe it. Her 

mother was so simple, Connie thought, that it was maybe cruel to fool her so much. Her mother 

went scuffling around the house in old bedroom slippers and complained over the telephone to 

one sister about the other, then the other called up and the two of them complained about the 

third one. If June's name was mentioned her mother's tone was approving, and if Connie's name 

was mentioned it was disapproving. This did not really mean she disliked Connie, and actually 

Connie thought that her mother preferred her to June just because she was prettier, but the two 

of them kept up a pretense of exasperation, a sense that they were tugging and struggling over 

something of little value to either of them. Sometimes, over coffee, they were almost friends, but 

something would come up—some vexation that was like a fly buzzing suddenly around their 

heads—and their faces went hard with contempt. 

One Sunday Connie got up at eleven—none of them bothered with church—and washed her hair 

so that it could dry all day long in the sun. Her parents and sister were going to a barbecue at an 

aunt's house and Connie said no, she wasn't interested, rolling her eyes to let her mother know 

just what she thought of it. "Stay home alone then," her mother said sharply. Connie sat out back 

in a lawn chair and watched them drive away, her father quiet and bald, hunched around so that 

he could back the car out, her mother with a look that was still angry and not at all softened 

through the windshield, and in the back seat poor old June, all dressed up as if she didn't know 

what a barbecue was, with all the running yelling kids and the flies. Connie sat with her eyes 

closed in the sun dreaming and dazed with the warmth about her as if this were a kind of love, 

the caresses of love, and her mind slipped over onto thoughts of the boy she had been with the 

night before and how nice he had been, how sweet it always was, not the way someone like June 

would suppose but sweet, gentle, the way it was in movies and promised in songs; and when she 

opened her eyes she hardly knew where she was, the back yard ran off into weeds and a 

fence-like line of trees and behind it the sky was perfectly blue and still. 

The asbestos ranch house that was now three years old startled her—it looked small. She shook 

her head as if to get awake. 

It was too hot. She went inside the house and turned on the radio to drown out the quiet. She sat 

on the edge of her bed, barefoot, and listened for an hour and a half to a program called XYZ 

Sunday Jamboree, record after record of hard, fast, shrieking songs she sang along with, 

interspersed by exclamations from "Bobby King": " An' look here, you girls at Napoleon's—Son 

and Charley want you to pay real close attention to this song coming up!" 



And Connie paid close attention herself, bathed in a glow of slow-pulsed joy that seemed to rise 

mysteriously out of the music itself and lay languidly about the airless little room, breathed in 

and breathed out with each gentle rise and fall of her chest. After a while she heard a car coming 

up the drive. She sat up at once, startled, because it couldn't be her father so soon. The gravel 

kept crunching all the way in from the road— the driveway was long—and Connie ran to the 

window. It was a car she didn't know. It was an open jalopy, painted a bright gold that caught 

the sunlight opaquely. Her heart 

began to pound and her fingers snatched at her hair, checking it, and she whispered, "Christ. 

Christ," wondering how bad she looked. The car came to a stop at the side door and the horn 

sounded four short taps, as if this were a signal Connie knew. She went into the kitchen and 

approached the door slowly, then hung out the screen door, her bare toes curling down off the 

step. There were two boys in the car and now she recognized the driver: he had shaggy, shabby 

black hair that looked crazy as a wig and he was grinning at her. "I ain't late, am I?" he said. 

"Who the hell do you think you are?" Connie said. "Toldja I'd be out, didn't I?" 

"I don't even know who you are." 

She spoke sullenly, careful to show no interest or pleasure, and he spoke in a fast, bright 

monotone. Connie looked past him to the other boy, taking her time. He had fair brown hair, 

with a lock that fell onto his forehead. His sideburns gave him a fierce, embarrassed look, but so 

far he hadn't even bothered to glance at her. Both boys wore sunglasses. The driver's glasses 

were metallic and mirrored everything in miniature. 

"You wanta come for a ride?" he said. Connie smirked and let her hair fall loose over one 

shoulder. "Don'tcha like my car? New paint job," he said. "Hey." 

"What?" 

"You're cute." She pretended to fidget, chasing flies away from the door. "Don'tcha believe me, 

or what?" he said. 

"Look, I don't even know who you are," Connie said in disgust. 

"Hey, Ellie's got a radio, see. Mine broke down." He lifted his friend's arm and showed her the 

little transistor radio the boy was holding, and now Connie began to hear the music. It was the 

same program that was playing inside the house. 

"Bobby King?" she said. 

"I listen to him all the time. I think he's great." "He's kind of great," Connie said reluctantly. 

"Listen, that guy's great. He knows where the action is." Connie blushed a little, because the 

glasses made it impossible for her to see just what this boy was looking at. She couldn't decide if 

she liked him or if he was just a jerk, and so she dawdled in the doorway and wouldn't come 

down or go back inside. 



She said, "What's all that stuff painted on your car?" 

"Can'tcha read it?" He opened the door very carefully, as if he were afraid it might fall off. He 

slid out just as carefully, planting his feet firmly on the ground, the tiny metallic world in his 

glasses slowing down like gelatine hardening, and in the midst of it Connie's bright green blouse. 

