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Cousin Tribulation's Story by Louisa May Alcott 2017 

Dear Merrys: 

--As a subject appropriate to the season, I want to tell you about a New 
Year's breakfast which I had when I was a little girl. What do you think 
it was? A slice of dry bread and an apple. This is how it happened, and 
it is a true story, every word. 

As we came down to breakfast that morning, with very shiny faces and 
spandy clean aprons, we found father alone in the dining-room. 

"Happy New Year, papa! Where is mother?" we cried. 

"A little boy came begging and said they were starving at home, so 
your mother went to see and--ah, here she is." 

As papa spoke, in came mamma, looking very cold, rather sad, and 
very much excited. 

"Children, don't begin till you hear what I have to say," she cried; and 
we sat staring at her, with the breakfast untouched before us. 

"Not far away from here, lies a poor woman with a little new-born 
baby. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from freezing, for 
they have no fire. There is nothing to eat over there; and the oldest 
boy came here to tell me they were starving this bitter cold day. My 
little girls, will you give them your breakfast, as a New Year's gift?" 

We sat silent a minute, and looked at the nice, hot porridge, creamy 
milk, and good bread and butter; for we were brought up like English 
children, and never drank tea or coffee, or ate anything but porridge 
for our breakfast. 

"I wish we'd eaten it up," thought I, for I was rather a selfish child, and 
very hungry. 

"I'm so glad you come before we began," said Nan, cheerfully. 

"May I go and help carry it to the poor, little children?" asked Beth, 
who had the tenderest heart that ever beat under a pinafore. 



"I can carry the lassy pot," said little May, proudly giving the thing she 
loved best. 

"And I shall take all the porridge," I burst in, heartily ashamed of my 
first feeling. 

"You shall put on your things and help me, and when we come back, 
we'll get something to eat," said mother, beginning to pile the bread 
and butter into a big basket. 

We were soon ready, and the procession set out. First, papa, with a 
basket of wood on one arm and coal on the other; mamma next, with 
a bundle of warm things and the teapot; Nan and I carried a pail of hot 
porridge between us, and each a pitcher of milk; Beth brought some 
cold meat, May the "lassy pot," and her old hood and boots; and 
Betsey, the girl, brought up the rear with a bag of potatoes and some 
meal. 

Fortunately it was early, and we went along back streets, so few 
people saw us, and no one laughed at the funny party. 

What a poor, bare, miserable place it was, to be sure,--broken 
windows, no fire, ragged clothes, wailing baby, sick mother, and a pile 
of pale, hungry children cuddled under one quilt, trying to keep warm. 
How the big eyes stared and the blue lips smiled as we came in! 

"Ah, mein Gott! it is the good angels that come to us!" cried the poor 
woman, with tears of joy. 

"Funny angels, in woollen hoods and red mittens," said I; and they all 
laughed. 

Then we fell to work, and in fifteen minutes, it really did seem as if 
fairies had been at work there. Papa made a splendid fire in the old 
fireplace and stopped up the broken window with his own hat and 
coat. Mamma set the shivering children round the fire, and wrapped 
the poor woman in warm things. Betsey and the rest of us spread the 
table, and fed the starving little ones. 

"Das ist gute!" "Oh, nice!" "Der angel--Kinder!" cried the poor things as 
they ate and smiled and basked in the warm blaze. We had never been 



called "angel-children" before, and we thought it very charming, 
especially I who had often been told I was "a regular Sancho." What 
fun it was! Papa, with a towel for an apron, fed the smallest child; 
mamma dressed the poor little new-born baby as tenderly as if it had 
been her own. Betsey gave the mother gruel and tea, and comforted 
her with assurance of better days for all. Nan, Lu, Beth, and May flew 
about among the seven children, talking and laughing and trying to 
understand their funny, broken English. It was a very happy breakfast, 
though we didn't get any of it; and when we came away, leaving them 
all so comfortable, and promising to bring clothes and food by and by, I 
think there were not in all the hungry little girls who gave away their 
breakfast, and contented themselves with a bit of bread and an apple 
of New Year's day.  
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The Story of An Hour by Kate Chopin 1894 

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great 
care was taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her 
husband's death. 

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled 
hints that revealed in half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards 
was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper 
office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with 
Brently Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He had only taken 
the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had 
hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the 
sad message. 

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with 
a paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with 
sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms. When the storm of 
grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would 
have no one follow her. 

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. 
Into this she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted 
her body and seemed to reach into her soul. 

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees 
that were all aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of 
rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. 
The notes of a distant song which someone was singing reached her 
faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves. 

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the 
clouds that had met and piled one above the other in the west facing 
her window. 

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite 
motionless, except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, 
as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams. 



She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression 
and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, 
whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue 
sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension 
of intelligent thought. 

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, 
fearfully. What was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive 
to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her 
through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air. 

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to 
recognize this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was 
striving to beat it back with her will--as powerless as her two white 
slender hands would have been. When she abandoned herself a little 
whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and 
over under the breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look 
of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen 
and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and 
relaxed every inch of her body. 

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held 
her. A clear and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the 
suggestion as trivial. She knew that she would weep again when she 
saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never 
looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw 
beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that 
would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms 
out to them in welcome. 

There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she 
would live for herself. There would be no powerful will bending hers in 
that blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a 
right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention 
or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked 
upon it in that brief moment of illumination. 



And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often she had not. What did it 
matter! What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the face 
of this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as 
the strongest impulse of her being! 

"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering. 

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the 
keyhole, imploring for admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg; open 
the door--you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For 
heaven's sake open the door." 

"Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; she was drinking in a very 
elixir of life through that open window. 

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, 
and summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She 
breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday 
she had thought with a shudder that life might be long. 

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. 
There was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself 
unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister's waist, and 
together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at 
the bottom. 

Someone was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently 
Mallard who entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his 
grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of the 
accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood 
amazed at Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen 
him from the view of his wife. 

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease--of the 
joy that kills. 
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The Tale of Peter Rabbit by Beatrix Potter 1902 

ONCE upon a time there were four little Rabbits, and their names 
were— Flopsy, Mopsy, Cotton-tail, and Peter. 

They lived with their Mother in a sand-bank, underneath the root of a 
very big fir tree. 

"NOW, my dears," said old Mrs. Rabbit one morning, "you may go into 
the fields or down the lane, but don't go into Mr. McGregor's garden: 
your Father had an accident there; he was put in a pie by Mrs. 
McGregor." 

"NOW run along, and don't get into mischief. I am going out." 

THEN old Mrs. Rabbit took a basket and her umbrella, to the baker's. 
She bought a loaf of brown bread and five currant buns. 

FLOPSY, Mopsy, and Cottontail, who were good little bunnies, went 
down the lane to gather blackberries; 

BUT Peter, who was very naughty, ran straight away to Mr. McGregor's 
garden and squeezed under the gate! 

FIRST he ate some lettuces and some French beans; and then he ate 
some radishes; 

AND then, feeling rather sick, he went to look for some parsley. 

 

BUT round the end of a cucumber frame, whom should he meet but 
Mr. McGregor! 

MR. McGREGOR was on his hands and knees planting out young 
cabbages, but he jumped up and ran after Peter, waving a rake and 
calling out, "Stop thief!" 

PETER was most dreadfully frightened; he rushed all over the garden, 
for he had forgotten the way back to the gate. 

He lost one of his shoes among the cabbages, and the other shoe 
amongst the potatoes. 



AFTER losing them, he ran on four legs and went faster, so that I think 
he might have got away altogether if he had not unfortunately run into 
a gooseberry net, and got caught by the large buttons on his jacket. It 
was a blue jacket with brass buttons, quite new. 

PETER gave himself up for lost, and shed big tears; but his sobs were 
overheard by some friendly sparrows, who flew to him in great 
excitement, and implored him to exert himself. 

MR. McGREGOR came up with a sieve, which he intended to pop upon 
the top of Peter; but Peter wriggled out just in time, leaving his jacket 
behind him. 

AND rushed into the toolshed, and jumped into a can. It would have 
been a beautiful thing to hide in, if it had not had so much water in it. 

MR. McGREGOR was quite sure that Peter was somewhere in the 
toolshed, perhaps hidden underneath a flower-pot. He began to turn 
them over carefully, looking under each. 

Presently Peter sneezed— "Kertyschoo!" Mr. McGregor was after him 
in no time, 

AND tried to put his foot upon Peter, who jumped out of a window, 
upsetting three plants. The window was too small for Mr. McGregor, 
and he was tired of running after Peter. He went back to his work. 

PETER sat down to rest; he was out of breath and trembling with fright, 
and he had not the least idea which way to go. Also he was very damp 
with sitting in that can. 

After a time he began to wander about, going lippity— lippity—not 
very fast, and looking all around. 

HE found a door in a wall; but it was locked, and there was no room for 
a fat little rabbit to squeeze underneath. 

An old mouse was running in and out over the stone doorstep, carrying 
peas and beans to her family in the wood. Peter asked her the way to 
the gate, but she had such a large pea in her mouth that she could not 
answer. She only shook her head at him. Peter began to cry. 



THEN he tried to find his way straight across the garden, but he 
became more and more puzzled. Presently, he came to a pond where 
Mr. McGregor filled his water-cans. A white cat was staring at some 
gold-fish; she sat very, very still, but now and then the tip of her tail 
twitched as if it were alive. Peter thought it best to go away without 
speaking to her; he had heard about cats from his cousin, little 
Benjamin Bunny. 

HE went back towards the tool-shed, but suddenly, quite close to him, 
he heard the noise of a hoe—scr-r-ritch, scratch, scratch, scritch. Peter 
scuttered underneath the bushes. But presently, as nothing happened, 
he came out, and climbed upon a wheelbarrow, and peeped over. The 
first thing he saw was Mr. McGregor hoeing onions. His back was 
turned towards Peter, and beyond him was the gate! 

PETER got down very quietly off the wheelbarrow, and started running 
as fast as he could go, along a straight walk behind some black-currant 
bushes. 

Mr. McGregor caught sight of him at the corner, but Peter did not care. 
He slipped underneath the gate, MR. McGREGOR hung up the little 
jacket and the shoes for a scare-crow to frighten the blackbirds. 

PETER never stopped running or looked behind him till he got home to 
the big fir-tree. 

He was so tired that he flopped down upon the nice soft sand on the 
floor of the rabbit-hole, and shut his eyes. His mother was busy 
cooking; she wondered what he had done with his clothes. It was the 
second little jacket and pair of shoes that Peter had lost in a fortnight! 

