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“You Can't Take it with You”  by Eva-lis Wuorio 

There was no denying two facts. Uncle Basil was rich. Uncle Basil was a 
miser. 

The family were unanimous about that. They had used up all the words as 
their temper and their need of ready money dictated. Gentle Aunt Clotilda, 
who wanted a new string of pearls because the one she had was getting old, 
had merely called him Scrooge Basil. Percival, having again smashed his 
Aston Martin for which he had not paid, had declared Uncle Basil a 
skinflint, a miser, Tightwad, churl, and usurer with colorful adjectives 
added. The rest had used up all the other words in the dictionary. 

"He doesn't have to be so stingy, that's 
true, with all he has," said Percival's 
mother. "But you shouldn't use rude 
words, Percival. They might get back to 
him." 

"He can't take it with him," said Percival's 
sister Letitia, combing her golden hair. "I 
need a new fur but he said, 'Why? It's 
summer.' Well! He's mangy, that's what 
he is." 

"He can't take it with him" was a phrase the family used so often it began to 
slip out in front of Uncle Basil as well. 

"You can't take it with you, Uncle Basil," they said. "Why don't you buy a 
sensible house out in the country, and we could all come and visit you? 
Horses. A swimming pool. The lot. Think what fun you'd have, and you can 
certainly afford it. You can't take it with you, you know." 

Uncle Basil had heard all the words they called him because he wasn't as 
deaf as he made out. He knew he was a mangy, stingy, penny-pinching 
screw, scrimp, scraper, pinchfist, hoarder, and curmudgeon (just to start 
with). There were other words, less gentle, he'd also heard himself called. 
He didn't mind. What galled him was the oft repeated warning, "You can't 
take it with you." After all, it was all his. 

He'd gone to Africa when there was still gold to be found if one knew where 
to look. He'd found it. They said he'd come back too old to enjoy his fortune. 
What did they know? He enjoyed simply having a fortune. He enjoyed also 
saying no to them all. They were like circus animals, he often thought, 
behind the bars of their thousand demands of something for nothing. 

Only once had he said yes. That was when his sister asked him to take on 
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Verner, her somewhat slow-witted eldest son. "He'll do as your secretary," 
his sister Maud had said. Verner didn't do at all as a secretary, but since all 
he wanted to be happy was to be told what to do, Uncle Basil let him stick 
around as an all around handyman. 

Uncle Basil lived neatly in a house very much too small for his money, the 
family said, in an unfashionable suburb. It was precisely like the house 
where he had been born. Verner looked after the small garden, fetched the 
papers from the corner tobacconist, and filed his nails when he had time. 
He had nice nails. He never said to Uncle Basil, "You can't take it with you," 
because it didn't occur to him. 

Uncle Basil also used Verner to run messages to his man of affairs, the 
bank, and such, since he didn't believe either in the mails or the telephone. 
Verner got used to carrying thick envelopes back and forth without ever 
bothering to question what was in them. Uncle Basil's lawyers, 
accountants, and bank managers also got used to his somewhat 
unorthodox business methods. He did have a fortune, and he kept making 
money with his investments. Rich men have always been allowed their 
oddities. 

Another odd thing of Uncle Basil's was that, while he still was in excellent 
health he had Verner drive him out to an old-fashioned carpenter shop 
where he had himself measured for a coffin. He wanted it roomy, he said. 

The master carpenter was a dour countryman of the same generation as 
Uncle Basil, and he accepted the order matter-of-factly. They consulted 
about woods and prices, and settled on a medium-price, unlined coffin. A 
lined one would have cost double. 

"I'll line it myself," Uncle Basil said. "Or Verner can. There's plenty of time. I 
don't intend to pop off tomorrow. It would give the family too much 
satisfaction. I like enjoying my fortune." 

Then one morning, while in good humor and sound mind, he sent Verner 
for his lawyer. The family got to 

hear about this and there were in-fights, out-fights, and general quarreling 
while they tried to find out to whom Uncle Basil had decided to leave his 
money. To put them out of their miser, he said, he'd tell them the truth. He 
didn't like scattering money about. He liked it in a lump sum. Quit 
bothering him about it. 

That happened a good decade before the morning his housekeeper, taking 
him his tea, found him peacefully asleep forever. It had been a good decade 
for him. The family hadn't dared to worry him, and his investments had 
risen steadily. 
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Only Percival, always pressed for money, had threatened to put arsenic in 
his tea, but when the usual proceedings were gone through Uncle Basil was 
found to have died a natural death. "A happy death," said the family. "He 
hadn't suffered." 

They began to remember loudly how nice they'd been to him and argued 
about who had been the nicest. It was true too. They had been attentive, 
the way families tend to be to rich and stubborn elderly relatives. They 
didn't know he'd heard all they'd said out of his hearing, as well as the 
flattering drivel they'd spread like soft butter on hot toast in his hearing. 
Everyone, recalling his own efforts to be thoroughly nice, was certain that 
he and only he would be the heir to the Lump Sum. 

They rushed to consult the lawyer. He said that he had been instructed by 
Uncle Basil in sane and precise terms. The cremation was to take place 
immediately after the death, and they would find the coffin ready in the 
garden shed. Verner would know where it was. 

"Nothing else?" 

"Well," said the lawyer in the way lawyers have, "he left instructions for a 
funeral meal to be sent in from the local bakery and butcher. Everything of 
the best. Goose and turkey, venison and beef, oysters and lobsters, and 
wines of good vintage plus plenty of whiskey. He liked to think of a good 
send-off, curmudgeon though he was, he'd said." 

The family was a little shaken by the use of the word "curmudgeon." How 
did Uncle Basil know about that? But they were relieved to hear that the 
lawyer also had an envelope, the contents of which he did not know, to 
read to them at the feast after the cremation. 

They all bought expensive black clothes, since black was the color of that 
season anyway, and whoever inherited would share the wealth. That was 
only fair. 

Only Verner said that couldn't they buy Uncle Basil a nicer coffin? The one 
in the garden shed was pretty ratty, since the roof leaked. But the family 
hardly listened to him. After all, it would only be burned, so what did it 
matter? 

So, duly and with proper sorrow, Uncle Basil was cremated. 

The family returned to the little house as the housekeeper was leaving. 
Uncle Basil had given her a generous amount of cash, telling her how to 
place it so as to have a fair income for life. In gratitude she'd spread out the 
extravagant dinner goodies, but she wasn't prepared to stay to do the 
dishes. 
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They were a little surprised, but not dismayed, to hear from Verner that 
the house was now in his name. Uncle Basil had also given him a small sum 
of cash and told him how to invest it. The family harassed him about it, but 
the amount was so nominal they were relieved to know Verner would be off 
their hands. Verner himself, though mildly missing the old man because he 
was used to him, was quite content with his lot. He wasn't used to much, so 
he didn't need much. 

The storm broke when the lawyer finally opened the envelope.!There was 
only one line in Uncle Basil's scrawl.!"I did take it with me."!Of course there 
was a great to-do. What about the fortune? The millions and millions! 

Yes, said the men of affairs, the accountants, and even the bank managers, 
who finally admitted, yes, there had been a very considerable fortune. 
Uncle Basil, however, had drawn large sums in cash, steadily and 
regularly, over the past decade. What had he done with it? That the men of 
affairs, the accountants, and the bank managers did not know. After all, it 
had been Uncle Basil's money, therefore, his affair. 

Not a trace of the vast fortune ever came to light. 

No one thought to ask Verner, and it didn't occur to Verner to volunteer 
that for quite a long time he had 
been lining the coffin, at Uncle 
Basil's request, with thick 
envelopes he brought back from 
the banks. First he'd done a 
thick layer of these envelopes 
all around the sides and bottom 
of the coffin. Then, as Uncle 
Basil wanted, he'd tacked on 
blue satiny cloth. 

He might not be so bright in his 
head, but he was smart with his 
hands. He'd done a neat job. 
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“The Bracelet” By Yoshiko Uchida 

     Mama, is it time to go?” I hadn’t 
planned to cry, but the tears came 
suddenly, and I wiped them away with 
the back of my hand. I didn’t want my 
older sister to see me crying. 
“It’s almost time, Ruri,” my mother 
said gently. Her face was filled with a 
kind of sadness I had never seen 
before. 

I looked around at my empty room. The clothes that Mama always told me 
to hang up in the closet, the junk piled on my dresser, the old rag doll I 
could never bear to part with—they were all gone. There was nothing left in 
my room, and there was nothing left in the rest of the house. The rugs and 
furniture were gone, the pictures and drapes were down, and the closets 
and cupboards were empty. The house was like a gift box after the nice 
thing inside was gone; just a lot of nothingness. 

It was almost time to leave our home, but we weren’t moving to a nicer 
house or to a new town. It was April 21, 1942. The United States and Japan 
were at war, and every Japanese person on the West Coast was being 
evacuated by the government to a concentration camp. Mama, my sister 
Keiko, and I were being sent from our home, and out of Berkeley, and 
eventually out of California. 

The doorbell rang, and I ran to answer it before my sister could. I thought 
maybe by some miracle a messenger from the government might be 
standing there, tall and proper and buttoned into a uniform, come to tell us 
it was all a terrible mistake, that we wouldn’t have to leave after all. Or 
maybe the messenger would have a telegram from Papa, who was interned 
in a prisoner-of-war camp in Montana because he had worked for a 
Japanese business firm. 

The FBI had come to pick up Papa and hundreds of other Japanese 
community leaders on the very day that Japanese planes had bombed 
Pearl Harbor. The government thought they were dangerous enemy aliens. 
If it weren’t so sad, it would have been funny. Papa could no more be 
dangerous than the mayor of our city, and he was every bit as loyal to the 
United States. He had lived here since 1917. 

When I opened the door, it wasn’t a messenger from anywhere. It was my 
best friend, Laurie Madison, from next door. She was holding a package 
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wrapped up like a birthday present, but she wasn’t wearing her party 
dress, and her face drooped like a wilted tulip. 

“Hi,” she said. “I came to say goodbye.” 

She thrust the present at me and told me it was something to take to camp. 
“It’s a bracelet,” she said before I could open the package. “Put it on so you 
won’t have to pack it.” She knew I didn’t have one inch of space left in my 
suitcase. We had been instructed to take only what we could carry into 
camp, and Mama had told us that we could each take only two suitcases. 

“Then how are we ever going to pack the dishes and blankets and sheets 
they’ve told us to bring with us?” Keiko worried. 

“I don’t really know,” Mama said, and she simply began packing those big 
impossible things into an enormous duffel bag—along with umbrellas, 
boots, a kettle, hot plate, and flashlight. 

“Who’s going to carry that huge sack?” I asked.!But Mama didn’t worry 
about things like that. “Someone will help us,” she said. “Don’t worry.” So I 
didn’t. 

Laurie wanted me to open her package and put on the bracelet before she 
left. It was a thin gold chain with a heart dangling on it. She helped me put 
it on, and I told her I’d never take it off, ever. 

“Well, goodbye then,” Laurie said awkwardly.“Come home soon.”!“I will,” I 
said, although I didn’t know if I would ever get back to Berkeley again. 

I watched Laurie go down the block, her long blond pigtails bouncing as she 
walked. I wondered who would be sitting in my desk at Lincoln Junior High 
now that I was gone. Laurie kept turning and waving, even walking 
backward for a while, until she got to the corner. I didn’t want to watch 
anymore, and I slammed the door shut. 

The next time the doorbell rang, it was Mrs. Simpson, our other neighbor. 
She was going to drive us to the 

Congregational Church, which was the Civil Control Station where all the 
Japanese of Berkeley were supposed to report. 

It was time to go. “Come on, Ruri. Get your things,” my sister called to me. 

It was a warm day, but I put on a sweater and my coat so I wouldn’t have to 
carry them, and I picked up my two suitcases. Each one had a tag with my 
name and our family number on it. Every Japanese family had to register 
and get a number. We were Family Number 13453. 
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Mama was taking one last look around our house. She was going from room 
to room, as though she were trying to take a mental picture of the house 
she had lived in for fifteen years, so she would never forget it. 

I saw her take a long last look at the garden that Papa loved. The irises 
beside the fish pond were just beginning to bloom. If Papa had been home, 
he would have cut the first iris blossom and brought it inside to Mama. 
“This one is for you,” he would have said. And Mama would have smiled 
and said, “Thank you, Papa San”° and put it in her favorite cut-glass vase. 

But the garden looked shabby and now that Papa was gone and Mama was 
too busy to take care of it. It looked the way I felt, sort of empty and lonely 
and abandoned. 

When Mrs. Simpson took us to the Civil Control Station, I felt even worse. I 
was scared, and for a minute I thought I was going to lose my breakfast 
right in front of everybody. There must have been over a thousand 
Japanese people gathered at the church. Some were old and some were 
young. Some were talking and laughing, and some were crying. I guess 
everybody else was scared too. No one knew exactly what was going to 
happen to us. We just knew we were being taken to the Tanforan 
Racetracks, which the army had turned into a camp for the Japanese. 
There were fourteen other camps like ours along the West Coast. 