"This here is my name, to begin with, he said. ARNOLD FRIEND was written in tarlike black 

letters on the side, with a drawing of a round, grinning face that reminded Connie of a pumpkin, 

except it wore sunglasses. "I wanta introduce myself, I'm Arnold Friend and that's my real name 

and I'm gonna be your friend, honey, and inside the car's Ellie Oscar, he's kinda shy. Ellie 

brought his transistor radio up to his shoulder and balanced it there. "Now, these numbers are a 

secret code, honey," Arnold Friend explained. He read off the numbers 33, 19, 17 and raised his 

eyebrows at her to see what she thought of that, but she didn't think much of it. The left rear 

fender had been smashed and around it was written, on the gleaming gold background: DONE 

BY CRAZY WOMAN DRIVER. Connie had to laugh at that. 

Arnold Friend was pleased at her laughter and looked up at her. "Around 

the other side's a lot more —you wanta come and see them?" "No." 

"Why not?" "Why should I?" 

"Don'tcha wanta see what's on the car? Don'tcha wanta go for a ride?" "I don't know." 

"Why not?" 

"I got things to do." "Like what?" "Things." 

He laughed as if she had said something funny. He slapped his thighs. He was standing in a 

strange way, leaning back against the car as if he were balancing himself. He wasn't tall, only an 

inch or so taller than she would be if she came down to him. 

Connie liked 

the way he was dressed, which was the way all of them dressed: tight faded jeans stuffed into 

black, scuffed boots, a belt that pulled his waist in and showed how lean he was, and a white 

pull-over shirt that was a little soiled and showed the hard small muscles of his arms and 

shoulders. He looked as if he probably did hard work, lifting and carrying things. Even his neck 

looked muscular. And his face was a familiar face, somehow: the jaw and chin and cheeks 

slightly darkened because he hadn't shaved for a day or two, and the nose long and hawklike, 

sniffing as if she were a treat he was going to gobble up and it was all a joke. "Connie, you ain't 

telling the truth. This is your day set aside for a ride with me and you know it," he said, still 

laughing. The way he straightened and recovered from his fit of laughing showed that it had 

been all fake. 

"How do you know what my name is?" she said suspiciously. "It's Connie." 

"Maybe and maybe not." 



"I know my Connie," he said, wagging his finger. Now she remembered him even better, back at 

the restaurant, and her cheeks warmed at the thought of how she had sucked in her breath just 

at the moment she passed him—how she must have looked to him. And he had remembered her. 

"Ellie and I come out here especially for you," he said. "Ellie can sit in back. How about it?" 

"Where?" "Where what?" 

"Where're we going?" 

He looked at her. He took off the sunglasses and she saw how pale the skin around his eyes was, 

like holes that were not in shadow but instead in light. His eyes were like chips of broken glass 

that catch the light in an amiable way. He smiled. It was as if the idea of going for a ride 

somewhere, to someplace, was a new idea to him. "Just for a ride, Connie sweetheart." 

"I never said my name was Connie," she said. 

"But I know what it is. I know your name and all about you, lots of things," Arnold Friend said. 

He had not moved yet but stood still leaning back against the side of his jalopy. "I took a special 

interest in you, such a pretty girl, and found out all about you— like I know your parents and 

sister are gone somewheres and I know where and how long they're going to be gone, and I know 

who you were with last night, and your best girl 

friend's name is Betty. Right?" He spoke in a simple lilting voice, exactly as if he were reciting 

the words to a song. His smile assured her that everything was fine. In the car Ellie turned up 

the volume on his radio and did not bother to look around at them. 

"Ellie can sit in the back seat," Arnold Friend said. He indicated his friend with a casual jerk of 

his chin, as if Ellie did not count and she should not bother with him. 

"How'd you find out all that stuff?" Connie said. 

"Listen: Betty Schultz and Tony Fitch and Jimmy Pettinger and Nancy Pettinger," he said in a 

chant. "Raymond Stanley and Bob Hutter—" 

"Do you know all those kids?" "I know everybody." 

"Look, you're kidding. You're not from around here." "Sure." 

"But—how come we never saw you before?" 

"Sure you saw me before," he said. He looked down at his boots, as if he were a little offended. 

"You just don't remember." 

"I guess I'd remember you," Connie said. 

"Yeah?" He looked up at this, beaming. He was pleased. He began to mark time with the music 

from Ellie's radio, tapping his fists lightly together. Connie looked away from his smile to the 



car, which was painted so bright it almost hurt her eyes to look at it. She looked at that name, 

ARNOLD FRIEND. And up at the front fender was an expression that was familiar—MAN THE 

FLYING SAUCERS. It was an expression kids had used the year before but didn't use this year. 

She looked at it for a while as if the words meant something to her that she did not yet know. 

"What're you thinking about? Huh?" Arnold Friend demanded. "Not worried about your hair 

blowing around in the car, are you?" 

"No." 

"Think I maybe can't drive good?" "How do I know?" 

"You're a hard girl to handle. How come?" he said. "Don't you know I'm your friend? 

Didn't you see me put my sign in the air when you walked by?" "What sign?" 

"My sign." And he drew an X in the air, leaning out toward her. They were maybe ten feet apart. 