 

I AM sorry to say that Peter was not very well during the evening. 

His mother put him to bed, and made some camomile tea; and she 
gave a dose of it to Peter! 

"One table-spoonful to be taken at bed-time." 



BUT Flopsy, Mopsy, and Cotton-tail had bread and milk and 
blackberries, for supper.and was safe at last in the wood outside the 
garden. 
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How the Camel Got His Hump by Rudyard Kipling 

 

NOW this is the next tale, and it tells how the Camel got his big hump. 

In the beginning of years, when the world was so new and all, and the 
Animals were just beginning to work for Man, there was a Camel, and 
he lived in the middle of a Howling Desert because he did not want to 
work; and besides, he was a Howler himself. So he ate sticks and 
thorns and tamarisks and milkweed and prickles, most 'scruciating idle; 
and when anybody spoke to him he said 'Humph!' Just 'Humph!' and 
no more. 

Presently the Horse came to him on Monday morning, with a saddle on 
his back and a bit in his mouth, and said, 'Camel, O Camel, come out 
and trot like the rest of us.' 

'Humph!' said the Camel; and the Horse went away and told the Man. 

Presently the Dog came to him, with a stick in his mouth, and said, 
'Camel, O Camel, come and fetch and carry like the rest of us.' 

'Humph!' said the Camel; and the Dog went away and told the Man. 

Presently the Ox came to him, with the yoke on his neck and said, 
'Camel, O Camel, come and plough like the rest of us.' 

'Humph!' said the Camel; and the Ox went away and told the Man. 

At the end of the day the Man called the Horse and the Dog and the Ox 
together, and said, 'Three, O Three, I'm very sorry for you (with the 
world so new-and-all); but that Humph-thing in the Desert can't work, 
or he would have been here by now, so I am going to leave him alone, 
and you must work double-time to make up for it.' 

That made the Three very angry (with the world so new-and-all), and 
they held a palaver, and an indaba, and a punchayet, and a pow-wow 
on the edge of the Desert; and the Camel came chewing on milkweed 
most 'scruciating idle, and laughed at them. Then he said 'Humph!' and 
went away again. 



Presently there came along the Djinn in charge of All Deserts, rolling in 
a cloud of dust (Djinns always travel that way because it is Magic), and 
he stopped to palaver and pow-pow with the Three. 

'Djinn of All Deserts,' said the Horse, 'is it right for any one to be idle, 
with the world so new-and-all?' 

'Certainly not,' said the Djinn. 

'Well,' said the Horse, 'there's a thing in the middle of your Howling 
Desert (and he's a Howler himself) with a long neck and long legs, and 
he hasn't done a stroke of work since Monday morning. He won't trot.' 

'Whew!' said the Djinn, whistling, 'that's my Camel, for all the gold in 
Arabia! What does he say about it?' 

'He says "Humph!"' said the Dog; 'and he won't fetch and carry.' 

'Does he say anything else?' 

'Only "Humph!"; and he won't plough,' said the Ox. 

'Very good,' said the Djinn. 'I'll humph him if you will kindly wait a 
minute.' 

The Djinn rolled himself up in his dust-cloak, and took a bearing across 
the desert, and found the Camel most 'scruciatingly idle, looking at his 
own reflection in a pool of water. 

'My long and bubbling friend,' said the Djinn, 'what's this I hear of your 
doing no work, with the world so new-and-all?' 

'Humph!' said the Camel. 

The Djinn sat down, with his chin in his hand, and began to think a 
Great Magic, while the Camel looked at his own reflection in the pool 
of water. 

'You've given the Three extra work ever since Monday morning, all on 
account of your 'scruciating idleness,' said the Djinn; and he went on 
thinking Magics, with his chin in his hand. 

'Humph!' said the Camel. 



'I shouldn't say that again if I were you,' said the Djinn; you might say it 
once too often. Bubbles, I want you to work.' 

And the Camel said 'Humph!' again; but no sooner had he said it than 
he saw his back, that he was so proud of, puffing up and puffing up 
into a great big lolloping humph. 

'Do you see that?' said the Djinn. 'That's your very own humph that 
you've brought upon your very own self by not working. To-day is 
Thursday, and you've done no work since Monday, when the work 
began. Now you are going to work.' 

'How can I,' said the Camel, 'with this humph on my back?' 

'That's made a-purpose,' said the Djinn, 'all because you missed those 
three days. You will be able to work now for three days without eating, 
because you can live on your humph; and don't you ever say I never 
did anything for you. Come out of the Desert and go to the Three, and 
behave. Humph yourself!' 

And the Camel humphed himself, humph and all, and went away to 
join the Three. And from that day to this the Camel always wears a 
humph (we call it 'hump' now, not to hurt his feelings); but he has 
never yet caught up with the three days that he missed at the 
beginning of the world, and he has never yet learned how to behave. 
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The Cactus  by O. Henry 

The most notable thing about Time is that it is so purely relative. A 
large amount of reminiscence is, by common consent, conceded to the 
drowning man; and it is not past belief that one may review an entire 
courtship while removing one's gloves. 

That is what Trysdale was doing, standing by a table in his bachelor 
apartments. On the table stood a singular-looking green plant in a red 
earthen jar. The plant was one of the species of cacti, and was 
provided with long, tentacular leaves that perpetually swayed with the 
slightest breeze with a peculiar beckoning motion. 

Trysdale's friend, the brother of the bride, stood at a sideboard 
complaining at being allowed to drink alone. Both men were in evening 
dress. White favors like stars upon their coats shone through the 
gloom of the apartment. 

As he slowly unbuttoned his gloves, there passed through Trysdale's 
mind a swift, scarifying retrospect of the last few hours. It seemed that 
in his nostrils was still the scent of the flowers that had been banked in 
odorous masses about the church, and in his ears the lowpitched hum 
of a thousand well-bred voices, the rustle of crisp garments, and, most 
insistently recurring, the drawling words of the minister irrevocably 
binding her to another. 

From this last hopeless point of view he still strove, as if it had become 
a habit of his mind, to reach some conjecture as to why and how he 
had lost her. Shaken rudely by the uncompromising fact, he had 
suddenly found himself confronted by a thing he had never before 
faced --his own innermost, unmitigated, arid unbedecked self. He saw 
all the garbs of pretence and egoism that he had worn now turn to 
rags of folly. He shuddered at the thought that to others, before now, 
the garments of his soul must have appeared sorry and threadbare. 
Vanity and conceit? These were the joints in his armor. And how free 
from either she had always been--But why-- 



As she had slowly moved up the aisle toward the altar he had felt an 
unworthy, sullen exultation that had served to support him. He had 
told himself that her paleness was from thoughts of another than the 
man to whom she was about to give herself. But even that poor 
consolation had been wrenched from him. For, when he saw that 
swift, limpid, upward look that she gave the man when he took her 
hand, he knew himself to be forgotten. Once that same look had been 
raised to him, and he had gauged its meaning. Indeed, his conceit had 
crumbled; its last prop was gone. Why had it ended thus? There had 
been no quarrel between them, nothing-- 

For the thousandth time he remarshalled in his mind the events of 
those last few days before the tide had so suddenly turned. 

She had always insisted upon placing him upon a pedestal, and he had 
accepted her homage with royal grandeur. It had been a very sweet 
incense that she had burned before him; so modest (he told himself); 
so childlike and worshipful, and (he would once have sworn) so 
sincere. She had invested him with an almost supernatural number of 
high attributes and excellencies and talents, and he had absorbed the 
oblation as a desert drinks the rain that can coax from it no promise of 
blossom or fruit. 

As Trysdale grimly wrenched apart the seam of his last glove, the 
crowning instance of his fatuous and tardily mourned egoism came 
vividly back to him. The scene was the night when he had asked her to 
come up on his pedestal with him and share his greatness. He could 
not, now, for the pain of it, allow his mind to dwell upon the memory 
of her convincing beauty that night--the careless wave of her hair, the 
tenderness and virginal charm of her looks and words. But they had 
been enough, and they had brought him to speak. During their 
conversation she had said: 

"And Captain Carruthers tells me that you speak the Spanish language 
like a native. Why have you hidden this accomplishment from me? Is 
there anything you do not know?" 



Now, Carruthers was an idiot. No doubt he (Trysdale) had been guilty 
(he sometimes did such things) of airing at the club some old, canting 
Castilian proverb dug from the hotchpotch at the back of dictionaries. 
Carruthers, who was one of his incontinent admirers, was the very 
man to have magnified this exhibition of doubtful erudition. 

But, alas! the incense of her admiration had been so sweet and 
flattering. He allowed the imputation to pass without denial. Without 
protest, he allowed her to twine about his brow this spurious bay of 
Spanish scholarship. He let it grace his conquering head, and, among 
its soft convolutions, he did not feel the prick of the thorn that was to 
pierce him later. 

How glad, how shy, how tremulous she was! How she fluttered like a 
snared bird when he laid his mightiness at her feet! He could have 
sworn, and he could swear now, that unmistakable consent was in her 
eyes, but, coyly, she would give him no direct answer. "I will send you 
my answer to-morrow," she said; and he, the indulgent, confident 
victor, smilingly granted the delay. The next day he waited, impatient, 
in his rooms for the word. At noon her groom came to the door and 
left the strange cactus in the red earthen jar. There was no note, no 
message, merely a tag upon the plant bearing a barbarous foreign or 
botanical name. He waited until night, but her answer did not come. 
His large pride and hurt vanity kept him from seeking her. Two 
evenings later they met at a dinner. Their greetings were conventional, 
but she looked at him, breathless, wondering, eager. He was 
courteous, adamant, waiting her explanation. With womanly swiftness 
she took her cue from his manner, and turned to snow and ice. Thus, 
and wider from this on, they had drifted apart. Where was his fault? 
Who had been to blame? Humbled now, he sought the answer amid 
the ruins of his self-conceit. If-- 

The voice of the other man in the room, querulously intruding upon his 
thoughts, aroused him. 

"I say, Trysdale, what the deuce is the matter with you? You look 
unhappy as if you yourself had been married instead of having acted 
merely as an accomplice. Look at me, another accessory, come two 



thousand miles on a garlicky, cockroachy banana steamer all the way 
from South America to connive at the sacrifice--please to observe how 
lightly my guilt rests upon my shoulders. Only little sister I had, too, 
and now she's gone. Come now! take something to ease your 
conscience." 

"I don't drink just now, thanks," said Trysdale. 