What scared me most were the soldiers standing at the doorway of the 
church hall. They were carrying guns with mounted bayonets. I wondered 
if they thought we would try to run away and whether they’d shoot us or 
come after us with their bayonets if we did. 

A long line of buses waited to take us to camp.There were trucks, too, for 
our baggage. And Mama was right; some men were there to help us load 
our duffel bag. When it was time to board the buses, I sat with Keiko, and 
Mama sat behind us. The bus went down Grove Street and passed the small 
Japanese food store where Mama used to order her bean-curd cakes and 
pickled radish. The windows were all boarded up, but there was a sign still 
hanging on the door that read, “We are loyal Americans.” 

The crazy thing about the whole evacuation was that we were all loyal 
Americans. Most of us were citizens because we had been born here. But 
our parents, who had come from Japan, couldn’t become citizens because 
there was a law that prevented any Asian from becoming a citizen. Now 
everybody with a Japanese face was being shipped off to concentration 
camps. 

“It’s stupid,” Keiko muttered as we saw the racetrack looming up beside 
the highway. “If there were any Japanese spies around, they’d have gone 
back to Japan long ago.” 
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“I’ll say,” I agreed. My sister was in high school and she ought to know, I 
thought. 

When the bus turned into Tanforan, there were more armed guards at the 
gate, and I saw barbed wire strung around the entire grounds. I felt as 
though I were going into a prison, but I hadn’t done anything wrong. 

We streamed off the buses and poured into a huge room, where doctors 
looked down our throats and peeled back our eyelids to see if we had any 
diseases. Then we were given our housing assignments. The man in charge 
gave Mama a slip of paper. We were in Barrack 16, Apartment 40. 

“Mama!” I said. “We’re going to live in an apartment!” The only apartment 
I had ever seen was the one my piano teacher lived in. It was in an 
enormous building in San Francisco, with an elevator and thick-carpeted 
hallways. I thought how wonderful it would be to have our own elevator. A 
house was all right, but an apartment seemed elegant and special. 

We walked down the racetrack, looking 
for Barrack 16. Mr. Noma, a friend of 
Papa’s, helped us carry our bags. I was so 
busy looking around I slipped and almost 
fell on the muddy track. Army barracks 
had been built everywhere, all around 
the racetrack and even in the center 
oval. 

Mr. Noma pointed beyond the track 
toward the horse stables. “I think your 

barrack is out there.” 

He was right. We came to a long stable that had once housed the horses of 
Tanforan, and we climbed up the wide ramp. Each stall had a number 
painted on it, and when we got to 40, Mr. Noma pushed open the door. 

“Well,here it is,” he said, “Apartment 40.” 

The stall was narrow and empty and dark. There were two small windows 
on each side of the door. Three folded army cots were on the dust-covered 
floor, and one light bulb dangled from the ceiling. That was all. This was 
our apartment, and it still smelled of horses. 

Mama looked at my sister and then at me. “It won’t be so bad when we fix it 
up,” she began.“I’ll ask Mrs. Simpson to send me some material for 
curtains. I could make some cushions too, and...well...” She stopped. She 
couldn’t think of anything more to say. 

Mr. Noma said he’d go get some mattresses for us. “I’d better hurry before 
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they’re all gone.” He rushed off. I think he wanted to leave so that he 
wouldn’t have to see Mama cry. But he needn’t have run off, because Mama 
didn’t cry. She just went out to borrow a broom and began sweeping out the 
dust and dirt. “Will you girls set up the cots?” she asked. 

It was only after we’d put up the last cot that I noticed my bracelet was 
gone. “I’ve lost Laurie’s bracelet!” I screamed. “My bracelet’s gone!” 

We looked all over the stall and even down the ramp. I wanted to run back 
down the track and go over every inch of ground we’d walked on, but it was 
getting dark and Mama wouldn’t let me. 

I thought of what I’d promised Laurie. I wasn’t ever going to take the 
bracelet off, not even when I went to take a shower. And now I had lost it 
on my very first day in camp. I wanted to cry. 

I kept looking for it all the time we were in Tanforan. I didn’t stop looking 
until the day we were sent to another camp, called Topaz, in the middle of a 
desert in Utah. And then I gave up. 

But Mama told me never mind. She said I didn’t need a bracelet to 
remember Laurie, just as I didn’t need anything to remember Papa or our 
home in Berkeley or all the people and things we loved and had left behind. 

“Those are things we can carry in our hearts and take with us no matter 
where we are sent,” she said. And I guess she was right. I’ve never 
forgotten Laurie, even now. 
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“The Medicine Bag” By Virginia Driving Hawk Sneve 

My kid sister Cheryl and I always bragged about our Sioux grandpa, Joe 
Iron Shell. Our friends, who had always lived in the city and only knew 
about Indians from movies and TV, were impressed by our stories. Maybe 
we exaggerated and made Grandpa and the reservation sound glamorous, 
but when we’d return home to Iowa after our yearly summer visit to 
Grandpa, we always had some exciting tale to tell. 

We always had some authentic Sioux article to show our listeners. One 
year Cheryl had new moccasins that Grandpa had made. On another visit 
he gave me a small, round, flat rawhide drum which was decorated with a 
painting of a warrior riding a horse. He taught me a real Sioux chant to 
sing while I beat the drum with a leather-covered stick that had a feather 
on the end. Man, that really made an impression. 

We never showed our friends Grandpa’s picture. Not that we were 
ashamed of him, but because we knew that the glamorous tales we told 
didn’t go with the real thing. Our friends would have laughed at the picture, 
because Grandpa wasn’t tall and stately like TV Indians. His hair wasn’t in 
braids but hung in stringy gray strands on his neck, and he was old. He 
was our great-grandfather, and he didn’t live in a tepee, but all by himself 
in a part log, part tar-paper shack on the Rosebud Reservation in South 
Dakota. So when Grandpa came to visit us, I was so ashamed and 
embarrassed I could’ve died. 

There are a lot of yippy poodles and other fancy 
little dogs in our neighborhood, but they usually 
barked singly at the mailman from the safety of 
their own yards. Now it sounded as if a whole pack 
of mutts were barking together in one place. 

I got up and walked to the curb to see what the 
commotion was. About a block away I saw a crowd 
of little kids yelling, with the dogs yipping and 
growling around someone who was walking down 
the middle of the street. 

I watched the group as it slowly came closer and 
saw that in the center of the strange procession was 
a man wearing a tall black hat. He’d pause now and 

then to peer at something in his hand and then at the houses on either side 
of the street. I felt cold and hot at the same time as I recognized the man. 
“Oh, no!” I whispered. “It’s Grandpa!” 
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I stood on the curb, unable to move even though I wanted to run and hide. 
Then I got mad when I saw how the yippy dogs were growling and nipping 
at the old man’s baggy pant legs and how wearily he poked them away with 
his cane. “Stupid mutts,” I said as I ran to rescue Grandpa. 

When I kicked and hollered at the dogs to get away, they put their tails 
between their legs and scattered. The kids ran to the curb, where they 
watched me and the old man. 

“Grandpa,” I said, and felt pretty dumb when my voice cracked. I reached 
for his beat-up old tin suitcase, which was tied shut with a rope. But he set 
it down right in the street and shook my hand. 

“Hau, Takoza, Grandchild,” he greeted me formally in Sioux. 

All I could do was stand there with the whole neighborhood watching and 
shake the hand of the leather- brown old man. I saw how his gray hair 
straggled from under his big black hat, which had a drooping feather in its 
crown. His rumpled black suit hung like a sack over his stooped frame. As 
he shook my hand, his coat fell open to expose a bright-red satin shirt with 
a beaded bolo tie under the collar. His get-up wasn’t out of place on the 
reservation, but it sure was here, and I wanted to sink right through the 
pavement. 

“Hi,” I muttered with my head down. I tried to pull my hand away when I 
felt his bony hand trembling, and looked up to see fatigue in his face. I felt 
like crying. I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I picked up Grandpa’s 
suitcase, took his arm, and guided him up the driveway to our house. 

Mom was standing on the steps. I don’t know how long she’d been 
watching, but her hand was over her mouth and she looked as if she 
couldn’t believe what she saw. Then she ran to us. 

“Grandpa,” she gasped. “How in the world did you get here?” 

She checked her move to embrace Grandpa, and I remembered that such a 
display of affection is unseemly to the Sioux and would embarrass him. 

“Hau, Marie,” he said as he shook Mom’s hand. She smiled and took his 
other arm. 

As we supported him up the steps, the door banged open and Cheryl came 
bursting out of the house. She was all smiles and was so obviously glad to 
see Grandpa that I was ashamed of how I felt. 

“Grandpa!” she yelled happily. “You came to see us!” 

Grandpa smiled and Mom and I let go of him as he stretched out his arms 
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to my ten-year-old sister, who was still young enough to be hugged. 

“Wicincala, little girl,” he greeted her, and then collapsed.!He had fainted. 
Mom and I carried him into her sewing room, where we had a spare bed. 
After we had Grandpa on the bed, Mom stood there helplessly patting his 
shoulder. “Shouldn’t we call the doctor, Mom?” I suggested, since she 
didn’t seem to know what to do. “Yes,” she agreed, with a sigh. “You make 
Grandpa comfortable, Martin.” 

I reluctantly moved to the bed. I knew Grandpa wouldn’t want to have 
Mom undress him, but I didn’t want to, either. He was so skinny and frail 
that his coat slipped off easily. When I loosened his tie and opened his shirt 
collar, I felt a small leather pouch that hung from a thong around his neck. 
I left it alone and moved to remove his boots. The scuffed old cowboy boots 
were tight and he moaned as I put pressure on his legs to jerk them off. I 
put the boots on the floor and saw why they fit so tight. Each one was 
stuffed with money. I looked at the bills that lined the boots and started to 
ask about them, but Grandpa’s eyes were closed again. 

Mom came back with a basin of water. “The doctor thinks Grandpa is 
suffering from heat exhaustion,” she explained as she bathed Grandpa’s 
face. Mom gave a big sigh, “Oh hinh, Martin. How do you suppose he got 
here?” 

We found out after the doctor’s visit. Grandpa was angrily sitting up in bed 
while Mom tried to feed him some soup. 

“Tonight you let Marie feed you, Grandpa,” spoke my dad, who had gotten 
home from work just as the doctor was leaving. 

“You’re not really sick,” he said as he gently pushed Grandpa back against 
the pillows. “The doctor said you just got too tired and hot after your long 
trip.” 

Grandpa relaxed, and between sips of soup he told us of his journey. Soon 
after our visit to him Grandpa decided that he would like to see where his 
only living descendants lived and what our home was like. Besides, he 
admitted sheepishly, he was lonesome after we left. 

I knew everybody felt as guilty as I did—especially Mom. Mom was all 
Grandpa had left. So even after she married my dad, who’s a white man 
and teaches in the college in our city, and after Cheryl and I were born, 
Mom made sure that every summer we spent a week with Grandpa. 

I never thought that Grandpa would be lonely after our visits, and none of 
us noticed how old and weak he had become. But Grandpa knew and so he 
came to us. He had ridden on buses for two and a half days. When he 
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arrived in the city, tired and stiff from sitting for so long, he set out, 
walking, to find us. 

He had stopped to rest on the steps of some building downtown and a 
policeman found him. The cop, according to Grandpa, was a good man who 
took him to the bus stop and waited until the bus came and told the driver 
to let Grandpa out at Bell View Drive. After Grandpa got off the bus, he 
started walking again. But he couldn’t see the house numbers on the other 
side when he walked on the sidewalk, so he walked in the middle of the 
street. That’s when all the little kids and dogs followed him. 

I knew everybody felt as bad as I did. Yet I was proud of this eighty-six-
year-old man, who had never been 

away from the reservation, having the courage to travel so far alone. “You 
found the money in my boots?” he asked Mom. 

“Martin did,” she answered, and roused herself to scold. “Grandpa, you 
shouldn’t have carried so much money. What if someone had stolen it from 
you?” 

Grandpa laughed. “I would’ve known if anyone tried to take the boots off 
my feet. The money is what I’ve saved for a long time—a hundred dollars—
for my funeral. But you take it now to buy groceries so that I won’t be a 
burden to you while I am here.” 

“That won’t be necessary, Grandpa,” Dad said. “We are honored to have 
you with us and you will never be a burden. I am only sorry that we never 
thought to bring you home with us this summer and spare you the 
discomfort of a long trip.” 

Grandpa was pleased. “Thank you,” he answered. “But do not feel bad that 
you didn’t bring me with you, for I would not have come then. It was not 
time.” He said this in such a way that no one could argue with him. To 
Grandpa and the Sioux, he once told me, a thing would be done when it was 
the right time to do it and that’s the way it was. 

“Also,” Grandpa went on, looking at me, “I have come because it is soon 
time for Martin to have the medicine bag.” 

We all knew what that meant. Grandpa thought he was going to die and he 
had to follow the tradition of his family to pass the medicine bag, along 
with its history, to the oldest male child. 

“Even though the boy,” he said, still looking at me, “bears a white man’s 
name, the medicine bag will be his.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I had the same hot and cold feeling that I had 
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when I first saw Grandpa in the street. The medicine bag was the dirty 
leather pouch I had found around his neck. “I could never wear such a 
thing,” I almost said aloud. I thought of having my friends see it in gym 
class, at the swimming pool, and could imagine the smart things they 
would say. But I just swallowed hard and took a step toward the bed. I 
knew I would have to take it. 