After his hand fell back to his side the X was still in the air, almost visible. Connie let the screen 

door close and stood perfectly still inside it, listening to the music from her radio and the boy's 

blend together. She stared at Arnold Friend. He stood there so stiffly relaxed, pretending to be 

relaxed, with one hand idly on the door handle as if he were keeping himself up that way and 

had no intention of ever moving again. She recognized most things about him, the tight jeans 

that showed his thighs... and the greasy leather boots and the tight shirt, and even that slippery 

friendly smile of his, that sleepy dreamy smile that all the boys used to get across ideas they 

didn't want to put into words. She recognized all this and also the singsong way he talked, 

slightly mocking, kidding, but serious and a little melancholy, and she recognized the way he 

tapped one fist against the other in homage to the perpetual music behind him. But all these 

things did not come together. 

She said suddenly, "Hey, how old are you?" His smiled faded. She could see then that he wasn't a 

kid, he was much older—thirty, maybe more. At this knowledge her heart began to pound faster. 

"That's a crazy thing to ask. Can'tcha see I'm your own age?" "Like hell you are." 

"Or maybe a couple years older. I'm eighteen." "Eighteen?" she said doubtfully. 

He grinned to reassure her and lines appeared at the corners of his mouth. His teeth were big 

and white. He grinned so broadly his eyes became slits and she saw how thick the lashes were, 

thick and black as if painted with a black tarlike material. Then, abruptly, he seemed to become 

embarrassed and looked over his shoulder at Ellie. "Him, he's crazy," he said. "Ain't he a riot? 

He's a nut, a real character." Ellie was still 

listening to the music. His sunglasses told nothing about what he was thinking. He wore a bright 

orange shirt unbuttoned halfway to show his chest, which was a pale, bluish chest and not 

muscular like Arnold Friend's. His shirt collar was turned up all around and the very tips of the 

collar pointed out past his chin as if they were protecting him. He was pressing the transistor 

radio up against his ear and sat there in a kind of daze, right in the sun. 



"He's kinda strange," Connie said. 

"Hey, she says you're kinda strange! Kinda strange!" Arnold Friend cried. He pounded on the car 

to get Ellie's attention. Ellie turned for the first time and Connie saw with shock that he wasn't a 

kid either—he had a fair, hairless face, cheeks reddened slightly as if the veins grew too close to 

the surface of his skin, the face of a forty-year- old baby. Connie felt a wave of dizziness rise in 

her at this sight and she stared at him as if waiting for something to change the shock of the 

moment, make it all right again. 

Ellie's and she stared at him as if waiting for something to change the shock of the moment, 

make it all right again. Ellie's lips kept shaping words, mumbling along with the words blasting 

in his ear. 

"Maybe you two better go away," Connie said faintly. 

"What? How come?" Arnold Friend cried. "We come out here to take you for a ride. 

It's Sunday." He had the voice of the man on the radio now. It was the same voice, Connie 

thought. "Don'tcha know it's Sunday all day? And honey, no matter who you were with last 

night, today you're with Arnold Friend and don't you forget it! Maybe you better step out here," 

he said, and this last was in a different voice. It was a little flatter, as if the heat was finally 

getting to him. 

"No. I got things to do." "Hey." 

"You two better leave." 

"We ain't leaving until you come with us." "Like hell I am—" 

"Connie, don't fool around with me. I mean—I mean, don't fool around," he said, shaking his 

head. He laughed incredulously. He placed his sunglasses on top of his head, carefully, as if he 

were indeed wearing a wig, and brought the stems down behind his ears. Connie stared at him, 

another wave of dizziness and fear rising in her so that for a moment he wasn't even in focus but 

was just a blur standing there against his gold car, and she had the idea that he had driven up 

the driveway all right but had come from nowhere before that and belonged nowhere and that 

everything about him and even about the music that was so familiar to her was only half real. 

"If my father comes and sees you—" 

"He ain't coming. He's at a barbecue." "How do you know that?" 

"Aunt Tillie's. Right now they're uh—they're drinking. Sitting around," he said vaguely, squinting 

as if he were staring all the way to town and over to Aunt Tillie's back yard. Then the vision 

seemed to get clear and he nodded energetically. "Yeah. Sitting around. There's your sister in a 

blue dress, huh? And high heels, the poor sad [b*#&@]—nothing like you, sweetheart! And your 

mother's helping some fat woman with the corn, they're cleaning the corn—husking the corn—" 



"What fat woman?" Connie cried. 

"How do I know what fat woman, I don't know every damn fat woman in the world!" Arnold 

Friend laughed. 

"Oh, that's Mrs. Hornsby ... Who invited her?" Connie said. She felt a little lightheaded. Her 

breath was coming quickly. 

"She's too fat. I don't like them fat. I like them the way you are, honey," he said, smiling sleepily 

at her. They stared at each other for a while through the screen door. He said softly, "Now, what 

you're going to do is this: you're going to come out that door. 

You're going to sit up front with me and Ellie's going to sit in the back, the hell with Ellie, right? 

This isn't Ellie's date. You're my date. I'm your lover, honey." 

"What? You're crazy—" 

"Yes, I'm your lover. You don't know [that yet] but you will," he said. "I know that too. I know all 

about you. But look: it's real nice and you couldn't ask for nobody better than me, or more polite. 