"Your brandy," resumed the other, coming over and joining him, "is 
abominable. Run down to see me some time at Punta Redonda, and 
try some of our stuff that old Garcia smuggles in. It's worth the, trip. 
Hallo! here's an old acquaintance. Wherever did you rake up this 
cactus, Trysdale?" 

"A present," said Trysdale, "from a friend. Know the species?" 

"Very well. It's a tropical concern. See hundreds of 'em around Punta 
every day. Here's the name on this tag tied to it. Know any Spanish, 
Trysdale?" 

"No," said Trysdale, with the bitter wraith of a smile--"Is it Spanish?" 

"Yes. The natives imagine the leaves are reaching out and beckoning to 
you. They call it by this name--Ventomarme. Name means in English, 
'Come and take me.'" 
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Regret by Kate Chopin 

MAMZELLE AURLIE possessed a good strong figure, ruddy cheeks, hair 
that was changing from brown to gray, and a determined eye. She 
wore a man's hat about the farm, and an old blue army overcoat when 
it was cold, and sometimes top-boots. 

Mamzelle Aurlie had never thought of marrying. She had never been in 
love. At the age of twenty she had received a proposal, which she had 
promptly declined, and at the age of fifty she had not yet lived to 
regret it. 

So she was quite alone in the world, except for her dog Ponto, and the 
negroes who lived in her cabins and worked her crops, and the fowls, a 
few cows, a couple of mules, her gun (with which she shot chicken-
hawks), and her religion. 

One morning Mamzelle Aurlie stood upon her gallery, contemplating, 
with arms akimbo, a small band of very small children who, to all 
intents and purposes, might have fallen from the clouds, so 
unexpected and bewildering was their coming, and so unwelcome. 
They were the children of her nearest neighbor, Odile, who was not 
such a near neighbor, after all. 

The young woman had appeared but five minutes before, 
accompanied by these four children. In her arms she carried little 
Lodie; she dragged Ti Nomme by an unwilling hand; while Marcline 
and Marclette followed with irresolute steps. 

Her face was red and disfigured from tears and excitement. She had 
been summoned to a neighboring parish by the dangerous illness of 
her mother; her husband was away in Texas -- it seemed to her a 
million miles away; and Valsin was waiting with the mule-cart to drive 
her to the station. 

It's no question, Mamzelle Aurlie; you jus' got to keep those 
youngsters fo' me tell I come back. Dieu sait, I wouldn' botha you with 
'em if it was any otha way to do! Make 'em mine you, Mamzelle Aurlie; 
don' spare 'em. Me, there, I'm half crazy between the chil'ren, an' Lon 



not home, an' maybe not even to fine po' maman alive encore!" -- a 
harrowing possibility which drove Odile to take a final hasty and 
convulsive leave of her disconsolate family. 

She left them crowded into the narrow strip of shade on the porch of 
the long, low house; the white sunlight was beating in on the white old 
boards; some chickens were scratching in the grass at the foot of the 
steps, and one had boldly mounted, and was stepping heavily, 
solemnly, and aimlessly across the gallery. There was a pleasant odor 
of pinks in the air, and the sound of negroes' laughter was coming 
across the flowering cotton-field. 

Mamzelle Aurlie stood contemplating the children. She looked with a 
critical eye upon Marcline, who had been left staggering beneath the 
weight of the chubby Lodie. She surveyed with the same calculating air 
Marclette mingling her silent tears with the audible grief and rebellion 
of Ti Nomme. During those few contemplative moments she was 
collecting herself, determining upon a line of action which should be 
identical with a line of duty. She began by feeding them. 

If Mamzelle Aurlie's responsibilities might have begun and ended 
there, they could easily have been dismissed; for her larder was amply 
provided against an emergency of this nature. But little children are 
not little pigs: they require and demand attentions which were wholly 
unexpected by Mamzelle Aurlie, and which she was ill prepared to 
give. 

She was, indeed, very inapt in her management of Odile's children 
during the first few days. How could she know that Marclette always 
wept when spoken to in a loud and commanding tone of voice? It was 
a peculiarity of Marclette's. She became acquainted with Ti Nomme's 
passion for flowers only when he had plucked all the choicest 
gardenias and pinks for the apparent purpose of critically studying 
their botanical construction. 

"'T ain't enough to tell 'im, Mamzelle Aurlie," Marcline instructed her; 
"you got to tie 'im in a chair. It's w'at maman all time do w'en he's bad: 
she tie 'im in a chair." The chair in which Mamzelle Aurlie tied Ti 



Nomme was roomy and comfortable, and he seized the opportunity to 
take a nap in it, the afternoon being warm. 

At night, when she ordered them one and all to bed as she would have 
shooed the chickens into the hen-house, they stayed 
uncomprehending before her. What about the little white nightgowns 
that had to be taken from the pillow-slip in which they were brought 
over, and shaken by some strong hand till they snapped like ox-whips? 
What about the tub of water which had to be brought and set in the 
middle of the floor, in which the little tired, dusty, sun-browned feet 
had every one to be washed sweet and clean? And it made Marcline 
and Marclette laugh merrily -- the idea that Mamzelle Aurlie should for 
a moment have believed that Ti Nomme could fall asleep without 
being told the story of Croque-mitaine or Loup-garou, or both; or that 
lodie could fall asleep at all without being rocked and sung to. 

"I tell you, Aunt Ruby," Mamzelle Aurlie informed her cook in 
confidence; "me, I'd rather manage a dozen plantation' than fo' 
chil'ren. It's terrassent! Bont! don't talk to me about chil'ren!" 

"T ain' ispected sich as you would know airy thing 'bout 'em, Mamzelle 
Aurlie. I see dat plainly yistiddy w'en I spy dat li'le chile playin' wid yo' 
baskit o' keys. You don' know dat makes chillun grow up hard-headed, 
to play wid keys? Des like it make 'em teeth hard to look in a lookin'-
glass. Them's the things you got to know in the raisin' an' manigement 
o' chillun." 

Mmzelle Aurlie certainly did not pretend or aspire to such subtle and 
far-reaching knowledge on the subject as Aunt Ruby possessed, who 
had "raised five an' buried six" in her day. She was glad enough to 
learn a few little mother-tricks to serve the moment's need. 

 

Ti Nomme's sticky fingers compelled her to unearth white aprons that 
she had not worn for years, and she had to accustom herself to his 
moist kisses -- the expressions of an affectionate and exuberant 
nature. She got down her sewing-basket, which she seldom used, from 
the top shelf of the armoire, and placed it within the ready and easy 



reach which torn slips and buttonless waists demanded. It took her 
some days to become accustomed to the laughing, the crying, the 
chattering that echoed through the house and around it all day long. 
And it was not the first or the second night that she could sleep 
comfortably with little Lodie's hot, plump body pressed close against 
her, and the little one's warm breath beating her cheek like the fanning 
of a bird's wing. 

But at the end of two weeks Mamzelle Aurlie had grown quite used to 
these things, and she no longer complained. 

It was also at the end of two weeks that Mamzelle Aurlie, one evening, 
looking away toward the crib where the cattle were being fed, saw 
Valsin's blue cart turning the bend of the road. Odile sat beside the 
mulatto, upright and alert. As they drew near, the young woman's 
beaming face indicated that her home-coming was a happy one. 

But this coming, unannounced and unexpected, threw Mamzelle Aurlie 
into a flutter that was almost agitation. The children had to be 
gathered. Where was Ti Nomme? Yonder in the shed, putting an edge 
on his knife at the grindstone. And Marcline and Marclette? Cutting 
and fashioning doll-rags in the corner of the gallery. As for Lodie, she 
was safe enough in Mamzelle Aurlie's arms; and she had screamed 
with delight at sight of the familiar blue cart which was bringing her 
mother back to her. 

THE excitement was all over, and they were gone. How still it was 
when they were gone! Mamzelle Aurlie stood upon the gallery, looking 
and listening. She could no longer see the cart; the red sunset and the 
blue-gray twilight had together flung a purple mist across the fields 
and road that hid it from her view. She could no longer hear the 
wheezing and creaking of its wheels. But she could still faintly hear the 
shrill, glad voices of the children. 

 

She turned into the house. There was much work awaiting her, for the 
children had left a sad disorder behind them; but she did not at once 
set about the task of righting it. Mamzelle Aurlie seated herself beside 



the table. She gave one slow glance through the room, into which the 
evening shadows were creeping and deepening around her solitary 
figure. She let her head fall down upon her bended arm, and began to 
cry. Oh, but she cried! Not softly, as women often do. She cried like a 
man, with sobs that seemed to tear her very soul. She did not notice 
Ponto licking her hand. 
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The Brave Tin Soldier by Hans Christian Andersen 

THERE were once five-and-twenty tin soldiers, who were all brothers, 
for they had been made out of the same old tin spoon. They 
shouldered arms and looked straight before them, and wore a splendid 
uniform, red and blue. The first thing in the world they ever heard 
were the words, "Tin soldiers!" uttered by a little boy, who clapped his 
hands with delight when the lid of the box, in which they lay, was 
taken off. They were given him for a birthday present, and he stood at 
the table to set them up. The soldiers were all exactly alike, excepting 
one, who had only one leg; he had been left to the last, and then there 
was not enough of the melted tin to finish him, so they made him to 
stand firmly on one leg, and this caused him to be very remarkable. 

The table on which the tin soldiers stood, was covered with other 
playthings, but the most attractive to the eye was a pretty little paper 
castle. Through the small windows the rooms could be seen. In front of 
the castle a number of little trees surrounded a piece of looking-glass, 
which was intended to represent a transparent lake. Swans, made of 
wax, swam on the lake, and were reflected in it. All this was very 
pretty, but the prettiest of all was a tiny little lady, who stood at the 
open door of the castle; she, also, was made of paper, and she wore a 
dress of clear muslin, with a narrow blue ribbon over her shoulders just 
like a scarf. In front of these was fixed a glittering tinsel rose, as large 
as her whole face. The little lady was a dancer, and she stretched out 
both her arms, and raised one of her legs so high, that the tin soldier 
could not see it at all, and he thought that she, like himself, had only 
one leg. "That is the wife for me," he thought; "but she is too grand, 
and lives in a castle, while I have only a box to live in, five-and-twenty 
of us altogether, that is no place for her. Still I must try and make her 
acquaintance." Then he laid himself at full length on the table behind a 
snuff-box that stood upon it, so that he could peep at the little delicate 
lady, who continued to stand on one leg without losing her balance. 
When evening came, the other tin soldiers were all placed in the box, 
and the people of the house went to bed. Then the playthings began to 
have their own games together, to pay visits, to have sham fights, and 



to give balls. The tin soldiers rattled in their box; they wanted to get 
out and join the amusements, but they could not open the lid. The nut-
crackers played at leap-frog, and the pencil jumped about the table. 
There was such a noise that the canary woke up and began to talk, and 
in poetry too. Only the tin soldier and the dancer remained in their 
places. She stood on tiptoe, with her legs stretched out, as firmly as he 
did on his one leg. He never took his eyes from her for even a moment. 
The clock struck twelve, and, with a bounce, up sprang the lid of the 
snuff-box; but, instead of snuff, there jumped up a little black goblin; 
for the snuff-box was a toy puzzle. 