But Grandpa was tired. “Not now, Martin,” he said, waving his hand in 
dismissal, “it is not time. Now I will sleep.” 

So that’s how Grandpa came to be with us for two months. My friends kept 
asking to come see the old man, but I put them off. I told myself that I 
didn’t want them laughing at Grandpa. But even as I made excuses, I knew 
it wasn’t Grandpa that I was afraid they’d laugh at. 

Nothing bothered Cheryl about bringing her friends to see Grandpa. Every 
day after school started, there’d be a crew of giggling little girls or round-
eyed little boys crowded around the old man on the patio, where he’d 
gotten in the habit of sitting every afternoon. 

Grandpa would smile in his gentle way and patiently answer their 
questions, or he’d tell them stories of brave warriors, ghosts, animals, and 
the kids listened in awed silence. Those little guys thought Grandpa was 
great. 

Finally, one day after school, my friends came home with me because 
nothing I said stopped them. “We’re going to see the great Indian of Bell 
View Drive,” said Hank, who was supposed to be my best friend. “My 
brother has seen him three times, so he oughta be well enough to see us.” 

When we got to my house, Grandpa was sitting on the patio. He had on his 
red shirt, but today he also wore a fringed leather vest that was decorated 
with beads. Instead of his usual cowboy boots he had solidly beaded 
moccasins on his feet that stuck out of his black trousers. Of course, he had 
his old black hat on—he was seldom without it. But it had been brushed and 
the feather in the beaded headband was proudly erect, its tip a brighter 
white. His hair lay in silver strands over the red shirt collar. 

I stared just as my friends did and I heard one of them murmur, “Wow!” 

Grandpa looked up and when his eyes met mine, they twinkled as if he 
were laughing inside. He nodded to me and my face got all hot. I could tell 
that he had known all along I was afraid he’d embarrass me in front of my 
friends. 

“Hau, hoksilas, boys,” he greeted, and held out his hand. 

My buddies passed in a single file and shook his hand as I introduced them. 
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They were so polite I almost laughed. “How, there, Grandpa,” and even a 
“How do you do, sir.” 

“You look fine, Grandpa,” I said as the guys sat on the lawn chairs or on the 
patio floor. 

“Hanh, yes,” he agreed. “When I woke up this morning, it seemed the right 
time to dress in the good clothes. I knew that my grandson would be 
bringing his friends.” 

“You guys want some lemonade or something?” I offered. No one answered. 
They were listening to Grandpa as he started telling how he’d killed the 
deer from which his vest was made. 

Grandpa did most of the talking while my friends were there. I was so 
proud of him and amazed at how respectfully quiet my buddies were. Mom 
had to chase them home at suppertime. As they left, they shook Grandpa’s 
hand again and said to me: 

“Martin, he’s really great!” 

“Yeah, man! Don’t blame you for keeping him to yourself.” 

“Can we come back?” 

But after they left, Mom said, “No more visitors for a while, Martin. 
Grandpa won’t admit it, but his strength hasn’t returned. He likes having 
company, but it tires him.” 

That evening Grandpa called me to his room before he went to sleep. 
“Tomorrow,” he said, “when you come home, it will be time to give you the 
medicine bag.” 

I felt a hard squeeze from where my heart is supposed to be and was 
scared, but I answered, “OK, Grandpa.” 

All night I had weird dreams about thunder and lightning on a high hill. 
From a distance I heard the slow beat of a drum. When I woke up in the 
morning, I felt as if I hadn’t slept at all. At school it seemed as if the day 
would never end and when it finally did, I ran home. 

Grandpa was in his room, sitting on the bed. The shades were down and the 
place was dim and cool. I sat on the floor in front of Grandpa, but he didn’t 
even look at me. After what seemed a long time, he spoke. 

“I sent your mother and sister away. What you will hear today is only for a 
man’s ears. What you will receive is only for a man’s hands.” He fell silent 
and I felt shivers down my back. 
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“My father in his early manhood,” Grandpa began, “made a vision quest to 
find a spirit guide for his life. You cannot understand how it was in that 
time, when the great Teton Sioux were first made to stay on the 
reservation. There was a strong need for guidance from Wakantanka, the 
Great Spirit. But too many of the young men were filled with despair and 
hatred. They thought it was hopeless to search for a vision when the 
glorious life was gone and only the hated confines of a reservation lay 
ahead. But my father held to the old ways. 

“He carefully prepared for his quest with a purifying sweat bath and then 
he went alone to a high butte top to fast and pray. After three days he 
received his sacred dream—in which he found, after long searching, the 
white man’s iron. He did not understand his vision of find-ing something 
belonging to the white people, for in that time they were the enemy. When 
he came down from the butte to cleanse himself at the stream below, he 
found the remains of a campfire and the broken shell of an iron kettle. This 
was a sign which reinforced his dream. He took a piece of the iron for his 
medicine bag, which he had made of elk skin years before, to prepare for 
his quest. 

“He returned to his village, where he told his dream to the wise old men of 
the tribe. They gave him the name Iron Shell, but neither did they 
understand the meaning of the dream. This first Iron Shell kept the piece 
of iron with him at all times and believed it gave him protection from the 
evils of those unhappy days. 

“Then a terrible thing happened to Iron Shell. He and several other young 
men were taken from their homes by the soldiers and sent far away to a 
white man’s boarding school. He was angry and lonesome for his parents 
and the young girl he had wed before he was taken away. At first Iron Shell 
resisted the teachers’ attempts to change him and he did not try to learn. 
One day it was his turn to work in the school’s 

blacksmith shop. As he walked into the place, he knew that his medicine 
had brought him there to learn and work with the white man’s iron. 

“Iron Shell became a blacksmith and worked at the trade when he returned 
to the reservation. All of his life he treasured the medicine bag. When he 
was old and I was a man, he gave it to me, for no one made the vision quest 
anymore.” 

Grandpa quit talking and I stared in disbelief as he covered his face with 
his hands. His shoulders were shaking with quiet sobs and I looked away 
until he began to speak again. 

“I kept the bag until my son, your mother’s father, was a man and had to 
leave us to fight in the war across the ocean. I gave him the bag, for I 
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believed it would protect him in battle, but he did not take it with him. He 
was afraid that he would lose it. He died in a faraway place.” 

Again Grandpa was still and I felt his grief around me. 

“My son,” he went on after clearing his throat, “had only a daughter and it 
is not proper for her to know of these things.” 

He unbuttoned his shirt, pulled out the leather pouch, and lifted it over his 
head. He held it in his hand, turning it over and over as if memorizing how 
it looked. 

“In the bag,” he said as he opened it and removed two objects, “is the 
broken shell of the iron kettle, a pebble from the butte, and a piece of the 
sacred sage.” He held the pouch upside down and dust drifted down. 

“After the bag is yours, you must put a piece of prairie sage within and 
never open it again until you pass it on to your son.” He replaced the pebble 
and the piece of iron and tied the bag. 

I stood up, somehow knowing I should. Grandpa slowly rose from the bed 
and stood upright in front of me, holding the bag before my face. I closed 
my eyes and waited for him to slip it over my head. But he spoke. 

“No, you need not wear it.” He placed the soft leather bag in my right hand 
and closed my other hand over it. “It would not be right to wear it in this 
time and place, where no one will understand. Put it safely away until you 
are again on the reservation. 

Wear it then, when you replace the sacred sage.” 

Grandpa turned and sat again on the bed. Wearily he leaned his head 
against the pillow. “Go,” he said, “I will sleep now.” 

“Thank you, Grandpa,” I said softly, and left with the bag in my hands. 

That night Mom and Dad took Grandpa to the hospital. Two weeks later I 
stood alone on the lonely prairie of the reservation and put the sacred sage 
in my medicine bag. 
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“The Open Window” By Saki 
 
"My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel," said a very self-possessed 
young lady of fifteen; "in the meantime you must try and put up with me." 

Framton Nuttel endeavored to say the correct something which should 
duly flatter the niece of the moment without unduly discounting the aunt 
that was to come. Privately he doubted more than ever whether these 
formal visits on a succession of total strangers would do much towards 
helping the nerve cure which he was supposed to be undergoing. 

"I know how it will be," his sister had said when he was preparing to 
migrate to this rural retreat; "you will bury yourself down there and not 
speak to a living soul, and your nerves will be worse than ever from 
moping. I shall just give you letters of introduction to all the people I know 
there. Some of them, as far as I can remember, were quite nice." 

Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he was 
presenting one of the letters of introduction came into the nice division. 

"Do you know many of the people round here?" asked the niece, when she 
judged that they had had sufficient silent communion. 

"Hardly a soul," said Framton. "My sister was staying here, at the rectory, 
you know, some four years ago, and she gave me letters of introduction to 
some of the people here." 

He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret. 

"Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?" pursued the self-
possessed young lady. 

"Only her name and address," admitted the caller. He was wondering 
whether Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or widowed state. An 
undefinable something about the room seemed to suggest masculine 
habitation. 

"Her great tragedy happened just three years ago," said the child; "that 
would be since your sister's time." 

"Her tragedy?" asked Framton; somehow in this restful country spot 
tragedies seemed out of place. 

"You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October 
afternoon," said the niece, indicating a large French window that opened on 
to a lawn. 
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"It is quite warm for the time of the year," said Framton; "but has that 
window got anything to do with the tragedy?" 

"Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her husband and her 
two young brothers went off for their day's shooting. They never came 
back. In crossing the moor to their favorite snipe-shooting ground they 
were all three engulfed in a treacherous piece of bog. It had been that 
dreadful wet summer, you know, and places that were safe in other years 
gave way suddenly without warning. Their bodies were never recovered. 
That was the dreadful part of it." Here the child's voice lost its self-
possessed note and became falteringly human. "Poor aunt always thinks 
that they will come back someday, they and the little brown spaniel that 
was lost with them, and walk in at that window just as they used to do. 
That is why the window is kept open every evening till it is quite dusk. Poor 
dear aunt, she has often told me how they went out, her husband with his 
white waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her youngest brother, 
singing 'Bertie, why do you bound?' as he always did to tease her, because 
she said it got on her nerves. Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet 
evenings like this, I almost get a creepy feeling that they will all walk in 
through that window - " 

She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to Framton when the aunt 
bustled into the room with a whirl of apologies for being late in making her 
appearance. 

"I hope Vera has been amusing you?" she said. "She has been very 
interesting," said Framton. 

"I hope you don't mind the open window," said Mrs. Sappleton briskly; "my 
husband and brothers will be home directly from shooting, and they 
always come in this way. They've been out for snipe in the marshes today, 
so they'll make a fine mess over my poor carpets. So like you menfolk, isn't 
it?" 

She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of birds, and 
the prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton it was all purely horrible. 
He made a desperate but only partially successful effort to turn the talk on 
to a less ghastly topic, he was conscious that his hostess was giving him 
only a fragment of her attention, and her eyes were constantly straying 
past him to the open window and the lawn beyond. It was certainly an 
unfortunate coincidence that he should have paid his visit on this tragic 
anniversary. 

"The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of mental 
excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent physical 
exercise," announced Framton, who labored under the tolerably 
widespread delusion that total strangers and chance acquaintances are 
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hungry for the least detail of one's ailments and infirmities, their cause and 
cure. "On the matter of diet they are not so much in agreement," he 
continued. 

"No?" said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a yawn at the last 
moment. Then she suddenly brightened into alert attention - but not to 
what Framton was saying. 

"Here they are at last!" she cried. "Just in time for tea, and don't they look 
as if they were muddy up to the eyes!" 

Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with a look 
intended to convey sympathetic comprehension. The child was staring out 
through the open window with a dazed horror in her eyes. In a chill shock 
of nameless fear Framton swung round in his seat and looked in the same 
direction. 

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the lawn 
towards the window, they all carried guns under their arms, and one of 
them was additionally burdened with a white coat hung over his shoulders. 
A tired brown spaniel kept close at their heels. Noiselessly they neared the 
house, and then a hoarse young voice chanted out of the dusk: "I said, 
Bertie, why do you bound?" 

Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall door, the gravel drive, 
and the front gate were dimly noted stages in his headlong retreat. A 
cyclist coming along the road had to run into the hedge to avoid imminent 
collision. 

"Here we are, my dear," said the bearer of the white mackintosh, coming in 
through the window, "fairly muddy, but most of it's dry. Who was that who 
bolted out as we came up?" 

"A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel," said Mrs. Sappleton; "could only 
talk about his illnesses, and dashed off without a word of goodbye or 
apology when you arrived. One would think he had seen a ghost." 

"I expect it was the spaniel," said the niece calmly; "he told me he had a 
horror of dogs. He was once hunted into a cemetery somewhere on the 
banks of the Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, and had to spend the night in 
a newly dug grave with the creatures snarling and grinning and foaming 
just above him. Enough to make anyone lose their nerve." 

Romance at short notice was her specialty. 
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“The Sled” By Thomas E. Adams 

The snow was soft and deep outside. If only he could get out to try new sled. 
But, his mother was angry. He had called his sister a liar. 