I always keep my word. I'll tell you how it is, I'm always nice at first... I'll hold you so tight you 

won't think you have to try to get away or pretend anything because you'll know you can't. And... 

you'll give in to me and you'll love me " 

"Shut up! You're crazy!" Connie said. She backed away from the door. She put her hands up 

against her ears as if she'd heard something terrible, something not meant for her. "People don't 

talk like that, you're crazy," she muttered. Her heart was almost 

too big now for her chest and its pumping made sweat break out all over her. She looked out to 

see Arnold Friend pause and then take a step toward the porch, lurching. He almost fell. But, 

like a clever drunken man, he managed to catch his balance. He wobbled in his high boots and 

grabbed hold of one of the porch posts. 

"Honey?" he said. "You still listening?" "Get the hell out of here!" 

"Be nice, honey. Listen." 

"I'm going to call the police—" 

He wobbled again and out of the side of his mouth came a fast spat curse, an aside not meant for 

her to hear. But even this "Christ!" sounded forced. Then he began to smile again. She watched 

this smile come, awkward as if he were smiling from inside a 

mask. His whole face was a mask, she thought wildly, tanned down to his throat but then 

running out as if he had plastered make-up on his face but had forgotten about his throat. 

"Honey—? Listen, here's how it is. I always tell the truth and I promise you this: I ain't coming in 

that house after you." 



"You better not! I'm going to call the police if you—if you don't—" 

"Honey," he said, talking right through her voice, "honey, I m not coming in there but you are 

coming out here. You know why?" 

She was panting. The kitchen looked like a place she had never seen before, some room she had 

run inside but that wasn't good enough, wasn't going to help her. The kitchen window had never 

had a curtain, after three years, and there were dishes in the sink for her to do—probably—and if 

you ran your hand across the table you'd probably feel something sticky there. 

"You listening, honey? Hey?" "—going to call the police— Soon as you touch the phone I don't 

need to keep my promise and can come inside. You won't want that." 

She rushed forward and tried to lock the door. Her fingers were shaking. "But why lock it," 

Arnold Friend said gently, talking right into her face. "It's just a screen door. It's just nothing." 

One of his boots was at a strange angle, as if his foot wasn't in it. It pointed out to the left, bent at 

the ankle. "I mean, anybody can break through a screen door and glass and wood and iron or 

anything else if he needs to, anybody at all, and specially Arnold Friend. If the place got lit up 

with a fire, honey, you'd come runnin' out into my arms, right into my arms an' safe at 

home—like you knew I was your lover an' stopped fooling around. I don't mind a nice shy girl 

but I don't like no fooling around." 

Part of those words were spoken with a slight rhythmic lilt, and Connie somehow recognized 

them—the echo of a song from last year, about a girl rushing into her boy friend's arms and 

coming home again—Connie stood barefoot on the linoleum floor, staring at him. "What do you 

want?" she whispered. 

"I want you," he said. "What?" 

"Seen you that night and thought, that's the one, yes sir. I never needed to look anymore." 

"But my father's coming back. He's coming to get me. I had to wash my hair first—'' She spoke in 

a dry, rapid voice, hardly raising it for him to hear. 

"No, your daddy is not coming and yes, you had to wash your hair and you washed it for me. It's 

nice and shining and all for me. I thank you sweetheart," he said with a mock bow, but again he 

almost lost his balance. He had to bend and adjust his boots. 

Evidently his feet did not go all the way down; the boots must have been stuffed with something 

so that he would seem taller. Connie stared out at him and behind him at Ellie in the car, who 

seemed to be looking off toward Connie's right, into nothing. 

This Ellie said, pulling the words out of the air one after another as if he were just discovering 

them, "You want me to pull out the phone?" 



"Shut your mouth and keep it shut," Arnold Friend said, his face red from bending over or 

maybe from embarrassment because Connie had seen his boots. "This ain't none of your 

business." 

"What—what are you doing? What do you want?" Connie said. "If I call the police they'll get you, 

they'll arrest you—" 

"Promise was not to come in unless you touch that phone, and I'll keep that promise," he said. 

He resumed his erect position and tried to force his shoulders back. He sounded like a hero in a 

movie, declaring something important. But he spoke too loudly and 

it was as if he were speaking to someone behind Connie. "I ain't made plans for coming in that 

house where I don't belong but just for you to come out to me, the way you should. Don't you 

know who I am?" 

"You're crazy," she whispered. She backed away from the door but did not want to go into 

another part of the house, as if this would give him permission to come through the door. "What 

do you . . . you're crazy, you. ..... " 

"Huh? What're you saying, honey?" Her eyes darted everywhere in the kitchen. She could not 

remember what it was, this room. "This is how it is, honey: you come out and we'll drive away, 

have a nice ride. But if you don't come out we're gonna wait till 

your people come home and then they're all going to get it." 

"You want that telephone pulled out?" Ellie said. He held the radio away from his ear and 

grimaced, as if without the radio the air was too much for him. 

"I toldja shut up, Ellie," Arnold Friend said, "you're deaf, get a hearing aid, right? Fix yourself 

up. This little girl's no trouble and's gonna be nice to me, so Ellie keep to yourself, this ain't your 

date right? Don't hem in on me, don't hog, don't crush, don't 

bird dog, don't trail me," he said in a rapid, meaningless voice, as if he were running through all 

the expressions he'd learned but was no longer sure which of them was in style, then rushing on 

to new ones, making them up with his eyes closed. "Don't crawl under my fence, don't squeeze in 

my chipmonk hole, don't sniff my glue, suck my popsicle, keep your own greasy fingers on 

yourself!" He shaded his eyes and peered in at Connie, who was backed against the kitchen table. 