"Tin soldier," said the goblin, "don't wish for what does not belong to 
you. 

But the tin soldier pretended not to hear. 

"Very well; wait till to-morrow, then," said the goblin. 

When the children came in the next morning, they placed the tin 
soldier in the window. Now, whether it was the goblin who did it, or 
the draught, is not known, but the window flew open, and out fell the 
tin soldier, heels over head, from the third story, into the street 
beneath. It was a terrible fall; for he came head downwards, his 
helmet and his bayonet stuck in between the flagstones, and his one 
leg up in the air. The servant maid and the little boy went down stairs 
directly to look for him; but he was nowhere to be seen, although once 
they nearly trod upon him. If he had called out, "Here I am," it would 
have been all right, but he was too proud to cry out for help while he 
wore a uniform. 

Presently it began to rain, and the drops fell faster and faster, till there 
was a heavy shower. When it was over, two boys happened to pass by, 
and one of them said, "Look, there is a tin soldier. He ought to have a 
boat to sail in." 

So they made a boat out of a newspaper, and placed the tin soldier in 
it, and sent him sailing down the gutter, while the two boys ran by the 
side of it, and clapped their hands. Good gracious, what large waves 
arose in that gutter! and how fast the stream rolled on! for the rain 



had been very heavy. The paper boat rocked up and down, and turned 
itself round sometimes so quickly that the tin soldier trembled; yet he 
remained firm; his countenance did not change; he looked straight 
before him, and shouldered his musket. Suddenly the boat shot under 
a bridge which formed a part of a drain, and then it was as dark as the 
tin soldier's box. 

"Where am I going now?" thought he. "This is the black goblin's fault, I 
am sure. Ah, well, if the little lady were only here with me in the boat, I 
should not care for any darkness." 

Suddenly there appeared a great water-rat, who lived in the drain. 

 

"Have you a passport?" asked the rat, "give it to me at once." But the 
tin soldier remained silent and held his musket tighter than ever. The 
boat sailed on and the rat followed it. How he did gnash his teeth and 
cry out to the bits of wood and straw, "Stop him, stop him; he has not 
paid toll, and has not shown his pass." But the stream rushed on 
stronger and stronger. The tin soldier could already see daylight 
shining where the arch ended. Then he heard a roaring sound quite 
terrible enough to frighten the bravest man. At the end of the tunnel 
the drain fell into a large canal over a steep place, which made it as 
dangerous for him as a waterfall would be to us. He was too close to it 
to stop, so the boat rushed on, and the poor tin soldier could only hold 
himself as stiffly as possible, without moving an eyelid, to show that he 
was not afraid. The boat whirled round three or four times, and then 
filled with water to the very edge; nothing could save it from sinking. 
He now stood up to his neck in water, while deeper and deeper sank 
the boat, and the paper became soft and loose with the wet, till at last 
the water closed over the soldier's head. He thought of the elegant 
little dancer whom he should never see again, and the words of the 
song sounded in his ears- -  

"Farewell, warrior! ever brave, 

Drifting onward to thy grave." - 



Then the paper boat fell to pieces, and the soldier sank into the water 
and immediately afterwards was swallowed up by a great fish. Oh how 
dark it was inside the fish! A great deal darker than in the tunnel, and 
narrower too, but the tin soldier continued firm, and lay at full length 
shouldering his musket. The fish swam to and fro, making the most 
wonderful movements, but at last he became quite still. After a while, 
a flash of lightning seemed to pass through him, and then the daylight 
approached, and a voice cried out, "I declare here is the tin soldier." 
The fish had been caught, taken to the market and sold to the cook, 
who took him into the kitchen and cut him open with a large knife. She 
picked up the soldier and held him by the waist between her finger 
and thumb, and carried him into the room. They were all anxious to 
see this wonderful soldier who had travelled about inside a fish; but he 
was not at all proud. They placed him on the table, and- how many 
curious things do happen in the world!- there he was in the very same 
room from the window of which he had fallen, there were the same 
children, the same playthings, standing on the table, and the pretty 
castle with the elegant little dancer at the door; she still balanced 
herself on one leg, and held up the other, so she was as firm as 
himself. It touched the tin soldier so much to see her that he almost 
wept tin tears, but he kept them back. He only looked at her and they 
both remained silent. Presently one of the little boys took up the tin 
soldier, and threw him into the stove. He had no reason for doing so, 
therefore it must have been the fault of the black goblin who lived in 
the snuff-box. The flames lighted up the tin soldier, as he stood, the 
heat was very terrible, but whether it proceeded from the real fire or 
from the fire of love he could not tell. Then he could see that the 
bright colors were faded from his uniform, but whether they had been 
washed off during his journey or from the effects of his sorrow, no one 
could say. He looked at the little lady, and she looked at him. He felt 
himself melting away, but he still remained firm with his gun on his 
shoulder. Suddenly the door of the room flew open and the draught of 
air caught up the little dancer, she fluttered like a sylph right into the 
stove by the side of the tin soldier, and was instantly in flames and was 
gone. The tin soldier melted down into a lump, and the next morning, 



when the maid servant took the ashes out of the stove, she found him 
in the shape of a little tin heart. But of the little dancer nothing 
remained but the tinsel rose, which was burnt black as a cinder. - - 

THE END 
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A Pair of Silk Stockings   by Kate Chopin 

Little Mrs. Sommers one day found herself the unexpected possessor 
of fifteen dollars. It seemed to her a very large amount of money, and 
the way in which it stuffed and bulged her worn old porte-monnaie 
gave her a feeling of importance such as she had not enjoyed for years. 

The question of investment was one that occupied her greatly. For a 
day or two she walked about apparently in a dreamy state, but really 
absorbed in speculation and calculation. She did not wish to act hastily, 
to do anything she might afterward regret. But it was during the still 
hours of the night when she lay awake revolving plans in her mind that 
she seemed to see her way clearly toward a proper and judicious use 
of the money. 

A dollar or two should be added to the price usually paid for Janie's 
shoes, which would insure their lasting an appreciable time longer 
than they usually did. She would buy so and so many yards of percale 
for new shirt waists for the boys and Janie and Mag. She had intended 
to make the old ones do by skilful patching. Mag should have another 
gown. She had seen some beautiful patterns, veritable bargains in the 
shop windows. And still there would be left enough for new stockings--
two pairs apiece--and what darning that would save for a while! She 
would get caps for the boys and sailor-hats for the girls. The vision of 
her little brood looking fresh and dainty and new for once in their lives 
excited her and made her restless and wakeful with anticipation. 

The neighbors sometimes talked of certain "better days" that little 
Mrs. Sommers had known before she had ever thought of being Mrs. 
Sommers. She herself indulged in no such morbid retrospection. She 
had no time--no second of time to devote to the past. The needs of the 
present absorbed her every faculty. A vision of the future like some 
dim, gaunt monster sometimes appalled her, but luckily tomorrow 
never comes. Mrs. Sommers was one who knew the value of bargains; 
who could stand for hours making her way inch by inch toward the 
desired object that was selling below cost. She could elbow her way if 
need be; she had learned to clutch a piece of goods and hold it and 



stick to it with persistence and determination till her turn came to be 
served, no matter when it came. 

But that day she was a little faint and tired. She had swallowed a light 
luncheon--no! when she came to think of it, between getting the 
children fed and the place righted, and preparing herself for the 
shopping bout, she had actually forgotten to eat any luncheon at all! 

She sat herself upon a revolving stool before a counter that was 
comparatively deserted, trying to gather strength and courage to 
charge through an eager multitude that was besieging breastworks of 
shirting and figured lawn. An all-gone limp feeling had come over her 
and she rested her hand aimlessly upon the counter. She wore no 
gloves. By degrees she grew aware that her hand had encountered 
something very soothing, very pleasant to touch. She looked down to 
see that her hand lay upon a pile of silk stockings. A placard nearby 
announced that they had been reduced in price from two dollars and 
fifty cents to one dollar and ninety-eight cents; and a young girl who 
stood behind the counter asked her if she wished to examine their line 
of silk hosiery. She smiled, just as if she had been asked to inspect a 
tiara of diamonds with the ultimate view of purchasing it. But she went 
on feeling the soft, sheeny luxurious things--with both hands now, 
holding them up to see them glisten, and to feel them glide serpent-
like through her fingers. 

Two hectic blotches came suddenly into her pale cheeks. She looked 
up at the girl. 

"Do you think there are any eights-and-a-half among these?" 

There were any number of eights-and-a-half. In fact, there were more 
of that size than any other. Here was a light-blue pair; there were 
some lavender, some all black and various shades of tan and gray. Mrs. 
Sommers selected a black pair and looked at them very long and 
closely. She pretended to be examining their texture, which the clerk 
assured her was excellent. 

"A dollar and ninety-eight cents," she mused aloud. "Well, I'll take this 
pair." She handed the girl a five-dollar bill and waited for her change 



and for her parcel. What a very small parcel it was! It seemed lost in 
the depths of her shabby old shopping-bag. 

Mrs. Sommers after that did not move in the direction of the bargain 
counter. She took the elevator, which carried her to an upper floor into 
the region of the ladies' waiting-rooms. Here, in a retired corner, she 
exchanged her cotton stockings for the new silk ones which she had 
just bought. She was not going through any acute mental process or 
reasoning with herself, nor was she striving to explain to her 
satisfaction the motive of her action. She was not thinking at all. She 
seemed for the time to be taking a rest from that laborious and 
fatiguing function and to have abandoned herself to some mechanical 
impulse that directed her actions and freed her of responsibility. 

How good was the touch of the raw silk to her flesh! She felt like lying 
back in the cushioned chair and revelling for a while in the luxury of it. 
She did for a little while. Then she replaced her shoes, rolled the 
cotton stockings together and thrust them into her bag. After doing 
this she crossed straight over to the shoe department and took her 
seat to be fitted. 