"You cannot go out until you learn how to be a gentleman," his mother said. 
"Now tell your sister you are sorry!" 

He looked across the table at his sister. She was looking down at her 
dinner. He saw a small smile on her face. 

"Tell her!" his mother ordered. 

He saw his sister smile as if she had won a victory. 

"I will not tell her," he answered. "She is laughing at me. Besides, she is a 
liar." 

"That settles it," his mother told him. "You do not go out to play!" 

His hands began to shake with anger. He was angry at his sister, and now 
angry with himself. He fought to stop the tears from coming. 

"I...will...tell her. I am...sorry," he said a little too quick and too loud. 

"That is better," his mother said. "You two should love each other, not 
always fight." 

He waited until the right moment, then asked again. 

"Can I go out to play now?" 

His mother told him he could, and he jumped up from the table. He looked 
at his sister. His mouth and eyes laughed. 

He put the coat on, then his long rubber shoes, and his gloves to keep for 
hands warm. He got to the door when his mother spoke: 

"Put your hat on," she said.  

"Aw Mom." 

!"Put it on!" 

!"Aw Mom. It's not cold out."  

"Put it on." 
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"Honest Mom, it's not that Cold." 

"Put it on or stay inside." 

He got his hat and put it on his head, then opened the door and closed it 
behind him. 

It felt good to be in the dark barn, alone. The barn was silent. He was free to 
play at last. He looked at his sled for a moment, then felt the long cold steel 
it rode on. He lifted the sled and held it tightly against him. It was a small 
sled and not very heavy, but it was strong. And when he ran with it, he ran 
very fast. It was the best of all sleds. It was his. He was excited. 

He lifted the sled again and hurried to open the door. "Joey!" It was his 
mother's voice. 

He stood quiet. He did not answer. 

"Joseph!" 

He said nothing. Then, afraid and angry, he answered: 

"What?" 

"Be in by seven o'clock!" 

"All right!" and he opened the door. 

He saw the white might before him. The snow was beautiful. He started to 
walk into the night, but then stopped. He pulled his hat from his head, and 
dropped it on the snow. 

He pulled his sled into the street and began--slowly at first, then faster and 
faster. Soon he was running as fast as he could go. He saw the snow pass 
under his feet. Don't fall--Now! And he dropped the sled to the snow and 
himse1f on top of the sled. He felt the freedom of sliding alone down the 
shadowy street. The only sound was the crunch of the steel runners sliding 
over the snow. 

Up ahead he saw a big hill of snow. He turned his sled toward it. 

The snow hill grew bigger and bigger--then, just at the right time, he 
turned. There was a loud sound from under his sled--a snap of cold steel, 
and both he and the sled turned over and over in the snow. 

He lay there in the cold snow. His face was cut. 

The steel runner on the bottom of the sled was broken. He looked at it and 
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touched the broken place with his fingers. He pushed the broken ends 
together until they joined. Only a thin line showed the break. 

He got up slowly and began walking home. Near the house, he sat down in 
the snow again. He lay the sled across his legs like a baby. He looked at the 
steel runner. It was still broken. He started to cry. 

He dried his tears on his coat and began to get up, just as his sister opened 
the door and came out into the night. He watched her as she walked toward 
the store down the street. She went inside to buy something. He waited. 
When he heard the crunching snow under her feet, he tuned to her and 
said: 

"Hi!"!"Hi! How is the sledding?" 

"Just right," he answered. "The snow is nice and fast. I'm resting now." Her 
fingers moved up and down the broken place. There was a silence... at last 
she spoke. 

"Well, I think I'll go in." 

His next thought came suddenly. He felt his heart beat faster... "Do you 
want to ride my sled?" The sound of his voice frightened him. 

She suddenly became alive. "Can I? I mean, will you let me, really?" 

"Sure, go ahead," and he gave her the sled very carefully. He watched her 
as she began to run. The sled looked heavy in her arms. He saw her almost 
fall...he was afraid she would got hurt and ran into the street to shout--to 
tell her. He opened his mouth, but the words did not come. And then it was 
too late. 

She dropped the Sled to the snow and jumped on. The broken steel runner 
spread apart. He saw her head go down and hit the road: he saw her feet 
rise in the air. Both girl and sled rolled over and over. 

She came to him. The sled was in one hand, the broken steel runner 
hanging down. She cried softly; the tears ran down her face. There was 
blood near her mouth. 

He wanted to say something, anything. He tried, but no words came. 

"I'm Sorry...I'm sorry, I broke your sled," his sister said. 

"It will be all right... I can get if fixed." 

"No," she said. "It will never be the same. I'm sorry," and she began to cry 
louder. 
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He wanted to put his hand gently on her to make her feel better. He even 
put his hand out in the air to touch her. But he didn't. All he could say was: 

"Don't cry, it wasn't your fault." 

"Yes it was," she said. "It was my fault." 

"No," he said softly. "No, it wasn't." 

But she did not hear him. They stood and looked at each other, then she 
looked down at the snow. "Girls are so...so foolish," she said. 

There was no sound. She stopped crying. She just looked at the snow. He 
heard nothing and only felt the cold air. Then, not knowing what to do, he 
said: "No, girls are not foolish." 

He felt her breathe easier. He saw a shining look in her eyes he did not 
understand. He wished she would go in the house. Then he saw the dried 
tears and blood on her face and he felt very sorry for her. 

He moved closer to her and looked at her cut mouth. He placed his hands 
on both sides of het face. It felt small. 

"It's not a bad cut," She said, "But Perhaps I should go in and wash it."  

"Yes," he said.  

"You should wash it."! 

They walked to the house. He felt her looking at him.!"You have a cut on 
your face," she told him. "Let me put some snow on it." 

 "No, it's all right. I fell. You go in and wash your cut." 

"Well, all right," she said. "But do not forget to put your hat on." 

He looked at her. 

"Before you come in the house, I mean." They both smiled. 

She went into the house. He turned and kicked the snow. We looked at the 
sky but did not see it.. He put his cold hands in his pockets, but did not feel 
them. 

He saw part of the street grow dark. It was seven o'clock.   
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“The Landlady”  By Roald Dahl 
Billy Weaver had traveled down from London on the slow afternoon train, 
with a change at Reading on the way, and by the time he got to Bath, it was 
about nine o’clock in the evening, and the moon was coming up out of a 
clear starry sky over the houses opposite the station entrance. But the air 
was deadly cold and the wind was like a flat blade of ice on his cheeks. 

“Excuse me,” he said, “but is there a fairly cheap hotel not too far away 
from here?” 

“Try The Bell and Dragon,” the porter answered, pointing down the road. 
“They might take you in. It’s about a quarter of a mile along on the other 
side.” 

Billy thanked him and picked up his suitcase and set out to walk the 
quarter-mile to The Bell and Dragon. He had never been to Bath before. He 
didn’t know anyone who lived there. But Mr. Greenslade at the head office 
in London had told him it was a splendid town. “Find your own lodgings,” 
he had said, “and then go along and report to the branch manager as soon 
as you’ve got yourself settled.” 

Billy was seventeen years old. He was wearing a new navy-blue overcoat, a 
new brown trilby hat, and a new brown suit, and he was feeling fine. He 
walked briskly down the street. He was trying to do everything briskly 
these days. Briskness, he had decided, was the one common characteristic 
of all successful businessmen. The big shots up at the head office were 
absolutely fantastically brisk all the time. They were amazing. 

There were no shops on this wide street that he was walking along, only a 
line of tall houses on each side, all of them identical. They had porches and 
pillars and four or five steps going up to their front doors, and it was 
obvious that once upon a time they had been very swanky residences. But 
now, even in the darkness, he could see that the paint was peeling from the 
woodwork on their doors and windows and that the handsome white 
facades were cracked and blotchy from neglect. 

Suddenly, in a downstairs window that 
was brilliantly illuminated by a street 
lamp not six yards away, Billy caught 
sight of a printed notice propped up 
against the glass in one of the upper 
panes. It said BED AND BREAKFAST. 
There was a vase of yellow 
chrysanthemums, tall and beautiful, 
standing just underneath the notice. 
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He stopped walking. He moved a bit closer. Green curtains (some sort of 
velvety material) were hanging down on either side of the window. The 
chrysanthemums looked wonderful beside them. He went right up and 
peered through the glass into the room, and the first thing he saw was a 
bright fire burning in the hearth. On the carpet in front of the fire, a pretty 
little dachshund was curled up asleep with its nose tucked into its belly. 
The room itself, so far as he could see in the half darkness, was filled with 
pleasant furniture. There was a baby grand piano and a big sofa and 
several plump armchairs, and in one corner he spotted a large parrot in a 
cage. Animals were usually a good sign in a place like this, Billy told 
himself; and all in all, it looked to him as though it would be a pretty decent 
house to stay in. Certainly it would be more comfortable than The Bell and 
Dragon. 

 

On the other hand, a pub would be more congenial 
than a boardinghouse. There would be beer and 
darts in the evenings, and lots of people to talk to, 
and it would probably be a good bit cheaper, too. 
He had stayed a couple of nights in a pub once 
before and he had liked it. He had never stayed in 
any boardinghouses, and, to be perfectly honest, 
he was a tiny bit frightened of them. The name 
itself conjured up images of watery cabbage, 
rapacious landladies, and a powerful smell of 
kippers in the living room. 

After dithering about like this in the cold for two 
or three minutes, Billy decided that he would 

walk on and take a look at The Bell and Dragon before making up his mind. 
He turned to go. 

And now a queer thing happened to him. He was in the act of stepping back 
and turning away from the window when all at once his eye was caught 
and held in the most peculiar manner by the small notice that was there. 
BED AND BREAKFAST, it said. BED AND BREAKFAST, BED AND 
BREAKFAST, BED AND BREAKFAST. Each word was like a large black eye 
staring at him through the glass, holding him, compelling him, forcing him 
to stay where he was and not to walk away from that house, and the next 
thing he knew, he was actually moving across from the window to the front 
door of the house, climbing the steps that led up to it, and reaching for the 
bell. 

He pressed the bell. Far away in a back room he heard it ringing, and then 
at once —it must have been at once because he hadn’t even had time to 
take his finger from the bell button—the door swung open and a woman 
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was standing there.!Normally you ring the bell and you have at least a half-
minute’s wait before the door opens. But this dame was like a jack-in-the-
box. He pressed the bell—and out she popped! It made him jump. 

She was about forty-five or fifty years old, and the moment she saw him, 
she gave him a warm, welcoming smile.!“ Please come in,” she said 
pleasantly. She stepped aside, holding the door wide open, and Billy found 
himself automatically starting forward. The compulsion or, more 
accurately, the desire to follow after her into that house was 
extraordinarily strong. 

“I saw the notice in the window,” he said, holding himself back. 

“Yes, I know.” 

“I was wondering about a room.” 

“It’s all ready for you, my dear,” she said. She had a round pink face and 
very gentle blue eyes. 

“I was on my way to The Bell and Dragon,” Billy told her. “But the notice in 
your window just happened to catch my eye.” 

“My dear boy,” she said, “why don’t you come in out of the cold?” 

“How much do you charge?” 

“Five and sixpence a night, including breakfast.” 

It was fantastically cheap. It was less than half of what he had been willing 
to pay. 

“If that is too much,” she added, “then perhaps I can reduce it just a tiny 
bit. Do you desire an egg for breakfast? Eggs are expensive at the moment. 
It would be sixpence less without the egg.” 

“Five and sixpence is fine,” he answered. “I should like very much to stay 
here.” “I knew you would. Do come in.” 

She seemed terribly nice. She looked exactly like the mother of one’s best 
school friend welcoming one into the house to stay for the Christmas 
holidays. Billy took off his hat and stepped over the threshold. 

“Just hang it there,” she said, “and let me help you with your coat.”!There 
were no other hats or coats in the hall. There were no umbrellas, no 
walking sticks—nothing. 

“We have it all to ourselves,” she said, smiling at him over her shoulder as 
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she led the way upstairs. “You see, it isn’t very often I have the pleasure of 
taking a visitor into my little nest.” 

The old girl is slightly dotty, Billy told himself. But at five and sixpence a 
night, who cares about that? “I should’ve thought you’d be simply 
swamped with applicants,” he said politely. 

“Oh, I am, my dear, I am, of course I am. But the trouble is that I’m inclined 
to be just a teeny-weeny bit choosy and particular—if you see what I mean.” 

“Ah, yes.” 

“But I’m always ready. Everything is always ready day and night in this 
house just on the off chance that an acceptable young gentleman will come 
along. And it is such a pleasure, my dear, such a very great pleasure when 
now and again I open the door and I see someone standing there who is just 
exactly right.” She was halfway up the stairs, and she paused with one 
hand on the stair rail, turning her head and smiling down at him with pale 
lips. “Like you,” she added, and her blue eyes traveled slowly all the way 
down the length of 

Billy’s body, to his feet, and then up again.!On the second-floor landing she 
said to him, “This floor is mine.” 

They climbed up another flight. “And this one is all yours,” she said. 
“Here’s your room. I do hope you’ll like it.” She took him into a small but 
charming front bedroom, switching on the light as she went in. 