"Don't mind him, honey, he's just a creep. He's a dope. Right? I'm the boy for you, and like I 

said, you come out here nice like a lady and give me your hand, and nobody else gets hurt, I 

mean, your nice old bald- headed daddy and your mummy and your sister in her high heels. 

Because listen: why bring them in this?" 

"Leave me alone," Connie whispered. 

"Hey, you know that old woman down the road, the one with the chickens and stuff— you know 

her?" 



"She's dead!" 

"Dead? What? You know her?" Arnold Friend said. "She's dead—" 

"Don't you like her?" 

"She's dead—she's—she isn't here any more—" 

"But don't you like her, I mean, you got something against her? Some grudge or something?" 

Then his voice dipped as if he were conscious of a rudeness. He touched the sunglasses perched 

up on top of his head as if to make sure they were still there. "Now, you be a good girl." 

"What are you going to do?" 

"Just two things, or maybe three," Arnold Friend said. "But I promise it won't last long and 

you'll like me the way you get to like people you're close to. You will. It's all over for you here, so 

come on out. You don't want your people in any trouble, do 

you? " 

She turned and bumped against a chair or something, hurting her leg, but she ran into the back 

room and picked up the telephone. Something roared in her ear, a tiny roaring, and she was so 

sick with fear that she could do nothing but listen to it—the telephone was clammy and very 

heavy and her fingers groped down to the dial but were too weak to touch it. She began to 

scream into the phone, into the roaring. She cried out, she cried for her mother, she felt her 

breath start jerking back and forth in her lungs as if it were something Arnold Friend was 

stabbing her with again and again with no tenderness. n and again with no tenderness. 

he was locked inside this house. After a while she could hear again. She was sitting on the floor 

with her wet back against the wall. Arnold Friend was saying from the door, "That's a good girl. 

Put the phone back." She kicked the phone away from her. "No, honey. Pick it up. Put it back 

right." She picked it up and put it back. The dial tone stopped. 

"That's a good girl. Now, you come outside." 

She was hollow with what had been fear but what was now just an emptiness. All that screaming 

had blasted it out of her. She sat, one leg cramped under her, and deep inside her brain was 

something like a pinpoint of light that kept going and would not let her relax. She thought, I'm 

not going to see my mother again. She thought, I'm not going to sleep in my bed again. Her 

bright green blouse was all wet. 

Arnold Friend said, in a gentle-loud voice that was like a stage voice, "The place where you came 

from ain't there any more, and where you had in mind to go is cancelled out. This place you are 

now—inside your daddy's house—is nothing but a cardboard box I can knock down any time. 

You know that and always did know it. You hear me?" 



She thought, I have got to think. I have got to know what to do. "We'll go out to a nice field, out 

in the country here where it smells so nice and it's sunny," Arnold Friend said. "I'll have my 

arms tight around you so you won't need to try to get away and I'll show you what love is like, 

what it does. The hell with this house! It looks solid all right," he said. He ran a fingernail down 

the screen and the noise did not make Connie shiver, as it would have the day before. "Now, put 

your hand on your heart, honey. Feel that? That feels solid too but we know better. Be nice to 

me, be sweet like you can because what else is there for a girl like you but to be sweet and pretty 

and give in?—and get away before her people come back?" 

She felt her pounding heart. Her hand seemed to enclose it. She thought for the first time in her 

life that it was nothing that was hers, that belonged to her, but just a pounding, living thing 

inside this body that wasn't really hers either. "You don't want them to get hurt," Arnold Friend 

went on. "Now, get up, honey. Get up all by yourself." She stood. "Now, turn this way. That's 

right. Come over here to me.— Ellie, put that away, didn't I tell you? You dope. You miserable 

creepy dope," Arnold Friend said. His words were not angry but only part of an incantation. The 

incantation was kindly. "Now come out through the kitchen to me, honey, and let's see a smile, 

try it, you re a brave, sweet little girl and now they're eating corn and hot dogs cooked to 

bursting over an outdoor fire, and they don't know one thing about you and never did and 

honey, you're better than them because not a one of them would have done this for you." 

Connie felt the linoleum under her feet; it was cool. She brushed her hair back out of her eyes. 

Arnold Friend let go of the post tentatively and opened his arms for her, his elbows pointing in 

toward each other and his wrists limp, to show that this was an embarrassed embrace and a little 

mocking, he didn't want to make her self-conscious. 

She put out her hand against the screen. She watched herself push the door slowly open as if she 

were back safe somewhere in the other doorway, watching this body and this head of long hair 

moving out into the sunlight where Arnold Friend waited. "My sweet little blue-eyed girl," he 

said in a half-sung sigh that had nothing to do with her brown eyes but was taken up just the 

same by the vast sunlit reaches of the land behind him and on all sides of him—so much land 

that Connie had never seen before and did not recognize except to know that she was going to it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
“The Necklace” by Guy de Maupassant  

  SHE was one of those pretty and charming girls, born by a blunder of destiny in a family 

of employees. She had no dowry, no expectations, no means of being known, understood, 

loved, married by a man rich and distinguished; and she let them make a match for her 

with a little clerk in the Department of Education. 