She was fastidious. The clerk could not make her out; he could not 
reconcile her shoes with her stockings, and she was not too easily 
pleased. She held back her skirts and turned her feet one way and her 
head another way as she glanced down at the polished, pointed-tipped 
boots. Her foot and ankle looked very pretty. She could not realize that 
they belonged to her and were a part of herself. She wanted an 
excellent and stylish fit, she told the young fellow who served her, and 
she did not mind the difference of a dollar or two more in the price so 
long as she got what she desired. 

It was a long time since Mrs. Sommers had been fitted with gloves. On 
rare occasions when she had bought a pair they were always 
"bargains," so cheap that it would have been preposterous and 
unreasonable to have expected them to be fitted to the hand. 

Now she rested her elbow on the cushion of the glove counter, and a 
pretty, pleasant young creature, delicate and deft of touch, drew a 



long-wristed "kid" over Mrs. Sommers's hand. She smoothed it down 
over the wrist and buttoned it neatly, and both lost themselves for a 
second or two in admiring contemplation of the little symmetrical 
gloved hand. But there were other places where money might be 
spent. 

There were books and magazines piled up in the window of a stall a 
few paces down the street. Mrs. Sommers bought two high-priced 
magazines such as she had been accustomed to read in the days when 
she had been accustomed to other pleasant things. She carried them 
without wrapping. As well as she could she lifted her skirts at the 
crossings. Her stockings and boots and well fitting gloves had worked 
marvels in her bearing--had given her a feeling of assurance, a sense of 
belonging to the well-dressed multitude. 

She was very hungry. Another time she would have stilled the cravings 
for food until reaching her own home, where she would have brewed 
herself a cup of tea and taken a snack of anything that was available. 
But the impulse that was guiding her would not suffer her to entertain 
any such thought. 

There was a restaurant at the corner. She had never entered its doors; 
from the outside she had sometimes caught glimpses of spotless 
damask and shining crystal, and soft-stepping waiters serving people of 
fashion. 

When she entered her appearance created no surprise, no 
consternation, as she had half feared it might. She seated herself at a 
small table alone, and an attentive waiter at once approached to take 
her order. She did not want a profusion; she craved a nice and tasty 
bite--a half dozen blue-points, a plump chop with cress, a something 
sweet--a creme-frappee, for instance; a glass of Rhine wine, and after 
all a small cup of black coffee. 

While waiting to be served she removed her gloves very leisurely and 
laid them beside her. Then she picked up a magazine and glanced 
through it, cutting the pages with a blunt edge of her knife. It was all 
very agreeable. The damask was even more spotless than it had 



seemed through the window, and the crystal more sparkling. There 
were quiet ladies and gentlemen, who did not notice her, lunching at 
the small tables like her own. A soft, pleasing strain of music could be 
heard, and a gentle breeze, was blowing through the window. She 
tasted a bite, and she read a word or two, and she sipped the amber 
wine and wiggled her toes in the silk stockings. The price of it made no 
difference. She counted the money out to the waiter and left an extra 
coin on his tray, whereupon he bowed before her as before a princess 
of royal blood. 

There was still money in her purse, and her next temptation presented 
itself in the shape of a matinee poster. 

It was a little later when she entered the theatre, the play had begun 
and the house seemed to her to be packed. But there were vacant 
seats here and there, and into one of them she was ushered, between 
brilliantly dressed women who had gone there to kill time and eat 
candy and display their gaudy attire. There were many others who 
were there solely for the play and acting. It is safe to say there was no 
one present who bore quite the attitude which Mrs. Sommers did to 
her surroundings. She gathered in the whole--stage and players and 
people in one wide impression, and absorbed it and enjoyed it. She 
laughed at the comedy and wept--she and the gaudy woman next to 
her wept over the tragedy. And they talked a little together over it. 
And the gaudy woman wiped her eyes and sniffled on a tiny square of 
filmy, perfumed lace and passed little Mrs. Sommers her box of candy. 

The play was over, the music ceased, the crowd filed out. It was like a 
dream ended. People scattered in all directions. Mrs. Sommers went to 
the corner and waited for the cable car. 

A man with keen eyes, who sat opposite to her, seemed to like the 
study of her small, pale face. It puzzled him to decipher what he saw 
there. In truth, he saw nothing-unless he were wizard enough to 
detect a poignant wish, a powerful longing that the cable car would 
never stop anywhere, but go on and on with her forever. 
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The Gift of the Magi   by O. Henry    

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it 
was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the 
grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one's cheeks 
burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing 
implied. Three times Della counted it. One dollar and eighty-seven 
cents. And the next day would be Christmas. 

There was clearly nothing left to do but flop down on the shabby little 
couch and howl. So Della did it. Which instigates the moral reflection 
that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles 
predominating. 

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first 
stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per 
week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that 
word on the look-out for the mendicancy squad. 

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, 
and an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. 
Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name "Mr. James 
Dillingham Young." 

The "Dillingham" had been flung to the breeze during a former period 
of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, 
when the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of "Dillingham" looked 
blurred, as though they were thinking seriously of contracting to a 
modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young 
came home and reached his flat above he was called "Jim" and greatly 
hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as 
Della. Which is all very good. 

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. 
She stood by the window and looked out dully at a grey cat walking a 
grey fence in a grey backyard. To-morrow would be Christmas Day, and 
she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She had been 
saving every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty 



dollars a week doesn't go far. Expenses had been greater than she had 
calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her 
Jim. Many a happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for 
him. Something fine and rare and sterling--something just a little bit 
near to being worthy of the honour of being owned by Jim. 

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you 
have seen a pier-glass in an $8 Bat. A very thin and very agile person 
may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal 
strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. Della, being 
slender, had mastered the art. Suddenly she whirled from the window 
and stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her 
face had lost its colour within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down 
her hair and let it fall to its full length. 

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in 
which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim's gold watch that 
had been his father's and his grandfather's. The other was Della's hair. 
Had the Queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Della 
would have let her hair hang out of the window some day to dry just to 
depreciate Her Majesty's jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the 
janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have 
pulled out his watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his 
beard from envy. 

So now Della's beautiful hair fell about her, rippling and shining like a 
cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and made itself 
almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again nervously and 
quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear or 
two splashed on the worn red carpet. 

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl 
of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she cluttered out 
of the door and down the stairs to the street. 

Where she stopped the sign read: "Mme Sofronie. Hair Goods of All 
Kinds." One Eight up Della ran, and collected herself, panting. 
Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the "Sofronie." 



"Will you buy my hair?" asked Della. 

"I buy hair," said Madame. "Take yer hat off and let's have a sight at 
the looks of it." 

Down rippled the brown cascade. 

"Twenty dollars," said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand. 

"Give it to me quick" said Della. 

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the 
hashed metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim's present. 

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. 
There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all 
of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in 
design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by 
meretricious ornamentation--as all good things should do. It was even 
worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be 
Jim's. It was like him. Quietness and value--the description applied to 
both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried 
home with the 78 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be 
properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch 
was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather 
strap that he used in place of a chain. 

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to 
prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas 
and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity added to 
love. Which is always a tremendous task dear friends--a mammoth 
task. 

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls 
that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at 
her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and critically. 

"If Jim doesn't kill me," she said to herself, "before he takes a second 
look at me, he'll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what 
could I do--oh! what could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents?" 



At 7 o'clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of 
the stove hot and ready to cook the chops. 

Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on 
the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she 
heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she 
turned white for just a moment. She had a habit of saying little silent 
prayers about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: 
"Please, God, make him think I am still pretty." 

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and 
very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two--and to be burdened 
with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was with out gloves. 

Jim stepped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of 
quail. His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in 
them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor 
surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that 
she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that 
peculiar expression on his face. 

Della wriggled off the table and went for him. 

"Jim, darling," she cried, "don't look at me that way. I had my hair cut 
off and sold it because I couldn't have lived through Christmas without 
giving you a present. It'll grow out again--you won't mind, will you? I 
just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say 'Merry Christmas!' 
Jim, and let's be happy. You don't know what a nice-what a beautiful, 
nice gift I've got for you." 

"You've cut off your hair?" asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not 
arrived at that patent fact yet, even after the hardest mental labour. 

"Cut it off and sold it," said Della. "Don't you like me just as well, 
anyhow? I'm me without my hair, ain't I?" 

Jim looked about the room curiously. 

"You say your hair is gone?" he said, with an air almost of idiocy. 



"You needn't look for it," said Della. "It's sold, I tell you--sold and gone, 
too. It's Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe 
the hairs of my head were numbered," she went on with a sudden 
serious sweetness, "but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall 
I put the chops on, Jim?" 

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. 
For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some 
inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a 
million a year--what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would 
give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that 
was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on. 

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the 
table. 

"Don't make any mistake, Dell," he said, "about me. I don't think 
there's anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that 
could make me like my girl any less. But if you'll unwrap that package 
you may see why you had me going a while at first." 

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an 
ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to 
hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of 
all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat. 

For there lay The Combs--the set of combs, side and back, that Della 
had worshipped for long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure 
tortoise-shell, with jewelled rims--just the shade to wear in the 
beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and 
her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least 
hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that 
should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone. 

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look 
up with dim eyes and a smile and say: "My hair grows so fast, Jim!" 

And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, "Oh, oh!" 



Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him 
eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash 
with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit. 

"Isn't it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You'll have to 
look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I 
want to see how it looks on it." 

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands 
under the back of his head and smiled. 

"Dell," said he, "let's put our Christmas presents away and keep 'em a 
while. They're too nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get 
the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops 
on." 