“The morning sun comes right in the window, Mr. Perkins. It is Mr. 
Perkins, isn’t it?” “No,” he said. “It’s Weaver.” 

“Mr. Weaver. How nice. I’ve put a water bottle between the sheets to air 
them out, Mr. Weaver. It’s such a comfort to have a hot-water bottle in a 
strange bed with clean sheets, don’t you agree? And you may light the gas 
fire at any time if you feel chilly.” 

“Thank you,” Billy said. “Thank you ever so much.” He noticed that the 
bedspread had been taken off the bed and that the bedclothes had been 
neatly turned back on one side, all ready for someone to get in. 

“I’m so glad you appeared,” she said, looking earnestly into his face. “I was 
beginning to get worried.” 

“That’s all right,” Billy answered brightly. “You mustn’t worry about me.” 
He put his suitcase on the chair and started to open it. 

“And what about supper, my dear? Did you manage to get anything to eat 
before you came here?” 
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“I’m not a bit hungry, thank you,” he said. “I think I’ll just go to bed as soon 
as possible because tomorrow I’ve got to get up rather early and report to 
the office.” 

“Very well, then. I’ll leave you now so that you can unpack. But before you 
go to bed, would you be kind enough to pop into the sitting room on the 
ground floor and sign the book? Everyone has to do that because it’s the 
law of the land, and we don’t want to go breaking any laws at this stage in 
the proceedings, do we?” She gave him a little wave of the hand and went 
quickly out of the room and closed the door. 

Now, the fact that his landlady appeared to be slightly off her rocker didn’t 
worry Billy in the least. After all, she not only was harmless—there was no 
question about that—but she was also quite obviously a kind and generous 
soul. He guessed that she had probably lost a son in the war, or something 
like that, and had never gotten over it. 

So a few minutes later, after unpacking his suitcase and washing his 
hands, he trotted downstairs to the ground floor and entered the living 
room. His landlady wasn’t there, but the fire was glowing in the hearth, 
and the little dachshund was still sleeping soundly in front of it. The room 
was wonderfully warm and cozy. I’m a lucky fellow, he thought, rubbing his 
hands. This is a bit of all right. 

He found the guest book lying open on the piano, so he took out his pen and 
wrote down his name and address. There were only two other entries 
above his on the page, and as one always does with guest books, he started 
to read them. One was a Christopher Mulholland from Cardiff. The other 
was Gregory W. Temple from Bristol. 

That’s funny, he thought suddenly. Christopher Mulholland. It rings a bell. 
Now where on earth had he heard that rather unusual name before? 

Was it a boy at school? No. Was it one of his sister’s numerous young men, 
perhaps, or a friend of his father’s? No, no, it wasn’t any of those. He 
glanced down again at the book. 

Christopher Mulholland 231 Cathedral Road, Cardiff 

Gregory W. Temple!27 Sycamore Drive, Bristol 

As a matter of fact, now he came to think of it, he wasn’t at all sure that the 
second name didn’t have almost as much of a familiar ring about it as the 
first. 

“Gregory Temple?” he said aloud, searching his memory. “Christopher 
Mulholland? . . .” 
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“Such charming boys,” a voice behind him answered, and he turned and 
saw his landlady sailing into the room with a large silver tea tray in her 
hands. She was holding it well out in front of her, and rather high up, as 
though the tray were a pair of reins on a frisky horse. 

“They sound somehow familiar,” he said. “They do? How interesting.” 

“I’m almost positive I’ve heard those names before somewhere. Isn’t that 
odd? Maybe it was in the newspapers. They weren’t famous in any way, 
were they? I mean famous cricketers7 or footballers or something like 
that?” 

“Famous,” she said, setting the tea tray down on the low table in front of 
the sofa. “Oh no, I don’t think they were famous. But they were incredibly 
handsome, both of them, I can promise you that. They were tall and young 
and handsome, my dear, just exactly like you.” 

Once more, Billy glanced down at the book. “Look here,” he said, noticing 
the dates. “This last entry is over two years old.” 

“It is?”!“Yes, indeed. And Christopher Mulholland’s is nearly a year before 
that—more than three years ago.” 

“Dear me,” she said, shaking her head and heaving a dainty little sigh. “I 
would never have thought it. How time does fly away from us all, doesn’t it, 
Mr. Wilkins?” 

“It’s Weaver,” Billy said. “W-e-a-v-e-r.” 

“Oh, of course it is!” she cried, sitting down on the sofa. “How silly of me. I 
do apologize. In one ear and out the other, that’s me, Mr. Weaver.” 

“You know something?” Billy said. “Something that’s really quite 
extraordinary about all this?” “No, dear, I don’t.” 

“Well, you see, both of these names—Mulholland and Temple—I not only 
seem to remember each one of them separately, so to speak, but somehow 
or other, in some peculiar way, they both appear to be sort of connected 
together as well. As though they were both famous for the same sort of 
thing, if you see what I mean—like . . . well . . . like Dempsey and Tunney, 
for example, or Churchill and Roosevelt.” 

“How amusing,” she said. “But come over here now, dear, and sit down 
beside me on the sofa and I’ll give you a nice cup of tea and a ginger biscuit 
before you go to bed.” 

“You really shouldn’t bother,” Billy said. “I didn’t mean you to do anything 
like that.” He stood by the piano, watching her as she fussed about with the 
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cups and saucers. He noticed that she had small, white, quickly moving 
hands and red fingernails. 

“I’m almost positive it was in the newspapers I saw them,” Billy said. “I’ll 
think of it in a second. I’m sure I will.” 

There is nothing more tantalizing than a thing like this that lingers just 
outside the borders of one’s memory. He hated to give up. 

“Now wait a minute,” he said. “Wait just a minute. Mulholland . . . 
Christopher Mulholland . . . wasn’t that the name of the Eton schoolboy 
who was on a walking tour through the West Country, and then all of 
a!sudden . . .” 

“Milk?” she said. “And sugar?”!“Yes, please. And then all of a sudden . . .” 

“Eton schoolboy?” she said. “Oh no, my dear, that can’t possibly be right, 
because my Mr. Mulholland was certainly not an Eton schoolboy when he 
came to me. He was a Cambridge undergraduate. Come over here now and 
sit next to me and warm yourself in front of this lovely fire. Come on. Your 
tea’s all ready for you.” 

She patted the empty place beside her on the sofa, and she sat there 
smiling at Billy and waiting for him to come over. 

He crossed the room slowly and sat down on the edge of the sofa. She 
placed his teacup on the table in front of him. 

“ There we are,” she said. “How nice and cozy this is, isn’t it?” 

Billy started sipping his tea. She did the same. For half a minute or so, 
neither of them spoke. But Billy knew that she was looking at him. Her 
body was half turned toward him, and he could feel her eyes resting on his 
face, watching him over the rim of her teacup. Now and again, he caught a 
whiff of a peculiar smell that seemed to emanate directly from her person. 
It was not in the least unpleasant, and it reminded him—well, he wasn’t 
quite sure what it reminded him of. Pickled walnuts? New leather? Or was 
it the corridors of a hospital? 

At length, she said, “Mr. Mulholland was a great one for his tea. Never in 
my life have I seen anyone drink as much tea as dear, sweet Mr. 
Mulholland.” 

“I suppose he left fairly recently,” Billy said. He was still puzzling his head 
about the two names. He was positive now that he had seen them in the 
newspapers—in the headlines. 

“Left?” she said, arching her brows. “But my dear boy, he never left. He’s 
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still here. Mr. Temple is also here. They’re on the fourth floor, both of them 
together.” 

Billy set his cup down slowly on the table and stared at his landlady. She 
smiled back at him, and then she put out one of her white hands and patted 
him comfortingly on the knee. “How old are you, my dear?” she asked. 

“Seventeen.” 

“Seventeen!” she cried. “Oh, it’s the perfect age! Mr. Mulholland was also 
seventeen. But I think he was a trifle shorter than you are; in fact I’m sure 
he was, and his teeth weren’t quite so white. You have the most beautiful 
teeth, Mr. Weaver, did you know that?” 

“They’re not as good as they look,” Billy said. “They’ve got simply masses of 
fillings in them at the back.” 

“Mr. Temple, of course, was a little older,” she said, ignoring his remark. 
“He was actually twenty-eight. And yet I never would have guessed it if he 
hadn’t told me, never in my whole life. There wasn’t a blemish on his body.” 

“A what?” Billy said.!“His skin was just like a baby’s.” 

There was a pause. Billy picked up his teacup and took another sip of his 
tea; then he set it down again gently in its saucer. He waited for her to say 
something else, but she seemed to have lapsed into another of her silences. 
He sat there staring straight ahead of him into the far corner of the room, 
biting his lower lip. 

“That parrot,” he said at last. “You know something? It had me completely 
fooled when I first saw it through the window. I could have sworn it was 
alive.” 

“Alas, no longer.”!“It’s most terribly clever the way it’s been done,” he said. 
“It doesn’t look in the least bit dead. Who did it?” “I did.”!“ You did?” 

“Of course,” she said. “And have you met my little Basil as well?” She 
nodded toward the dachshund curled up so comfortably in front of the fire. 
Billy looked at it. And suddenly, he realized that this animal had all the 
time been just as silent and motionless as the parrot. He put out a hand and 
touched it gently on the top of its back. The back was hard and cold, and 
when he pushed the hair to one side with his fingers, he could see the skin 
underneath, grayish black and dry and perfectly preserved. 

“Good gracious me,” he said. “How absolutely fascinating.” He turned away 
from the dog and stared with deep admiration at the little woman beside 
him on the sofa. “It must be most awfully difficult to do a thing like that.” 
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“Not in the least,” she said. “I stuff all my little pets myself when they pass 
away. Will you have another cup of tea?” 

“No, thank you,” Billy said. The tea tasted faintly of bitter almonds, and he 
didn’t much care for it. 

“You did sign the book, didn’t you?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“That’s good. Because later on, if I happen to forget what you were called, 
then I could always come down here and look it up. I still do that almost 
every day with Mr. Mulholland and Mr. . . . Mr. . . .” 

“Temple,” Billy said, “Gregory Temple. Excuse my asking, but haven’t 
there been any other guests here except them in the last two or three 
years?” 

Holding her teacup high in one hand, inclining her head slightly to the left, 
she looked up at him out of the corners of her eyes and gave him another 
gentle little smile. 

“No, my dear,” she said. “Only you.” 
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“A DAY'S WAIT”  By  ERNEST HEMINGWAY:  

 
He came into the room to shut the windows while we were still in bed and I 
saw he looked ill. He was shivering, his face was white, and he walked 
slowly as though it ached to move.  
"What's the matter, Schatz?" 
"I've got a headache. " 
"You better go back to bed." 
"No. I'm all right." 
"You go to bed. I'll see you when I'm dressed." 
But when I came back downstairs he was dressed, sitting by the fire, 
looking a very sick and miserable boy of nine years. When I put my hand 
on his forehead I knew he had a fever.  
"You go up to bed, " I said, "you're sick." 
"I'm all right," he said. 
When the doctor came he took the boy's temperature. 
"What is it?" I asked him. 
"One hundred and two. " 
Downstairs, the doctor left three different medicines in different coloured 
capsules with instructions for giving them. One was to bring down the 
fever, another a purgative, the third to overcome an acid condition. The 
germs of influenza can only exist in an acid condition, he explained. He 
seemed to know all about influenza and said there was nothing to worry 
about if the fever did not go above one hundred and four degrees. This was 
a light epidemic of flu and there was no danger if you avoided pneumonia. 
Back in the room I wrote the boy's temperature down and made a note of 
the time to give the various capsules. 
"Do you want me to read to you?" 
"All right. If you want to, " said the boy. His face was very white and there 
were dark areas under his eyes. He lay still in the bed and seemed very 
detached from what was going on. 
I read aloud from Howard Pyle's Book of Pirates; but I could see he was not 
following what I was reading. 
"How do you feel, Schatz?" I asked him. 
"Just the same, so far, " he said. 
I sat at the foot of the bed and read to myself while I waited for it to be time 
to give another capsule. It would have been natural for him to go to sleep, 
but when I looked up he was looking at the foot of the bed, looking very 
strangely. 
"Why don't you try to go to sleep? I'll wake you up for the medicine." 
"I'd rather stay awake. " 
After a while he said to me, "You don't have to stay in here with me. Papa, if 
it bothers you." 
"It doesn't bother me." 
"No, I mean you don't have to stay if it's going to bother you." 
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I thought perhaps he was a little light-headed and after giving him the 
prescribed capsule at eleven o'clock I went out for a while. 
It was a bright, cold day, the ground covered with a sleet that had frozen so 
that it seemed as if all the bare trees, the bushes, the cut brush and all the 
grass and the bare ground had been varnished with ice. I took the young 
Irish setter for a little walk up the road and along a frozen creek, but it was 
difficult to stand or walk on the glassy surface and the red dog slipped and 
slithered and I fell twice, hard, once dropping my gun and having it slide 
over the ice. 
We flushed a covey of quail under a high clay bank with overhanging brush 
and I killed two as they went out of sight over the top of the bank. Some of 
the covey lit in trees, but most of them scattered into brush piles and it was 
necessary to jump on the ice-coated mounds of brush several times before 
they would flush. Coming out while you were poised unsteadily on the icy, 
springy brush they made difficult shooting and I killed two, missed five, 
and started back pleased to have found a covey so close to the house and 
happy there were so many left to find on another day. 
At the house they said the boy had refused to let anyone into the room. 
"You can't come in, " he said. "You mustn't get what I have. " 
I went up to him and found him in exactly the position I had left him, 
white-faced, but with the tops of his cheeks flushed by the fever, staring 
still, as he had stared, at the foot of the bed. 
I took his temperature. 
"What is it?" 
"Something like a hundred, " I said. It was one hundred and two and four 
tenths. 
"It was a hundred and two, " he said. 
"Who said so?" 
 "The doctor." 
"Your temperature is all right, " I said. "It's nothing to worry about. " 
"I don't worry," he said, "but I can't keep from thinking." 
"Don't think, " I said. "Just take it easy. " 
"I'm taking it easy, " he said and looked straight ahead. He was evidently 
holding tight onto himself about something. 
"Take this with water. " 
"Do you think it will do any good?" 
"Of course it will." 
I sat down and opened the Pirate book and commenced to read, but I could 
see he was not following, so I stopped. 
"About what time do you think I'm going to die?" he asked. 
"What?" 
"About how long will it be before I die?" 
"You aren't going to die. What's the matter with you?" 
"Oh, yes, I am. I heard him say a hundred and two. " 
"People don't die with a fever of one hundred and two. That's a silly way to 
talk."  
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 "I know they do. At school in France the boys told me you can't live with 
forty-four degrees. I've got a hundred and two. " 
He had been waiting to die all day, ever since nine o'clock in the morning. 
"You poor Schatz, " I said. "Poor old Schatz. It's like miles and kilometers. 
You aren't going to die. That's a different thermometer. On that 
thermometer thirty-seven is normal. On this kind it's ninety-eight. "  
Absolutely," I said. "It’s like miles and kilometres we make when we do 
seventy in the car?" 
"Are you sure?" 
"Oh," he said. 
But his gate at the foot of the bed relaxed slowly. The hold over himself 
relaxed too, finally , and the next day it was very slack and he cried very 
easily at little things that were of no importance. 
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“Rikki-tikki-tavi” By Rudyard Kipling 