 

  ​ She was simple since she could not be adorned; but she was unhappy as though 

kept out of her own class; for women have no caste and no descent, their beauty, their 

grace, and their charm serving them instead of birth and fortune. Their native keenness, 

their instinctive elegance, their flexibility of mind, are their only hierarchy; and these 

make the daughters of the people the equals of the most lofty dames. 

 

  ​ She suffered intensely, feeling herself born for every delicacy and every luxury. 

She suffered from the poverty of her dwelling, from the worn walls, the abraded chairs, 

the ugliness of the stuffs. All these things, which another woman of her caste would not 

even have noticed, tortured her and made her indignant. The sight of the little girl from 

Brittany who did her humble housework awoke in her desolated regrets and distracted 

dreams. She let her mind dwell on the quiet vestibules, hung with Oriental tapestries, 

lighted by tall lamps of bronze, and on the two tall footmen in knee breeches who dozed 

in the large armchairs, made drowsy by the heat of the furnace. She let her mind dwell on 

the large parlors, decked with old silk, with their delicate furniture, supporting precious 

bric-a-brac, and on the coquettish little rooms, perfumed, prepared for the five o’clock 

chat with the most intimate friends, men well known and sought after, whose attentions 

all women envied and desired. 

 

  ​ When she sat down to dine, before a tablecloth three days old, in front of her 

husband, who lifted the cover of the tureen, declaring with an air of satisfaction, “Ah, the 

good pot-au-feu. I don’t know anything better than that,” she was thinking of delicate 

repasts, with glittering silver, with tapestries peopling the walls with ancient figures and 

with strange birds in a fairy-like forest; she was thinking of exquisite dishes, served in 

marvelous platters, of compliment whispered and heard with a sphinx-like smile, while 

she was eating the rosy flesh of a trout or the wings of a quail. 

 

  ​  She had no dresses, no jewelry, nothing. And she loved nothing else; she felt 

herself made for that only. She would so much have liked to please, to be envied, to be 

seductive and sought after. 

 

 ​   She had a rich friend, a comrade of her convent days, whom she did not want to 

go and see any more, so much did she suffer as she came away. And she wept all day long, 

from chagrin, from regret, from despair, and from distress. 

   

     

 ​  But one evening her husband came in with a proud air, holding in his hand a 

large envelope. 

    

​   “There,” said he, “there’s something for you.”    

 ​  She quickly tore the paper and took out of it a printed card which bore these 

words:— 

 



​   “The Minister of Education and Mme. Georges Rampouneau beg M. and Mme. 

Loisel to do them the honor to pass the evening with them at the palace of the Ministry, 

on Monday, January 18.” 

 

  ​  Instead of being delighted, as her husband hoped, she threw the invitation on the 

table with annoyance, murmuring— 

 

 ​  “What do you want me to do with that?” 

 

 

​   “But, my dear, I thought you would be pleased. You never go out, and here’s a 

chance, a fine one. I had the hardest work to get it. Everybody is after them; they are 

greatly sought for and not many are given to the clerks. You will see there all the official 

world.” 

 

 ​  She looked at him with an irritated eye and she declared with impatience:—  

 

​   “What do you want me to put on my back to go there?”  

 

  ​ He had not thought of that; he hesitated:—  

 

​   “But the dress in which you go to the theater. That looks very well to me—”  

 

  ​ He shut up, astonished and distracted at seeing that his wife was weeping. Two 

big tears were descending slowly from the corners of the eyes to the corners of the mouth. 

He stuttered:— 

 

 ​  What’s the matter? What’s the matter?”  

 

 ​   But by a violent effort she had conquered her trouble, and she replied in a calm 

voice as she wiped her damp cheeks:— 

 

 

 ​  “Nothing. Only I have no clothes, and in consequence I cannot go to this party. 

Give your card to some colleague whose wife has a better outfit than I.” 

 

 

  ​  He was disconsolate. He began again:—  

 ​   “See here, Mathilde, how much would this cost, a proper dress, which would do 

on other occasions; something very simple?” 

 

  ​  She reflected a few seconds, going over her calculations, and thinking also of the 

sum which she might ask without meeting an immediate refusal and a frightened 

exclamation from the frugal clerk. 

 

 ​   “At last, she answered hesitatingly:— 

 

 

​    “I don’t know exactly, but it seems to me that with four hundred francs I might 

do it.” 

 

 ​   He grew a little pale, for he was reserving just that sum to buy a gun and treat 

himself to a little shooting, the next summer, on the plain of Nanterre, with some friends 

who used to shoot larks there on Sundays. 

 

  ​  But he said:—  

 ​   “All right. I will give you four hundred francs. But take care to have a pretty 

dress.” 

 

     



 ​  The day of the party drew near, and Mme. Loisel seemed sad, restless, anxious. 

Yet her dress was ready. One evening her husband said to her:— 

 

​   “What’s the matter? Come, now, you have been quite queer these last three 

days.” 

 

​   And she answered:—  

​   “It annoys me not to have a jewel, not a single stone, to put on. I shall look like 

distress. I would almost rather not go to this party.” 

 

 ​  He answered:—  

​   “You will wear some natural flowers. They are very stylish this time of the year. 

For ten francs you will have two or three magnificent roses.” 

 

 

  ​  But she was not convinced.  