The magi, as you know, were wise men--wonderfully wise men-who 
brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving 
Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, 
possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And 
here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two 
foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other 
the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of 
these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the 
wisest. Of all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. 
Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi. 
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Desiree's Baby   by Kate Chopin 
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As the day was pleasant, Madame Valmonde drove over to L'Abri to 
see Desiree and the baby. It made her laugh to think of Desiree with a 
baby. Why, it seemed but yesterday that Desiree was little more than a 
baby herself; when Monsieur in riding through the gateway of 
Valmonde had found her lying asleep in the shadow of the big stone 
pillar. The little one awoke in his arms and began to cry for "Dada." 
That was as much as she could do or say. Some people thought she 
might have strayed there of her own accord, for she was of the 
toddling age. The prevailing belief was that she had been purposely 
left by a party of Texans, whose canvas-covered wagon, late in the day, 
had crossed the ferry that Coton Mais kept, just below the plantation. 
In time Madame Valmonde abandoned every speculation but the one 
that Desiree had been sent to her by a beneficent Providence to be the 
child of her affection, seeing that she was without child of the flesh. 
For the girl grew to be beautiful and gentle, affectionate and sincere - 
the idol of Valmonde. It was no wonder, when she stood one day 
against the stone pillar in whose shadow she had lain asleep, eighteen 
years before, that Armand Aubigny riding by and seeing her there, had 
fallen in love with her. That was the way all the Aubignys fell in love, as 
if struck by a pistol shot. The wonder was that he had not loved her 
before; for he had known her since his father brought him home from 
Paris, a boy of eight, after his mother died there. The passion that 
awoke in him that day, when he saw her at the gate, swept along like 
an avalanche, or like a prairie fire, or like anything that drives headlong 
over all obstacles. Monsieur Valmonde grew practical and wanted 
things well considered: that is, the girl's obscure origin. Armand looked 
into her eyes and did not care. He was reminded that she was 
nameless. What did it matter about a name when he could give her 
one of the oldest and proudest in Louisiana? He ordered the corbeille 
from Paris, and contained himself with what patience he could until it 
arrived; then they were married. 
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Madame Valmonde had not seen Desiree and the baby for four weeks. 
When she reached L'Abri she shuddered at the first sight of it, as she 
always did. It was a sad looking place, which for many years had not 
known the gentle presence of a mistress, old Monsieur Aubigny having 
married and buried his wife in France, and she having loved her own 
land too well ever to leave it. The roof came down steep and black like 
a cowl, reaching out beyond the wide galleries that encircled the 
yellow stuccoed house. Big, solemn oaks grew close to it, and their 
thick-leaved, far-reaching branches shadowed it like a pall. Young 
Aubigny's rule was a strict one, too, and under it his negroes had 
forgotten how to be gay, as they had been during the old master's 
easy-going and indulgent lifetime. The young mother was recovering 
slowly, and lay full length, in her soft white muslins and laces, upon a 
couch. The baby was beside her, upon her arm, where he had fallen 
asleep, at her breast. The yellow nurse woman sat beside a window 
fanning herself. Madame Valmonde bent her portly figure over Desiree 
and kissed her, holding her an instant tenderly in her arms. Then she 
turned to the child. "This is not the baby!" she exclaimed, in startled 
tones. French was the language spoken at Valmonde in those days. "I 
knew you would be astonished," laughed Desiree, "at the way he has 
grown. The little cochon de lait! Look at his legs, mamma, and his 
hands and fingernails - real finger-nails. Zandrine had to cut them this 
morning. Isn't it true, Zandrine?" The woman bowed her turbaned 
head majestically, "Mais si, Madame." "And the way he cries," went on 
Desiree, "is deafening. Armand heard him the other day as far away as 
La Blanche's cabin." Madame Valmonde had never removed her eyes 
from the child. She lifted it and walked with it over to the window that 
was lightest. She scanned the baby narrowly, then looked as 
searchingly at Zandrine, whose face was turned to gaze across the 
fields. "Yes, the child has grown, has changed," said Madame 
Valmonde, slowly, as she replaced it beside its mother. "What does 
Armand say?" Desiree's face became suffused with a glow that was 
happiness itself. 
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"Oh, Armand is the proudest father in the parish, I believe, chiefly 
because it is a boy, to bear his name; though he says not - that he 
would have loved a girl as well. But I know it isn't true. I know he says 
that to please me. And mamma," she added, drawing Madame 
Valmonde's head down to her, and speaking in a whisper, "he hasn't 
punished one of them - not one of them - since baby is born. Even 
Negrillon, who pretended to have burnt his leg that he might rest from 
work - he only laughed, and said Negrillon was a great scamp. Oh, 
mamma, I'm so happy; it frightens me." What Desiree said was true. 
Marriage, and later the birth of his son had softened Armand Aubigny's 
imperious and exacting nature greatly. This was what made the gentle 
Desiree so happy, for she loved him desperately. When he frowned 
she trembled, but loved him. When he smiled, she asked no greater 
blessing of God. But Armand's dark, handsome face had not often 
been disfigured by frowns since the day he fell in love with her. When 
the baby was about three months old, Desiree awoke one day to the 
conviction that there was something in the air menacing her peace. It 
was at first too subtle to grasp. It had only been a disquieting 
suggestion; an air of mystery among the blacks; unexpected visits from 
far-off neighbors who could hardly account for their coming. Then a 
strange, an awful change in her husband's manner, which she dared 
not ask him to explain. When he spoke to her, it was with averted 
eyes, from which the old love-light seemed to have gone out. He 
absented himself from home; and when there, avoided her presence 
and that of her child, without excuse. And the very spirit of Satan 
seemed suddenly to take hold of him in his dealings with the slaves. 
Desiree was miserable enough to die. She sat in her room, one hot 
afternoon, in her peignoir, listlessly drawing through her fingers the 
strands of her long, silky brown hair that hung about her shoulders. 
The baby, half naked, lay asleep upon her own great mahogany bed, 
that was like a sumptuous throne, with its satin-lined half-canopy. One 
of La Blanche's little quadroon boys - half naked too - stood fanning 
the child slowly with a fan of peacock feathers. Desiree's eyes had 
been fixed absently and sadly upon the baby, while she was striving to 



penetrate the threatening mist that she felt closing about her. She 
looked from her child to the boy who stood beside him, and back 
again; over and over. "Ah!" It was a cry that she could not help; which 
she was not conscious of having uttered. The blood turned like ice in 
her veins, and a clammy moisture gathered upon her face. 
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She tried to speak to the little quadroon boy; but no sound would 
come, at first. When he heard his name uttered, he looked up, and his 
mistress was pointing to the door. He laid aside the great, soft fan, and 
obediently stole away, over the polished floor, on his bare tiptoes. She 
stayed motionless, with gaze riveted upon her child, and her face the 
picture of fright. Presently her husband entered the room, and without 
noticing her, went to a table and began to search among some papers 
which covered it. "Armand," she called to him, in a voice which must 
have stabbed him, if he was human. But he did not notice. "Armand," 
she said again. Then she rose and tottered towards him. "Armand," she 
panted once more, clutching his arm, "look at our child. What does it 
mean? Tell me." He coldly but gently loosened her fingers from about 
his arm and thrust the hand away from him. "Tell me what it means!" 
she cried despairingly. "It means," he answered lightly, "that the child 
is not white; it means that you are not white." A quick conception of all 
that this accusation meant for her nerved her with unwonted courage 
to deny it. "It is a lie; it is not true, I am white! Look at my hair, it is 
brown; and my eyes are gray, Armand, you know they are gray. And 
my skin is fair," seizing his wrist. "Look at my hand; whiter than yours, 
Armand," she laughed hysterically. "As white as La Blanche's," he 
returned cruelly; and went away leaving her alone with their child. 
When she could hold a pen in her hand, she sent a despairing letter to 
Madame Valmonde. "My mother, they tell me I am not white. Armand 
has told me I am not white. For God's sake tell them it is not true. You 
must know it is not true. I shall die. I must die. I cannot be so unhappy, 
and live." The answer that came was brief: "My own Desiree: Come 
home to Valmonde; back to your mother who loves you. Come with 
your child." When the letter reached Desiree she went with it to her 



husband's study, and laid it open upon the desk before which he sat. 
She was like a stone image: silent, white, motionless after she placed it 
there. 
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In silence he ran his cold eyes over the written words. He said nothing. 
"Shall I go, Armand?" she asked in tones sharp with agonized suspense. 
"Yes, go." "Do you want me to go?" "Yes, I want you to go." He thought 
Almighty God had dealt cruelly and unjustly with him; and felt, 
somehow, that he was paying Him back in kind when he stabbed thus 
into his wife's soul. Moreover he no longer loved her, because of the 
unconscious injury she had brought upon his home and his name. She 
turned away like one stunned by a blow, and walked slowly towards 
the door, hoping he would call her back. "Good-by, Armand," she 
moaned. He did not answer her. That was his last blow at fate. Desiree 
went in search of her child. Zandrine was pacing the sombre gallery 
with it. She took the little one from the nurse's arms with no word of 
explanation, and descending the steps, walked away, under the live-
oak branches. It was an October afternoon; the sun was just sinking. 
Out in the still fields the negroes were picking cotton. Desiree had not 
changed the thin white garment nor the slippers which she wore. Her 
hair was uncovered and the sun's rays brought a golden gleam from its 
brown meshes. She did not take the broad, beaten road which led to 
the far-off plantation of Valmonde. She walked across a deserted field, 
where the stubble bruised her tender feet, so delicately shod, and tore 
her thin gown to shreds. She disappeared among the reeds and 
willows that grew thick along the banks of the deep, sluggish bayou; 
and she did not come back again. Some weeks later there was a 
curious scene enacted at L'Abri. In the centre of the smoothly swept 
back yard was a great bonfire. Armand Aubigny sat in the wide hallway 
that commanded a view of the spectacle; and it was he who dealt out 
to a half dozen negroes the material which kept this fire ablaze. A 
graceful cradle of willow, with all its dainty furbishings, was laid upon 
the pyre, which had already been fed with the richness of a priceless 
layette. Then there were silk gowns, and velvet and satin ones added 



to these; laces, too, and embroideries; bonnets and gloves; for the 
corbeille had been of rare quality. 
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The last thing to go was a tiny bundle of letters; innocent little 
scribblings that Desiree had sent to him during the days of their 
espousal. There was the remnant of one back in the drawer from 
which he took them. But it was not Desiree's; it was part of an old 
letter from his mother to his father. He read it. She was thanking God 
for the blessing of her husband's love:-- "But above all," she wrote, 
"night and day, I thank the good God for having so arranged our lives 
that our dear Armand will never know that his mother, who adores 
him, belongs to the race that is cursed with the brand of slavery." 
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The Skylight Room   by O. Henry 

First Mrs. Parker would show you the double parlours. You would not 
dare to interrupt her description of their advantages and of the merits 
of the gentleman who had occupied them for eight years. Then you 
would manage to stammer forth the confession that you were neither 
a doctor nor a dentist. Mrs. Parker's manner of receiving the admission 
was such that you could never afterward entertain the same feeling 
toward your parents, who had neglected to train you up in one of the 
professions that fitted Mrs. Parker's parlours. 

Next you ascended one flight of stairs and looked at the second- floor-
back at $8. Convinced by her second-floor manner that it was worth 
the $12 that Mr. Toosenberry always paid for it until he left to take 
charge of his brother's orange plantation in Florida near Palm Beach, 
where Mrs. McIntyre always spent the winters that had the double 
front room with private bath, you managed to babble that you wanted 
something still cheaper. 