This is the story of the great war that 
Rikki-tikki-tavi fought single-handed, 
through the bath-rooms of the big 
bungalow in Segowlee cantonment. 
Darzee, the tailor-bird, helped him, and 
Chuchundra, the musk-rat, who never 
comes out into the middle of the floor, but 
always creeps round by the wall, gave him 
advice; but Rikki-tikki did the real 
fighting. 

He was a mongoose, rather like a little cat 
in his fur and his tail, but quite like a weasel in his head and his habits. His 
eyes and the end of his restless nose were pink; he could scratch himself 
anywhere he pleased, with any leg, front or back, that he chose to use; he 
could fluff up his tail till it looked like a bottle-brush, and his war-cry, as he 
scuttled through the long grass, was: “Rikk-tikk-tikki-tikki-tchk!'' 

One day, a high summer flood washed him out of the burrow where he lived 
with his father and mother, and carried him, kicking and clucking, down a 
roadside ditch. He found a little wisp of grass floating there, and clung to it 
till he lost his senses. When he revived, he was lying in the hot sun on the 
middle of a garden path, very draggled indeed, and a small boy was saying: 
“Here's a dead mongoose. Let's have a funeral.'' 

“No,'' said his mother; “let's take him in and dry him. Perhaps he isn't really 
dead.'' 

They took him into the house, and a big man picked him up between his 
finger and thumb, and said he was not dead but half choked; so they 
wrapped him in cotton-wool, and warmed him, and he opened his eyes and 
sneezed. 

 

“Now,'' said the big man (he was an Englishman who had just moved into 
the bungalow); “don't frighten him, and we'll see what he'll do.'' 

It is the hardest thing in the world to frighten a mongoose, because he is 
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eaten up from nose to tail with curiosity. The motto of all the mongoose 
family is “Run and find out''; and Rikki-tikki was a true mongoose. He 
looked at the cotton-wool, decided that it was not good to eat, ran all 
around the table, sat up and put his fur in order, scratched himself, and 
jumped on the small boy's shoulder. 

“Don't be frightened, Teddy,'' said his father. “That's his way of making 
friends.'' 

“Ouch! He's tickling under my chin,'' said Teddy. 

Rikki-tikki looked down between the boy's collar and neck, snuffed at his 
ear, and climbed down to the floor, where he sat rubbing his nose. 

“Good gracious,'' said Teddy's mother, “and that's a wild creature! I 
suppose he's so tame because we've been kind to him.'' 

“All mongooses are like that,'' said her husband. “If Teddy doesn't pick him 
up by the tail, or try to put him in a cage, he'll run in and out of the house 
all day long. Let's give him something to eat.'' 

They gave him a little piece of raw meat. Rikki-tikki liked it immensely, 
and when it was finished he went out into the verandah and sat in the 
sunshine and fluffed up his fur to make it dry to the roots. Then he felt 
better. 

“There are more things to find out about in this house,'' he said to himself, 
“than all my family could find out in all their lives. I shall certainly stay 
and find out.'' 

He spent all that day roaming over the house. He nearly drowned himself 
in the bath-tubs, put his nose into the ink on a writing table, and burnt it on 
the end of the big man's cigar, for he climbed up in the big man's lap to see 
how writing was done. At nightfall he ran into Teddy's nursery to watch 
how kerosene-lamps were lighted, and when Teddy went to bed Rikki-tikki 
climbed up too; but he was a restless companion, because he had to get up 
and attend to every noise all through the night, and find out what made it. 
Teddy's mother and father came in, the last thing, to look at their boy, and 
Rikki-tikki was awake on the pillow. “I don't like that,'' said Teddy's mother; 
“he may bite the child.'' “He'll do no such thing,'' said the father. “Teddy's 
safer with that little beast than if he had a bloodhound to watch him. If a 
snake came into the nursery now --- '' 

But Teddy's mother wouldn't think of anything so awful. 
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Early in the morning Rikki-tikki came to early breakfast in the verandah 
riding on Teddy's shoulder, and they gave him banana and some boiled egg; 
and he sat on all their laps one after the other, because every well-brought-
up mongoose always hopes to be a house-mongoose some day and have 
rooms to run about in, and Rikki-tikki's mother (she used to live in the 
General's house at Segowlee) had carefully told Rikki what to do if ever he 
came across white men. 

Then Rikki-tikki went out into the garden to see what was to be seen. It was 
a large garden, only half cultivated, with bushes as big as summer-houses 
of Marshal Niel roses, lime and orange trees, clumps of bamboos, and 
thickets of high grass. Rikki-tikki licked his lips. “This is a splendid 
hunting-ground,'' he said, and his tail grew bottle-brushy at the thought of 
it, and he scuttled up and down the garden, snuffing here and there till he 
heard very sorrowful voices in a thorn-bush. 

It was Darzee, the tailor-bird, and his wife. They had made a beautiful nest 
by pulling two big leaves together and stitching them up the edges with 
fibres, and had filled the hollow with cotton and downy fluff. The nest 
swayed to and fro, as they sat on the rim and cried. 

“What is the matter?'' asked Rikki-tikki. 

“We are very miserable,'' said Darzee. “One of our babies fell out of the nest 
yesterday, and Nag ate him.'' 

“H'm!'' said Rikki-tikki, “that is very sad --- but I am a stranger here. Who is 
Nag?'' 

Darzee and his wife only cowered down in the nest without answering, for 
from the thick grass at the foot of the bush there came a low hiss --- a 
horrid cold sound that made Rikki-tikki jump back two clear feet. Then 
inch by inch out of the grass rose up the head and spread hood of Nag, the 
big black cobra, and he was five feet long from tongue to tail. When he had 
lifted one-third of himself clear of the ground, he stayed balancing to and 
fro exactly as a dandelion-tuft balances in the wind, and he looked at Rikki-
tikki with the wicked snake's eyes that never change their expression, 
whatever the snake may be thinking of. 

“Who is Nag?'' said he. ''I am Nag. The great god Brahm put his mark upon 
all our people when the first cobra spread his hood to keep the sun off 
Brahm as he slept. Look, and be afraid!'' 

He spread out his hood more than ever, and Rikki-tikki saw the spectacle-
mark on the back of it that looks exactly like the eye part of a hook-and-eye 
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fastening. He was afraid for the minute; but it is impossible for a mongoose 
to stay frightened for any length of time, and though Rikki-tikki had never 
met a live cobra before, his mother had fed him on dead ones, and he knew 
that all a grown mongoose's business in life was to fight and eat snakes. 
Nag knew that too, and at the bottom of his cold heart he was afraid. 

“Well,'' said Rikki-tikki, and his tail began to fluff up again, “marks or no 
marks, do you think it is right for you to eat fledglings out of a nest?'' 

Nag was thinking to himself, and watching the least 
little movement in the grass behind Rikki-tikki. He 
knew that mongooses in the garden meant death 
sooner or later for him and his family, but he wanted to 
get Rikki-tikki off his guard. So he dropped his head a 
little, and put it on one side. 

“Let us talk,'' he said. “You eat eggs. Why should not I 
eat birds?'' 

“Behind you! Look behind you!'' sang Darzee. 

Rikki-tikki knew better than to waste time in staring. He jumped up in the 
air as high as he could go, and just under him whizzed by the head of 
Nagaina, Nag's wicked wife. She had crept up behind him as he was talking, 
to make an end of him; and he heard her savage hiss as the stroke missed. 
He came down almost across her back, and if he had been an old mongoose 
he would have know that then was the time to break her back with one 
bite; but he was afraid of the terrible lashing return-stroke of the cobra. He 
bit, indeed, but did not bite long enough, and he jumped clear of the 
whisking tail, leaving Nagaina torn and angry. 

“Wicked, wicked Darzee!'' said Nag, lashing up as high as he could reach 
toward the nest in the thornbush; but Darzee had built it out of reach of 
snakes, and it only swayed to and fro. 

Rikki-tikki felt his eyes growing red and hot (when a mongoose's eyes grow 
red, he is angry), and he sat back on his tail and hind legs like a little 
kangaroo, and looked all round him, and chattered with rage. But Nag and 
Nagaina had disappeared into the grass. When a snake misses its stroke, it 
never says anything or gives any sign of what it means to do next. Rikki-
tikki did not care to follow them, for he did not feel sure that he could 
manage two snakes at once. So he trotted off to the gravel path near the 
house, and sat down to think. It was a serious matter for him. 

If you read the old books of natural history, you will find they say that 
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when the mongoose fights the snake and happens to get bitten, he runs off 
and eats some herb that cures him. That is not true. The victory is only a 
matter of quickness of eye and quickness of foot, -- snake's blow against 
mongoose's jump, -- and as no eye can follow the motion of a snake's head 
when it strikes, that makes things much more wonderful than any magic 
herb. Rikki-tikki knew he was a young mongoose, and it made him all the 
more pleased to think that he had managed to escape a blow from behind. 
It gave him confidence in himself, and when Teddy came running down the 
path, Rikki-tikki was ready to be petted. 

But just as Teddy was stooping, something flinched a little in the dust, and 
a tiny voice said: “Be careful. I am death!'' It was Karait, the dusty brown 
snakeling that lies for choice on the dusty earth; and his bite is as 
dangerous as the cobra's. But he is so small that nobody thinks of him, and 
so he does the more harm to people. 

Rikki-tikki's eyes grew red again, and he danced up to Karait with the 
peculiar rocking, swaying motion that he had inherited from his family. It 
looks very funny, but it is so perfectly balanced a gait that you can fly off 
from it at any angle you please; and in dealing with snakes this is an 
advantage. If Rikki-tikki had only known, he was doing a much more 
dangerous thing that fighting Nag, for Karait is so small, and can turn so 
quickly, that unless Rikki bit him close to the back of the head, he would 
get the return-stroke in his eye or lip. But Rikki did not know: his eyes 
were all red, and he rocked back and forth, looking for a good place to hold. 
Karait struck out. Rikki jumped sideways and tried to run in, but the 
wicked little dusty gray head lashed within a fraction of his shoulder, and 
he had to jump over the body, and the head followed his heels close. 

Teddy shouted to the house: “Oh, look here! Our mongoose is killing a 
snake''; and Rikki-tikki heard a scream from Teddy's mother. His father 
ran out with a stick, but by the time he came up, Karait had lunged out 
once too far, and Rikki-tikki- had sprung, jumped on the snake's back, 
dropped his head far between his fore-legs, bitten as high up the back as he 
could get hold, and rolled away. That bite paralyzed Karait, and Rikki-tikki 
was just going to eat him up from the tail, after the custom of his family at 
dinner, when he remembered that a full meal makes a slow mongoose, and 
if wanted all his strength and quickness ready, he must keep himself thin. 