 

​   “No; there’s nothing more humiliating than to look poor among a lot of rich 

women.” 

 

  ​  But her husband cried:—  

 

 ​  “What a goose you are! Go find your friend, Mme. Forester, and ask her to lend 

you some jewelry. You know her well enough to do that.” 

 

 ​   She gave a cry of joy:—  

 

 ​  “That’s true. I had not thought of it.”  

 

 ​  The next day she went to her friend’s and told her about her distress.  

 

 ​  Mme. Forester went to her mirrored wardrobe, took out a large casket, brought 

it, opened it, and said to Mme. Loisel:— 

 

 ​  “Choose, my dear.”  

 ​  She saw at first bracelets, then a necklace of pearls, then a Venetian cross of gold 

set with precious stones of an admirable workmanship. She tried on the ornaments 

before the glass, hesitated, and could not decide to take them off and to give them up. She 

kept on asking:— 

 

 ​  “You haven’t anything else?”  

 

 ​  “Yes, yes. Look. I do not know what will happen to please you.”  

 

 ​  All at once she discovered, in a box of black satin, a superb necklace of diamonds, 

and her heart began to beat with boundless desire. Her hands trembled in taking it up. 

She fastened it round her throat, on her high dress, and remained in ecstasy before 

herself. 

 

 ​   Then, she asked, hesitating, full of anxiety:—  

​  “Can you lend me this, only this?”  

 

​   “Yes, yes, certainly.” 

 

 



 ​  She sprang to her friend’s neck, kissed her with ardor, and then escaped with her 

treasure. 

 

 

     

 ​  The day of the party arrived. Mme. Loisel was a success. She was the prettiest of 

them all, elegant, gracious, smiling, and mad with joy. All the men were looking at her, 

inquiring her name, asking to be introduced. All the attaches of the Cabinet wanted to 

dance with her. The Minister took notice of her. 

 

 ​  She danced with delight, with passion, intoxicated with pleasure, thinking of 

nothing, in the triumph of her beauty, in the glory of her success, in a sort of cloud of 

happiness made up of all these tributes, of all the admirations, of all these awakened 

desires, of this victory so complete and so sweet to a woman’s heart. 

 

​   She went away about four in the morning. Since midnight—her husband has 

been dozing in a little anteroom with three other men whose wives were having a good 

time. 

 

 ​  He threw over her shoulders the wraps he had brought to go home in, modest 

garments of every-day life, the poverty of which was out of keeping with the elegance of 

the ball dress. She felt this, and wanted to fly so as not to be noticed by the other women, 

who were wrapping themselves up in rich furs. 

 

   ​ Loisel kept her back—  

 

   ​ “Wait a minute; you will catch cold outside; I’ll call a cab.”  

 

   ​ But she did not listen to him, and went downstairs rapidly. When they were in the 

street, they could not find a carriage, and they set out in search of one, hailing the drivers 

whom they saw passing in the distance. 

 

   ​ They went down toward the Seine, disgusted, shivering. Finally, they found on the 

Quai one of those old night-hawk cabs which one sees in Paris only after night has fallen, 

as though they are ashamed of their misery in the daytime. 

 

   ​ It brought them to their door, rue des Martyrs; and they went up their own stairs 

sadly. For her it was finished. And he was thinking that he would have to be at the 

Ministry at ten o’clock. 

 

  ​ She took off the wraps with which she had covered her shoulders, before the 

mirror, so as to see herself once more in her glory. But suddenly she gave a cry. She no 

longer had the necklace around her throat! 

 

  ​ Her husband, half undressed already, asked—  

 

  ​ “What is the matter with you?”  

 

  ​ She turned to him, terror-stricken:—  

 

  ​ “I—I—I have not Mme. Forester’s diamond necklace!”  

  ​ He jumped up, frightened—  

 

 ​ “What? How? It is not possible!”  

 



  ​ And they searched in the folds of the dress, in the folds of the wrap, in the 

pockets, everywhere. They did not find it. 

 

  ​  He asked:—  

 

   ​ “Are you sure you still had it when you left the ball?”  

 

  ​  “Yes, I touched it in the vestibule of the Ministry.”  

 

  ​  “But if you had lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall. It must be in the 

cab.” 

 

   ​ “Yes. That is probable. Did you take the number?” 

 

 

  ​  “No. And you—you did not even look at it?” 

 

 

  ​  “No.”  

   ​ They gazed at each other, crushed. At last Loisel dressed himself again.  

 

  ​ “I’m going,” he said, “back the whole distance we came on foot, to see if I cannot 

find it.” 

 

  ​ And he went out. She stayed there, in her ball dress, without strength to go to bed, 

overwhelmed, on a chair, without a fire, without a thought. 

 

  ​ Her husband came back about seven o’clock. He had found nothing.  

 

  ​ Then he went to police headquarters, to the newspapers to offer a reward, to the 

cab company; he did everything, in fact, that a trace of hope could urge him to. 

 

  ​ She waited all day, in the same dazed state in face of this horrible disaster.  

 

  ​ Loisel came back in the evening, with his face worn and white; he had discovered 

nothing. 

 

 ​  “You must write to your friend,” he said, “that you have broken the clasp of her 

necklace and that you are having it repaired. That will give us time to turn around.” 

 

  ​ She wrote as he dictated.  