If you survived Mrs. Parker's scorn, you were taken to look at Mr. 
Skidder's large hall room on the third floor. Mr. Skidder's room was not 
vacant. He wrote plays and smoked cigarettes in it all day long. But 
every room-hunter was made to visit his room to admire the 
lambrequins. After each visit, Mr. Skidder, from the fright caused by 
possible eviction, would pay something on his rent. 

Then--oh, then--if you still stood on one foot, with your hot hand 
clutching the three moist dollars in your pocket, and hoarsely 
proclaimed your hideous and culpable poverty, nevermore would Mrs. 
Parker be cicerone of yours. She would honk loudly the word" Clara," 
she would show you her back, and march downstairs. Then Clara, the 
coloured maid, would escort you up the carpeted ladder that served 
for the fourth flight, and show you the Skylight Room. It occupied 7x8 
feet of floor space at the middle of the hall. On each side of it was a 
dark lumber closet or storeroom. 

In it was an iron cot, a washstand and a chair. A shelf was the dresser. 
Its four bare walls seemed to close in upon you like the sides of a 



coffin. Your hand crept to your throat, you gasped, you looked up as 
from a well--and breathed once more. Through the glass of the little 
skylight you saw a square of blue infinity. 

"Two dollars, suh," Clara would say in her half-contemptuous, half- 
Tuskegeenial tones. 

One day Miss Leeson came hunting for a room. She carried a 
typewriter made to be lugged around by a much larger lady. She was a 
very little girl, with eyes and hair that had kept on growing after she 
had stopped and that always looked as if they were saying: "Goodness 
me ! Why didn't you keep up with us?" 

Mrs. Parker showed her the double parlours. "In this closet," she said, 
"one could keep a skeleton or anaesthetic or coal " 

"But I am neither a doctor nor a dentist," said Miss Leeson, with a 
shiver. 

Mrs. Parker gave her the incredulous, pitying, sneering, icy stare that 
she kept for those who failed to qualify as doctors or dentists, and led 
the way to the second floor back. 

"Eight dollars?" said Miss Leeson. "Dear me! I'm not Hetty if I do look 
green. I'm just a poor little working girl. Show me something higher 
and lower." 

Mr. Skidder jumped and strewed the floor with cigarette stubs at the 
rap on his door. 

"Excuse me, Mr. Skidder," said Mrs. Parker, with her demon's smile at 
his pale looks. "I didn't know you were in. I asked the lady to have a 
look at your lambrequins." 

"They're too lovely for anything," said Miss Leeson, smiling in exactly 
the way the angels do. 

After they had gone Mr. Skidder got very busy erasing the tall, black-
haired heroine from his latest (unproduced) play and inserting a small, 
roguish one with heavy, bright hair and vivacious features. 



"Anna Held'll jump at it," said Mr. Skidder to himself, putting his feet 
up against the lambrequins and disappearing in a cloud of smoke like 
an aerial cuttlefish. 

Presently the tocsin call of "Clara!" sounded to the world the state of 
Miss Leeson's purse. A dark goblin seized her, mounted a Stygian 
stairway, thrust her into a vault with a glimmer of light in its top and 
muttered the menacing and cabalistic words "Two dollars!" 

"I'll take it!" sighed Miss Leeson, sinking down upon the squeaky iron 
bed. 

Every day Miss Leeson went out to work. At night she brought home 
papers with handwriting on them and made copies with her 
typewriter. Sometimes she had no work at night, and then she would 
sit on the steps of the high stoop with the other roomers. Miss Leeson 
was not intended for a sky-light room when the plans were drawn for 
her creation. She was gay-hearted and full of tender, whimsical 
fancies. Once she let Mr. Skidder read to her three acts of his great 
(unpublished) comedy, "It's No Kid; or, The Heir of the Subway." 

There was rejoicing among the gentlemen roomers whenever Miss 
Leeson had time to sit on the steps for an hour or two. But Miss 
Longnecker, the tall blonde who taught in a public school and said, 
"Well, really!" to everything you said, sat on the top step and sniffed. 
And Miss Dorn, who shot at the moving ducks at Coney every Sunday 
and worked in a department store, sat on the bottom step and sniffed. 
Miss Leeson sat on the middle step and the men would quickly group 
around her. 

Especially Mr. Skidder, who had cast her in his mind for the star part in 
a private, romantic (unspoken) drama in real life. And especially Mr. 
Hoover, who was forty-five, fat, flush and foolish. And especially very 
young Mr. Evans, who set up a hollow cough to induce her to ask him 
to leave off cigarettes. The men voted her "the funniest and jolliest 
ever," but the sniffs on the top step and the lower step were 
implacable. 

* * * * * * 



I pray you let the drama halt while Chorus stalks to the footlights and 
drops an epicedian tear upon the fatness of Mr. Hoover. Tune the 
pipes to the tragedy of tallow, the bane of bulk, the calamity of 
corpulence. Tried out, Falstaff might have rendered more romance to 
the ton than would have Romeo's rickety ribs to the ounce. A lover 
may sigh, but he must not puff. To the train of Momus are the fat men 
remanded. In vain beats the faithfullest heart above a 52-inch belt. 
Avaunt, Hoover! Hoover, forty-five, flush and foolish, might carry off 
Helen herself; Hoover, forty-five, flush, foolish and fat is meat for 
perdition. There was never a chance for you, Hoover. 

As Mrs. Parker's roomers sat thus one summer's evening, Miss Leeson 
looked up into the firmament and cried with her little gay laugh: 

"Why, there's Billy Jackson! I can see him from down here, too." 

Al looked up--some at the windows of skyscrapers, some casting about 
for an airship, Jackson-guided. 

"It's that star," explained Miss Leeson, pointing with a tiny finger. "Not 
the big one that twinkles--the steady blue one near it. I can see it every 
night through my skylight. I named it Billy Jackson." 

"Well, really!" said Miss Longnecker. "I didn't know you were an 
astronomer, Miss Leeson." 

Oh, yes," said the small star gazer, "I know as much as any of them 
about the style of sleeves they're going to wear next fall in Mars." 

"Well, really!" said Miss Longnecker. "The star you refer to is Gamma, 
of the constellation Cassiopeia. It is nearly of the second magnitude, 
and its meridian passage is--" 

"Oh," said the very young Mr. Evans, "I think Billy Jackson is a much 
better name for it." 

"Same here," said Mr. Hoover, loudly breathing defiance to Miss 
Longnecker. "I think Miss Leeson has just as much right to name stars 
as any of those old astrologers had." 

"Well, really!" said Miss Longnecker. 



"I wonder whether it's a shooting star," remarked Miss Dorn. "I hit nine 
ducks and a rabbit out of ten in the gallery at Coney Sunday." 

"He doesn't show up very well from down here," said Miss Leeson. 
"You ought to see him from my room. You know you can see stars 
even in the daytime from the bottom of a well. At night my room is like 
the shaft of a coal mine, and it makes Billy Jackson look like the big 
diamond pin that Night fastens her kimono with." 

There came a time after that when Miss Leeson brought no formidable 
papers home to copy. And when she went out in the morning, instead 
of working, she went from office to office and let her heart melt away 
in the drip of cold refusals transmitted through insolent office boys. 
This went on. 

There came an evening when she wearily climbed Mrs. Parker's stoop 
at the hour when she always returned from her dinner at the 
restaurant. But she had had no dinner. 

As she stepped into the hall Mr. Hoover met her and seized his chance. 
He asked her to marry him, and his fatness hovered above her like an 
avalanche. She dodged, and caught the balustrade. He tried for her 
hand, and she raised it and smote him weakly in the face. Step by step 
she went up, dragging herself by the railing. She passed Mr. Skidder's 
door as he was red-inking a stage direction for Myrtle Delorme (Miss 
Leeson) in his (unaccepted) comedy, to "pirouette across stage from L 
to the side of the Count." Up the carpeted ladder she crawled at last 
and opened the door of the skylight room. 

She was too weak to light the lamp or to undress. She fell upon the 
iron cot, her fragile body scarcely hollowing the worn springs. And in 
that Erebus of the skylight room, she slowly raised her heavy eyelids, 
and smiled. 

For Billy Jackson was shining down on her, calm and bright and 
constant through the skylight. There was no world about her. She was 
sunk in a pit of blackness, with but that small square of pallid light 
framing the star that she had so whimsically and oh, so ineffectually 
named. Miss Longnecker must be right; it was Gamma, of the 



constellation Cassiopeia, and not Billy Jackson. And yet she could not 
let it be Gamma. 

As she lay on her back she tried twice to raise her arm. The third time 
she got two thin fingers to her lips and blew a kiss out of the black pit 
to Billy Jackson. Her arm fell back limply. 

"Good-bye, Billy," she murmured faintly. "You're millions of miles away 
and you won't even twinkle once. But you kept where I could see you 
most of the time up there when there wasn't anything else but 
darkness to look at, didn't you? . . . Millions of miles. . . . Good-bye, 
Billy Jackson." 

Clara, the coloured maid, found the door locked at 10 the next day, 
and they forced it open. Vinegar, and the slapping of wrists and burnt 
feathers proving of no avail, some one ran to 'phone for an ambulance. 

In due time it backed up to the door with much gong-clanging, and the 
capable young medico, in his white linen coat, ready, active, confident, 
with his smooth face half debonair, half grim, danced up the steps. 

"Ambulance call to 49," he said briefly. "What's the trouble?" 

"Oh, yes, doctor," sniffed Mrs. Parker, as though her trouble that there 
should be trouble in the house was the greater. "I can't think what can 
be the matter with her. Nothing we could do would bring her to. It's a 
young woman, a Miss Elsie--yes, a Miss Elsie Leeson. Never before in 
my house--" 

"What room?" cried the doctor in a terrible voice, to which Mrs. Parker 
was a stranger. 

"The skylight room. It-- 

Evidently the ambulance doctor was familiar with the location of 
skylight rooms. He was gone up the stairs, four at a time. Mrs. Parker 
followed slowly, as her dignity demanded. 

On the first landing she met him coming back bearing the astronomer 
in his arms. He stopped and let loose the practised scalpel of his 
tongue, not loudly. Gradually Mrs. Parker crumpled as a stiff garment 



that slips down from a nail. Ever afterward there remained crumples in 
her mind and body. Sometimes her curious roomers would ask her 
what the doctor said to her. 

"Let that be," she would answer. "If I can get forgiveness for having 
heard it I will be satisfied." 

The ambulance physician strode with his burden through the pack of 
hounds that follow the curiosity chase, and even they fell back along 
the sidewalk abashed, for his face was that of one who bears his own 
dead. 