He went away for a dust-bath under the castor-oil bushes, while Teddy's 
father beat the dead Karait. “What is the use of that?'' thought Rikki-tikki. 
“I have settled it all''; and then Teddy's mother picked him up from the dust 
and hugged him, crying that he had saved Teddy from death, and Teddy's 
father said that he was a providence, and Teddy looked on with big scared 
eyes. Rikki-tikki was rather amused at all the fuss, which, of course, he did 
not understand. Teddy's mother might just as well have petted Teddy for 
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playing in the dust. Rikki was thoroughly enjoying himself. 

That night, at dinner, walking to and fro among the wine-glasses on the 
table, he could have stuffed himself three times over with nice things; but 
he remembered Nag and Nagaina, and though it was very pleasant to be 
patted and petted by Teddy's mother, and to sit on Teddy's shoulder, his 
eyes would get red from time to time, and he would go off into his long war-
cry of “Rikk-tikk-tikki-tikki-tchk!'' 

Teddy carried him off to bed, and insisted on Rikki-tikki sleeping under his 
chin. Rikki-tikki was too well bred to bite or scratch, but as soon as Teddy 
was asleep he went off for his nightly walk round the house, and in the 
dark he ran up against Chuchundra, the muskrat, creeping round by the 
wall. Chuchundra is a broken-hearted little beast. He whimpers and cheeps 
all the night, trying to make up his mind to run into the middle of the room, 
but he never gets there. 

“Don't kill me,'' said Chuichundra, almost weeping. “Rikki-tikki, don't kill 
me.'' 

“Do you think a snake-killer kills musk-rats?'' said Rikki-tikki scornfully. 

“Those who kill snakes get killed by snakes,'' said Chuchundra, more 
sorrowfully than ever. “And how am I to be sure that Nag won't mistake me 
for you some dark night?'' 

“There's not the least danger,'' said Rikki-tikki; “but Nag is in the garden, 
and I know you don't go there.'' 

“My cousin Chua, the rat, told me --'' said Chuchundra, and then he 
stopped. 

“Told you what?'' 

“H'sh! Nag is everywhere, Rikki-tikki. You should have talked to Chua in 
the garden.'' 

“I didn't -- so you must tell me. Quick Chuchundra, or I'll bite you!'' 

Chuchundra sat down and cried till the tears rolled off his whiskers. “I am 
a very poor man,'' he sobbed. “I never had spirit enough to run out into the 
middle of the room. H'sh! I musn't tell you anything. Can't you hear, Rikki-
tikki?'' 
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Rikki-tikki listened. The house was as still as still, but he thought he could 
just catch the faintest scratch-scratch in the world, -- a noise as faint as 
that of a wasp walking on a window-pane, -- the dry scratch of a snake's 
scales on brick-work. 

“That's Nag or Nagaina,'' he said to himself; “and he is crawling into the 
bath-room sluice. You're right Chuchundra; I should have talked to Chua.'' 

He stole off to Teddy's bath-room, but there was nothing there, and then to 
Teddy's mother's bathroom. At the bottom of the smooth plaster wall there 
was a brick pulled out to make a sluice for the bath-water, and as Rikki-
tikki stole in by the masonry curb where the bath is put, he heard Nag and 
Nagaina whispering together outside in the moonlight. 

“When the house is emptied of people,'' said Nagaina to her husband, “he 
will have to go away, and then the garden will be our own again. Go in 
quietly, and remember that the big man who killed Karait is the first one to 
bite. Then come out and tell me, and we will hunt for Rikki-tikki together.'' 

“But are you sure that there is anything to be gained by killing the people?'' 
said Nag. 

“Everything. When there were no people in the bungalow, did we have any 
mongoose in the garden? So long as the bungalow is empty, we are king 
and queen of the garden; and remember that as soon as our eggs in the 
melon-bed hatch (as they may to-morrow), our children will need room 
and quiet.'' 

“I had not thought of that,'' said Nag. “I will go, but there is no need that we 
should hunt for Rikki-tikki afterward. I will kill the big man and his wife, 
and the child if I can, and come away quietly. The the bungalow will be 
empty, and Rikki-tikki will go.'' 

Rikki-tikki tingled all over with rage and hatred at this, and then Nag's 
head came through the sluice, and his five feet of cold body followed it. 
Angry as he was, Rikki-tikki was very frightened as he saw the size of the 
big cobra. Nag coiled himself up, raised his head, and looked into the bath-
room in the dark, and Rikki could see his eyes glitter. 

“Now, if I kill him here, Nagaina will know; and if I fight him on the open 
floor, the odds are in his favour. What am I to do?'' said Rikki-tikki-tavi. 

Nag waved to and fro, and then Rikki-tikki heard him drinking from the 
biggest water-jar that was used to fill the bath. “That is good,'' said the 
snake. “Now, when Karait was killed, the big man had a stick. He may have 
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that stick still, but when he comes in to bathe in the morning he will not 
have a stick. I shall wait here till he comes. Nagaina -- do you hear me? -- I 
shall wait here in the cool till daytime.'' 

There was no answer from outside, so Rikki-tikki knew Nagaina had gone 
away. Nag coiled himself down, coil by coil, round the bulge at the bottom 
of the water-jar, and Rikki-tikki stayed still as death. After an hour he 
began to move, muscle by muscle, toward the jar. Nag was asleep, and 
Rikki-tikki looked at his big back, wondering which would be the best place 
for a good hold. “If I don't break his back at the first jump,'' said Rikki, “he 
can still fight; and if he fights -- O Rikki!'' He looked at the thickness of the 
neck below the hood, but that was too much for him; and a bite near the tail 
would only make Nag savage. 

“It must be the head,'' he said at last; “the head above the hood; and when I 
am once there, I must not let go.'' 

Then he jumped. The head was lying a little clear of the water-jar, under 
the curve of it; and, as his teeth met, Rikki braced his back against the 
bulge of the red earthenware to hold down the head. This gave him just one 
second's purchase, and he made the most of it. Then he was battered to and 
fro as a rat is shaken by a dog -- to and fro on the floor, up and down, and 
round in great circles; but his eyes were red, and he held on as the body 
cart-whipped over the floor, upsetting the tin dipper and the soap-dish and 
the flesh-brush, and banged against the tin side of the bath. As he held he 
closed his jaws tighter and tighter, for he made sure he would be banged to 
death, and, for the honor of his family, he preferred to be found with his 
teeth locked. He was dizzy, aching, and felt shaken to pieces when 
something went off like a thunderclap just behind him; a hot wind knocked 
him senseless, and red fire singed his fur. The big man had been wakened 
by the noise, and had fired both barrels of a shot-gun into Nag just behind 
the hood. 

Rikki-tikki held on with his eyes shut, for now he was quite sure he was 
dead; but the head did not move, and the big man picked him up and said: 
“It's the mongoose again, Alice; the little chap has saved our lives now.'' 
Then Teddy's mother came in with a very white face, and saw what was left 
of Nag, and Rikki-tikki dragged himself to Teddy's bedroom and spent half 
the rest of the night shaking himself tenderly to find out whether he was 
really broken into forty pieces, as he fancied. 

When morning came he was very stiff, but well pleased with his doings. 
“Now I have Nagaina to settle with, and she will be worse than five Nags, 
and there's no knowing when the eggs she spoke of will hatch. Goodness! I 
must go and see Darzee,'' he said. 
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Without waiting for breakfast, Rikki-tikki ran to the thorn-bush where 
Darzee was singing a song of triumph at the top of his voice. The news of 
Nag's death was all over the garden, for the sweeper had thrown the body 
on the rubbish-heap. 

“Oh, you stupid tuft of feathers!'' said Rikki-tikki angrily. “Is this the time 
to sing?'' 

“Nag is dead -- is dead -- is dead!'' sang Darzee. “The valiant Rikki-tikki 
caught him by the head and held fast. The big man brought the bang-stick, 
and Nag fell in two pieces! He will never eat my babies again.'' 

“All that's true enough; but where's Nagaina?'' said Rikki-tikki, looking 
carefully round him. 

“Nagaina came to the bath-room sluice and called for Nag,'' Darzee went on; 
“and Nag came out on the end of a stick -- the sweeper picked him up on the 
end of a stick and threw him upon the rubbish-heap. Let us sing about the 
great, the red-eyed Rikki-tikki!'' and Darzee filled his throat and sang. 

“If I could get up to your nest, I'd roll all your babies out!'' said Rikki-tikki. 
“You don't know when to do the right thing at the right time. You're safe 
enough in your nest there, but it's war for me down here. Stop singing a 
minute, Darzee.'' 

“For the great, the beautiful Rikki-tikki's sake I will stop,'' said Darzee. 
“What is it, O Killer of the terrible Nag?'' 

“Where is Nagaina, for the third time?'' 

“On the rubbish-heap by the stables, mourning for Nag. Great is Rikki-tikki 
with the white teeth.'' 

“Bother my white teeth! Have you ever heard where she deeps her eggs?'' 

“In the melon-bed, on the end nearest the wall, where the sun strikes 
nearly all day. She hid them there weeks ago.'' 

“And you never thought it worth while to tell me? The end nearest the 
wall, you said?'' 

“Rikki-tikki, you are not going to eat her eggs?'' 

“Not eat exactly; no. Darzee, if you have a grain of sense you will fly off to 
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the stables and pretend that your wing is broken, and let Nagaina chase 
you away to this bush. I must get to the melon-bed, and if I went there now 
she'd see me.'' 

Darzee was a feather-brained little fellow who could never hold more than 
one idea at a time in his head; and just because he knew that Nagaina's 
children were born in eggs like his own, he didn't think at first that it was 
fair to kill them. But his wife was a sensible bird, and she knew that cobra's 
eggs meant young cobras later on; so she flew off from the nest, and left 
Darzee to keep the babies warm, and continue his song about the death of 
Nag. Darzee was very like a man in some ways. 

She fluttered in front of Nagaina by the rubbish heap, and cried out, “Oh, 
my wing is broken! The boy in the house threw a stone at me and broke it.'' 
Then she fluttered more desperately than ever. 

Nagaina lifted up her head and hissed, “You warned Rikki-tikki when I 
would have killed him. Indeed and truly, you've chosen a bad place to be 
lame in.'' And she moved toward Darzee's wife, slipping along over the dust. 

“The boy broke it with a stone! shrieked Darzee's wife. 

“Well! It may be some consolation to you when you're dead to know that I 
shall settle accounts with the boy. My husband lies on the rubbish-heap 
this morning, but before the night the boy in the house will lie very still. 
What is the use of running away? I am sure to catch you. Little fool, look at 
me!'' 

Darzee's wife knew better than to do that, for a bird who looks at a snake's 
eyes gets so frightened that she cannot move. Darzee's wife fluttered on, 
piping sorrowfully, and never leaving the ground, and Nagaina quickened 
her pace. 

Rikki-tikki heard them going up the path from the stables, and he raced for 
the end of the melon-patch near the wall. There, in the warm litter about 
the melons, very cunningly hidden, he found twenty-five eggs, about the 
size of a bantam's eggs, but with whitish skin instead of shell. 

“I was not a day too soon,'' he said; for he could see the baby cobras curled 
up inside the skin, and he knew that the minute they were hatched they 
could each kill a man or a mongoose. He bit off the tops of the eggs as fast 
as he could, taking care to crush the young cobras, and turned over the 
litter from time to time to see whether he had missed any. At last there 
were only three eggs left, and Rikki-tikki began to chuckle to himself, when 
he heard Darzee's wife screaming: 
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“Rikki-tikki, I led Nagaina toward the house, and she has gone into the 
verandah, and -- oh, come quickly -- she means killing!'' 

Rikki-tikki smashed two eggs, and tumbled backward down the melon-bed 
with the third egg in his mouth, and scuttled to the verandah as hard as he 
could put foot to the ground. Teddy and his mother and father were there 
at early breakfast; but Rikki-tikki saw that they were not eating anything. 
They sat stone-still, and their faces were white. Nagaina was coiled up on 
the matting by Teddy's chair, within easy striking-distance of Teddy's bare 
leg, and she was swaying to and fro singing a song of triumph. 

“Son of the big man that killed Nag,'' she hissed, “stay still. I am not ready 
yet. Wait a little. Keep very still, all you three. If you move I strike, and if 
you do not move I strike. Oh, foolish people, who killed my Nag!'' 

Teddy's eyes were fixed on his father, and all his father could do was to 
whisper, “Sit still, Teddy. You mustn't move. Teddy, keep still.'' 

Then Rikki-tikki came up and cried: “Turn round Nagaina; turn and fight!'' 

“All in good time,'' said she, without moving her eyes. “I will settle my 
account with you presently. Look at your friends, Rikki-tikki. They are still 
and white; they are afraid. They dare not move, and if you come a step 
nearer I strike.'' 

“Look at your eggs,'' said Rikki-tikki, “in the melon-bed near the wall. Go 
and look, Nagaina.'' 

The big snake turned half round, and saw the egg on the verandah. “Ah-h! 
Give it to me,'' she said. 

Rikki-tikki put his paws one on each side of the egg, and his eyes were 
blood-red. “What price for a snake's egg? For a young cobra? For a young 
king-cobra? For the last -- the very last of the brood? The ants are eating 
all the others down by the melon-bed.'' 