     

  ​ At the end of a week they had lost all hope. And Loisel, aged by five years, 

declared:— 

 

  ​  “We must see how we can replace those jewels.”  

 

  ​ The next day they took the case which had held them to the jeweler whose name 

was in the cover. He consulted his books. 

 

 ​  “It was not I, madam, who sold this necklace. I only supplied the case.”  

 

  ​ Then they went from jeweler to jeweler, looking for a necklace like the other, 

consulting their memory,—sick both of them with grief and anxiety. 

 



  ​ In a shop in the Palais Royal, they found a diamond necklace that seemed to them 

absolutely like the one they were seeking. It was priced forty thousand francs. They could 

have it for thirty-six. 

 

  ​ They begged the jeweler not to sell it for three days. And they made a bargain that 

he should take it back for thirty-four thousand, if the first was found before the end of 

February. 

 

  ​ Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs which his father had left him. He had 

to borrow the remainder. 

 

  ​ He borrowed, asking a thousand francs from one, five hundred from another, five 

here, three louis there. He gave promissory notes, made ruinous agreements, dealt with 

usurers, with all kinds of lenders. He compromised the end of his life, risked his 

signature without even knowing whether it could be honored; and, frightened by all the 

anguish of the future, by the black misery which was about to settle down on him, by the 

perspective of all sorts of physical deprivations and of all sorts of moral tortures, he went 

to buy the new diamond necklace, laying down on the jeweler’s counter thirty-six 

thousand francs. 

 

  ​ When Mme. Loisel took back the necklace to Mme. Forester, the latter said, with 

an irritated air:— 

 

  ​ “You ought to have brought it back sooner, for I might have needed it.”  

 

 ​ She did not open the case, which her friend had been fearing. If she had noticed 

the substitution, what would she have thought? What would she have said? Might she not 

have been taken for a thief? 

 

     

 ​ Mme. Loisel learned the horrible life of the needy. She made the best of it, 

moreover, frankly, heroically. The frightful debt must be paid. She would pay it. They 

dismissed the servant; they changed their rooms; they took an attic under the roof. 

 

 ​ She learned the rough work of the household, the odious labors of the kitchen. 

She washed the dishes, wearing out her pink nails on the greasy pots and the bottoms of 

the pans. She washed the dirty linen, the shirts and the towels, which she dried on a rope; 

she carried down the garbage to the street every morning, and she carried up the water, 

pausing for breath on every floor. And, dressed like a woman of the people, she went to 

the fruiterer, the grocer, the butcher, a basket on her arm, bargaining, insulted, fighting 

for her wretched money, sou by sou. 

 

   ​ Every month they had to pay notes, to renew others to gain time.  

   ​ The husband worked in the evening keeping up the books of a shopkeeper, and at 

night often he did copying at five sous the page. 
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   ​ And this life lasted ten years.  

 

   ​ At the end of ten years they had paid everything back, everything, with the rates 

of usury and all the accumulation of heaped-up interest. 

 

   ​ Mme. Loisel seemed aged now. She had become the robust woman, hard and 

rough, of a poor household. Badly combed, with her skirts awry and her hands red, her 

voice was loud, and she washed the floor with splashing water. 

 



   ​ But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat down by the window 

and she thought of that evening long ago, of that ball, where she had been so beautiful 

and so admired. 

 

   ​ What would have happened if she had not lost that necklace? Who knows? Who 

knows? How singular life is, how changeable! What a little thing it takes to save you or to 

lose you. 

 

   ​ Then, one Sunday, as she was taking a turn in the Champs Elysées, as a recreation 

after the labors of the week, she perceived suddenly a woman walking with a child. It was 

Mme. Forester, still young, still beautiful, still seductive. 

 

   ​ Mme. Loisel felt moved. Should she speak to her? Yes, certainly. And now that she 

had paid up, she would tell her all. Why not? 

 

 

 

   ​ She drew near.  

 

 ​  “Good morning, Jeanne.”  

 

   ​ The other did not recognize her, astonished to be hailed thus familiarly by this 

woman of the people. She hesitated— 

 

 

 

   ​ “But—madam—I don’t know—are you not making a mistake?”  

 

   ​ “No. I am Mathilde Loisel.”  

 

   ​ Her friend gave a cry—  

 

   ​ “Oh!—My poor Mathilde, how you are changed.”  

 

   ​ “Yes, I have had hard days since I saw you, and many troubles,—and that because 

of you.” 

 

 

  ​  “Of me?—How so?”  

 

   ​ “You remember that diamond necklace that you lent me to go to the ball at the 

Ministry?” 

 

 

 

    ​ “Yes. And then?”  

 

   ​ “Well, I lost it.”  

 

  ​  “How can that be?—since you brought it back to me?”  

 

   ​ “I brought you back another just like it. And now for ten years we have been 

paying for it. You will understand that it was not easy for us, who had nothing. At last, it 

is done, and I am mighty glad.” 

 

   ​ Mme. Forester had guessed.  

 



   ​ “You say that you bought a diamond necklace to replace mine?”  

 

   ​ “Yes. You did not notice it, even, did you? They were exactly alike?”  

 

   ​ And she smiled with proud and naïve joy.  

 

   ​ Mme. Forester, much moved, took her by both hands:—  

 

   ​ “Oh, my poor Mathilde. But mine were false. At most they were worth five 

hundred francs!” 
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