They noticed that he did not lay down upon the bed prepared for it in 
the ambulance the form that he carried, and all that he said was: 
"Drive like h**l, Wilson," to the driver. 

That is all. Is it a story? In the next morning's paper I saw a little news 
item, and the last sentence of it may help you (as it helped me) to weld 
the incidents together. 

It recounted the reception into Bellevue Hospital of a young woman 
who had been removed from No. 49 East -- street, suffering from 
debility induced by starvation. It concluded with these words: 

"Dr. William Jackson, the ambulance physician who attended the case, 
says the patient will recover." 
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Araby  by James Joyce    

Araby was published in James Joyce's short story collection, Dubliners in 1914. 
It is widely considered to be his finest short story, and recommended reading 

for high school and college students. 

North Richmond Street, being blind, was a quiet street except at the 
hour when the Christian Brothers' School set the boys free. An 
uninhabited house of two storeys stood at the blind end, detached 
from its neighbours in a square ground. The other houses of the street, 
conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at one another with 
brown imperturbable faces. 

The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back drawing-
room. Air, musty from having been long enclosed, hung in all the 
rooms, and the waste room behind the kitchen was littered with old 
useless papers. Among these I found a few paper-covered books, the 
pages of which were curled and damp: The Abbot, by Walter Scott, The 
Devout Communicant, and The Memoirs of Vidocq. I liked the last best 
because its leaves were yellow. The wild garden behind the house 
contained a central apple-tree and a few straggling bushes, under one 
of which I found the late tenant's rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a 
very charitable priest; in his will he had left all his money to institutions 
and the furniture of his house to his sister. 

When the short days of winter came, dusk fell before we had well 
eaten our dinners. When we met in the street the houses had grown 
sombre. The space of sky above us was the colour of ever-changing 
violet and towards it the lamps of the street lifted their feeble 
lanterns. The cold air stung us and we played till our bodies glowed. 
Our shouts echoed in the silent street. The career of our play brought 
us through the dark muddy lanes behind the houses, where we ran the 
gauntlet of the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of the 
dark dripping gardens where odours arose from the ashpits, to the 
dark odorous stables where a coachman smoothed and combed the 
horse or shook music from the buckled harness. When we returned to 
the street, light from the kitchen windows had filled the areas. If my 
uncle was seen turning the corner, we hid in the shadow until we had 



seen him safely housed. Or if Mangan's sister came out on the 
doorstep to call her brother in to his tea, we watched her from our 
shadow peer up and down the street. We waited to see whether she 
would remain or go in and, if she remained, we left our shadow and 
walked up to Mangan's steps resignedly. She was waiting for us, her 
figure defined by the light from the half-opened door. Her brother 
always teased her before he obeyed, and I stood by the railings looking 
at her. Her dress swung as she moved her body, and the soft rope of 
her hair tossed from side to side. 

Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlour watching her door. 
The blind was pulled down to within an inch of the sash so that I could 
not be seen. When she came out on the doorstep my heart leaped. I 
ran to the hall, seized my books and followed her. I kept her brown 
figure always in my eye and, when we came near the point at which 
our ways diverged, I quickened my pace and passed her. This 
happened morning after morning. I had never spoken to her, except 
for a few casual words, and yet her name was like a summons to all my 
foolish blood. 

Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile to 
romance. On Saturday evenings when my aunt went marketing I had to 
go to carry some of the parcels. We walked through the flaring streets, 
jostled by drunken men and bargaining women, amid the curses of 
labourers, the shrill litanies of shop-boys who stood on guard by the 
barrels of pigs' cheeks, the nasal chanting of street-singers, who sang a 
come-all-you about O'Donovan Rossa, or a ballad about the troubles in 
our native land. These noises converged in a single sensation of life for 
me: I imagined that I bore my chalice safely through a throng of foes. 
Her name sprang to my lips at moments in strange prayers and praises 
which I myself did not understand. My eyes were often full of tears (I 
could not tell why) and at times a flood from my heart seemed to pour 
itself out into my bosom. I thought little of the future. I did not know 
whether I would ever speak to her or not or, if I spoke to her, how I 
could tell her of my confused adoration. But my body was like a harp 
and her words and gestures were like fingers running upon the wires. 



One evening I went into the back drawing-room in which the priest 
had died. It was a dark rainy evening and there was no sound in the 
house. Through one of the broken panes I heard the rain impinge upon 
the earth, the fine incessant needles of water playing in the sodden 
beds. Some distant lamp or lighted window gleamed below me. I was 
thankful that I could see so little. All my senses seemed to desire to veil 
themselves and, feeling that I was about to slip from them, I pressed 
the palms of my hands together until they trembled, murmuring: `O 
love! O love!' many times. 

At last she spoke to me. When she addressed the first words to me I 
was so confused that I did not know what to answer. She asked me 
was I going to Araby. I forgot whether I answered yes or no. It would 
be a splendid bazaar; she said she would love to go. 

`And why can't you?' I asked. 

While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and round her 
wrist. She could not go, she said, because there would be a retreat that 
week in her convent. Her brother and two other boys were fighting for 
their caps, and I was alone at the railings. She held one of the spikes, 
bowing her head towards me. The light from the lamp opposite our 
door caught the white curve of her neck, lit up her hair that rested 
there and, falling, lit up the hand upon the railing. It fell over one side 
of her dress and caught the white border of a petticoat, just visible as 
she stood at ease. 

`It's well for you,' she said. 

`If I go,' I said, `I will bring you something.' 

What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping thoughts 
after that evening! I wished to annihilate the tedious intervening days. 
I chafed against the work of school. At night in my bedroom and by day 
in the classroom her image came between me and the page I strove to 
read. The syllables of the word Araby were called to me through the 
silence in which my soul luxuriated and cast an Eastern enchantment 
over me. I asked for leave to go to the bazaar on Saturday night. My 
aunt was surprised, and hoped it was not some Freemason affair. I 



answered few questions in class. I watched my master's face pass from 
amiability to sternness; he hoped I was not beginning to idle. I could 
not call my wandering thoughts together. I had hardly any patience 
with the serious work of life which, now that it stood between me and 
my desire, seemed to me child's play, ugly monotonous child's play. 

On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that I wished to go to the 
bazaar in the evening. He was fussing at the hallstand, looking for the 
hat-brush, and answered me curtly: 

`Yes, boy, I know.' 

As he was in the hall I could not go into the front parlour and lie at the 
window. I left the house in bad humour and walked slowly towards the 
school. The air was pitilessly raw and already my heart misgave me. 

 

When I came home to dinner my uncle had not yet been home. Still it 
was early. I sat staring at the clock for some time and, when its ticking 
began to irritate me, I left the room. I mounted the staircase and 
gained the upper part of the house. The high, cold, empty, gloomy 
rooms liberated me and I went from room to room singing. From the 
front window I saw my companions playing below in the street. Their 
cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my forehead 
against the cool glass, I looked over at the dark house where she lived. 
I may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but the brown-clad 
figure cast by my imagination, touched discreetly by the lamplight at 
the curved neck, at the hand upon the railings and at the border below 
the dress. 

When I came downstairs again I found Mrs Mercer sitting at the fire. 
She was an old, garrulous woman, a pawnbroker's widow, who 
collected used stamps for some pious purpose. I had to endure the 
gossip of the tea-table. The meal was prolonged beyond an hour and 
still my uncle did not come. Mrs Mercer stood up to go: she was sorry 
she couldn't wait any longer, but it was after eight o'clock and she did 
not like to be out late, as the night air was bad for her. When she had 



gone I began to walk up and down the room, clenching my fists. My 
aunt said: 

`I'm afraid you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our Lord.' 

At nine o'clock I heard my uncle's latchkey in the hall door. I heard him 
talking to himself and heard the hallstand rocking when it had received 
the weight of his overcoat. I could interpret these signs. When he was 
midway through his dinner I asked him to give me the money to go to 
the bazaar. He had forgotten. 

 

`The people are in bed and after their first sleep now,' he said. 

I did not smile. My aunt said to him energetically: 

`Can't you give him the money and let him go? You've kept him late 
enough as it is.' 

My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten. He said he believed 
in the old saying: `All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.' He 
asked me where I was going and, when I told him a second time, he 
asked me did I know "The Arab's Farewell to his Steed". When I left the 
kitchen he was about to recite the opening lines of the piece to my 
aunt. 

I held a florin tightly in my hand as I strode down Buckingham Street 
towards the station. The sight of the streets thronged with buyers and 
glaring with gas recalled to me the purpose of my journey. I took my 
seat in a third-class carriage of a deserted train. After an intolerable 
delay the train moved out of the station slowly. It crept onward among 
ruinous houses and over the twinkling river. At Westland Row Station a 
crowd of people pressed to the carriage doors; but the porters moved 
them back, saying that it was a special train for the bazaar. I remained 
alone in the bare carriage. In a few minutes the train drew up beside 
an improvised wooden platform. I passed out on to the road and saw 
by the lighted dial of a clock that it was ten minutes to ten. In front of 
me was a large building which displayed the magical name. 



I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaar 
would be closed, I passed in quickly through a turnstile, handing a 
shilling to a weary-looking man. I found myself in a big hall girded at 
half its height by a gallery. Nearly all the stalls were closed and the 
greater part of the hall was in darkness. I recognized a silence like that 
which pervades a church after a service. I walked into the centre of the 
bazaar timidly. A few people were gathered about the stalls which 
were still open. Before a curtain, over which the words Caf Chantant 
were written in coloured lamps, two men were counting money on a 
salver. I listened to the fall of the coins. 

Remembering with difficulty why I had come, I went over to one of the 
stalls and examined porcelain vases and flowered tea-sets. At the door 
of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing with two young 
gentlemen. I remarked their English accents and listened vaguely to 
their conversation. 

`O, I never said such a thing!' 

`O, but you did!' 

`O, but I didn't!' 

`Didn't she say that?' 

`Yes. I heard her.' 

`O, there's a... fib!' 

Observing me, the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to 
buy anything. The tone of her voice was not encouraging; she seemed 
to have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked humbly at the 
great jars that stood like eastern guards at either side of the dark 
entrance to the stall and murmured: 

`No, thank you.' 

The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went 
back to the two young men. They began to talk of the same subject. 
Once or twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder. 



I lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make 
my interest in her wares seem the more real. Then I turned away 
slowly and walked down the middle of the bazaar. I allowed the two 
pennies to fall against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call 
from one end of the gallery that the light was out. The upper part of 
the hall was now completely dark. 

Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and 
derided by vanity; and my eyes burned with anguish and anger. 
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