Nagaina spun clear round, forgetting everything for the sake of the one 
egg; and Rikki-tikki saw Teddy's father shoot out a big hand, catch Teddy 
by the shoulder, and drag him across the little table with the teacups, safe 
and out of reach of Nagaina. 

“Tricked! Tricked! Tricked! Rikk-tchk-tchk!'' chuckled Rikki-tikki. “The 
boy is safe, and it was I -- I -- I that caught Nag by the hood last night in the 
bathroom.'' Then he began to jump up and down, all four feet together, his 
head close to the floor. “He threw me to and fro, but he could not shake me 
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off. He was dead before the big man belw him in two. I did it. Rikki-tikki-
tchk-tchk! Come then, Nagaina, Come and fight with me. You shall not be a 
widow long.'' 

Nagaina saw that she had lost her chance of killing Teddy, and the egg lay 
between Rikki-tikki's paws. “Give me the egg, Rikki-tikki. Give me the last 
of my eggs, and I will go away and never come back,'' she said, lowering her 
hood. 

“Yes, you will go away, and you will never come back; for you will go to the 
rubbish-heap with Nag. Fight, widow! The big man has gone for his gun! 
Fight!'' 

Rikki-tikki was bounding all round Nagaina, keeping just out of reach of 
her stroke, his little eyes like hot coals. Nagaina gathered herself together, 
and flung out at him. Rikki-tikki jumped up and backward. Again and again 
and again she struck, and each time her head came with a whack on the 
matting of the verandah, and she gathered herself together like a watch-
spring. Then Rikki-tikki danced in a a circle to get behind her, and Nagaina 
spun round to keep her head to his head, so that the rustle of her tail on 
the matting sounded like dry leaves blown along by the wind. 

He had forgotten the egg. It still lay on the verandah, and Nagaina came 
nearer and nearer to it, till at last, while Rikki-tikki was drawing breath, 
she caught it in her mouth, turned to the verandah steps, and flew like an 
arrow down the path, with Rikki-tikki behind her. When the cobra runs for 
her life, she goes like a whip-lash flicked across as horse's neck. 

Rikki-tikki knew that he must catch her, or all the trouble would begin 
again. She headed straight for the long grass by the thorn-bush, and as he 
was running Rikki-tikki heard Darzee still singing his foolish little song of 
triumph. But Darzee's wife was wiser. She flew off her nest as Nagaina 
came along, and flapped her wings about Nagaina's head. If Darzee had 
helped they might have turned her; but Nagaina only lowered her hood and 
went on. Still, the instant's delay brough Rikki-tikki up to her, and as she 
plunged into the rat-hole where she and Nag used to live, his little white 
teeth were clenched on her tail, and he went down with her -- and very few 
mongooses, however wise and old they may be, care to follow a cobra into 
its hole. It was dark in the hole; and Rikki-tikki never knew when it might 
open out and give Nagaina room to turn and strike at him. He held on 
savagely, and struck out his feet to act as brakes on the dark slope of the 
hot, moist earth. 

Then the grass by the mouth of the hole stopped waving, and Darzee said: 
“It is all over with Rikki-tikki! We must sing his death song. Valiant Rikki-
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tikki is dead! For Nagaina will surely kill him underground.'' 

So he sang a very mournful song that he made up on the spur of the 
minute, and just as he got to the most touching part the grass quivered 
again, and Rikki-tikki, covered with dirt, dragged himself out of the hole leg 
by leg, licking his whiskers. Darzee stopped with a little shout. Rikki-tikki 
shook some of the dust out of his fur and sneezed. “It is all over,'' he said. 
“The widow will never come out again.'' And the red ants that live between 
the grass stems heard him, and began to troop down one after another to 
see if he had spoken the truth. 

Rikki-tikki curled himself up in the grass and slept where he was -- slept 
and slept till it was late in the afternoon, for he had done a hard day's work. 

“Now,'' he said, when he awoke, “I will go back to the house. Tell the 
Coppersmith, Darzee, and he will tell the garden that Nagaina is dead.'' 

The Coppersmith is a bird who makes a noise exactly like the beating of a 
little hammer on a copper pot; and the reason he is always making it is 
because he is the town-crier to every Indian garden, and tells all the news 
to everybody who cares to listen. As Rikki-tikki went up the path, he heard 
his “attention'' notes like a tiny dinner-gong; and then the steady “Ding-
dong-tock! Nag is dead -- dong! Nagaina is dead! Ding-dong-tock!'' That set 
all the birds in the garden singing, and frogs croaking; for Nag and Nagaina 
used to eat frogs as well as little birds. 

When Rikki got to the house, Teddy and Teddy's mother (she still looked 
very white, for she had been fainting) and Teddy's father came out and 
almost cried over him; and that night he ate all that was givn him till he 
could eat no more, and went to bed on Teddy's shoulder, where Teddy's 
mother saw him when she came to look late at night. 

“He saved our lives and Teddy's life,'' she said to her husband. “Just think, 
he saved all our lives!'' 

Rikki-tikki woke up with a jump, for all the mongooses are light sleepers. 

“Oh, it's you,'' said he. “What are you bothering for? All the cobras are dead; 
and if they weren't, I'm here.'' 

Rikki-tikki had a right to be proud of himself; but he did not grow too 
proud, and he kept that garden as a mongoose should keep it, with tooth 
and jump and spring and bit, till never a cobra dared show its head inside 
the walls. 
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“All	
  Summer	
  in	
  a	
  Day”	
  	
  By	
  Ray	
  Bradbury 
 

"Ready ?" 

���"Ready." 

���"Now ?" 

���"Soon." 

���"Do the scientists really know? Will it happen today, will it ?" 

���"Look, look; see for yourself !" ���   

The children pressed to each other like so many roses, so many weeds, intermixed, 
peering out for a look at the hidden sun. 

It rained. 

It had been raining for seven years; 
thousands upon thousands of days 
compounded and filled from one end to 
the other with rain, with the drum and 
gush of water, with the sweet crystal fall 
of showers and the concussion of storms 
so heavy they were tidal waves come 
over the islands. A thousand forests had 
been crushed under the rain and grown up 
a thousand times to be crushed again. 

And this was the way life was forever on the planet Venus, and this was the 
schoolroom of the children of the rocket men and women who had come to a 
raining world to set up civilization and live out their lives. 

"It’s stopping, it’s stopping !" 

 

���"Yes, yes !" ���Margot stood apart from 
them, from these children who could ever 
remember a time when there wasn’t rain 
and rain and rain. They were all nine 
years old, and if there had been a day, 
seven years ago, when the sun came out 
for an hour and showed its face to the 
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stunned world, they could not recall. Sometimes, at night, she heard them stir, in 
remembrance, and she knew they were dreaming and remembering gold or a 
yellow crayon or a coin large enough to buy the world with. She knew they 
thought they remembered a warmness, like a blushing in the face, in the body, in 
the arms and legs and trembling hands. But then they always awoke to the tatting 
drum, the endless shaking down of clear bead necklaces upon the roof, the walk, 
the gardens, the forests, and their dreams were gone. 

All day yesterday they had read in class about the sun. About how like a lemon it 
was, and how hot. And they had written small stories or essays or poems about it: I 
think the sun is a flower, That blooms for just one hour. That was Margot’s 
poem, read in a quiet voice in the still classroom while the rain was falling outside. 

"Aw, you didn’t write that!" protested one of the boys. 

"I did," said Margot. "I did." 

���"William!" said the teacher.  ���But that was yesterday. Now the rain was slackening, 
and the children were crushed in the great thick windows. 

“Where’s teacher?" ��� 

"She’ll be back." ��� 

"She’d better hurry, we’ll miss it!" They turned 
on themselves, like a feverish wheel, all 
tumbling spokes. Margot stood alone. She was a 
very frail girl who looked as if she had been lost 
in the rain for years and the rain had washed out 
the blue from her eyes and the red from her 
mouth and the yellow from her hair. She was an 
old photograph dusted from an album, whitened 

away, and if she spoke at all her voice would be a ghost. Now she stood, separate, 
staring at the rain and the loud wet world beyond the huge glass. 

"What’re you looking at ?" said William. Margot said nothing. ���"Speak when 
you’re spoken to." ���  He gave her a shove. But she did not move; rather she let 
herself be moved only by him and nothing else. They edged away from her, they 
would not look at her. She felt them go away. And this was because she would 
play no games with them in the echoing tunnels of the underground city. If they 
tagged her and ran, she stood blinking after them and did not follow. When the 
class sang songs about happiness and life and games her lips barely moved. Only 
when they sang about the sun and the summer did her lips move as she watched 
the drenched windows. And then, of course, the biggest crime of all was that she 
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had come here only five years ago from Earth, and she remembered the sun and 
the way the sun was and the sky was when she was four in Ohio. And they, they 
had been on Venus all their lives, and they had been only two years old when last 
the sun came out and had long since forgotten the color and heat of it and the way 
it really was. 

But Margot remembered. 

"It’s like a penny," she said once, eyes closed. 

"No it’s not!" the children cried. ��� 

"It’s like a fire," she said, "in the stove." 

"You’re lying, you don’t remember!" cried the children. 

But she remembered and stood quietly apart from all of them and watched the 
patterning windows. And once, a month ago, she had refused to shower in the 
school shower rooms, had clutched her hands to her ears and over her head, 
screaming the water mustn’t touch her head. So after that, dimly, dimly, she 
sensed it, she was different and they knew her difference and kept away. There 
was talk that her father and mother were taking her back to Earth next year; it 
seemed vital to her that they do so, though it would mean the loss of thousands of 
dollars to her family. And so, the children hated her for all these reasons of big and 
little consequence. They hated her pale snow face, her waiting silence, her 
thinness, and her possible future. 

"Get away!" The boy gave her another push. "What’re you waiting for?" 

Then, for the first time, she turned and looked at him. And what she was waiting 
for was in her eyes. 

"Well, don’t wait around here !" cried the boy savagely. "You won’t see nothing!" 

Her lips moved. 

"Nothing!" he cried. "It was all a joke, wasn’t it?" He turned to the other children. 
"Nothing’s happening today. Is it?" 

They all blinked at him and then, understanding, laughed and shook their heads. 

"Nothing, nothing!" 

"Oh, but," Margot whispered, her eyes helpless. "But this is the day, the scientists 
predict, they say, they know, the sun..." 
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 "All a joke!" said the boy, and seized her roughly. "Hey, everyone, let’s put her in 
a closet before the teacher comes!" 

"No," said Margot, falling back. 

They surged about her, caught her up and bore her, protesting, and then pleading, 
and then crying, back into a tunnel, a room, a closet, where they slammed and 
locked the door. They stood looking at the door and saw it tremble from her 
beating and throwing herself against it. They heard her muffled cries. Then, 
smiling, the turned and went out and back down the tunnel, just as the teacher 
arrived. 

"Ready, children?" She glanced at her watch. 

"Yes!" said everyone. ��� 

“Are we all here?" 

���"Yes!" ���The rain slacked still more. They crowded to the huge door. The rain 
stopped. 

It was as if, in the midst of a film concerning an avalanche, a tornado, a hurricane, 
a volcanic eruption, something had, first, gone wrong with the sound apparatus, 
thus muffling and finally cutting off all noise, all of the blasts and repercussions 
and thunders, and then, second, ripped the film from the projector and inserted in 
its place a beautiful tropical slide which did not move or tremor. The world ground 
to a standstill. The silence was so immense and unbelievable that you felt your 
ears had been stuffed or you had lost your hearing altogether. The children put 
their hands to their ears. They stood apart. The door slid back and the smell of the 
silent, waiting world came in to them. 

The sun came out. 

It was the color of flaming 
bronze and it was very large. 
And the sky around it was a 
blazing blue tile color. And the 
jungle burned with sunlight as 
the children, released from their 
spell, rushed out, yelling into the 
springtime. 

"Now, don’t go too far," called 
the teacher after them. "You’ve 
only two hours, you know. You 
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wouldn’t want to get caught out!" 

But they were running and turning their faces up to the sky and feeling the sun on 
their cheeks like a warm iron; they were taking off their jackets and letting the sun 
burn their arms. 

"Oh, it’s better than the sun lamps, isn’t it?" 

"Much, much better!" 

They stopped running and stood in the great jungle that covered Venus, that grew 
and never stopped growing, tumultuously, even as you watched it. It was a nest of 
octopi, clustering up great arms of fleshlike weed, wavering, flowering in this 
brief spring. It was the color of rubber and ash, this jungle, from the many years 
without sun. It was the color of stones and white cheeses and ink, and it was the 
color of the moon. 

The children lay out, laughing, on the jungle mattress, and heard it sigh and 
squeak under them resilient and alive. They ran among the trees, they slipped and 
fell, they pushed each other, they played hide- and-seek and tag, but most of all 
they squinted at the sun until the tears ran down their faces; they put their hands up 
to that yellowness and that amazing blueness and they breathed of the fresh, fresh 
air and listened and listened to the silence which suspended them in a blessed sea 
of no sound and no motion. They looked at everything and savored everything. 
Then, wildly, like animals escaped from their caves, they ran and ran in shouting 
circles. They ran for an hour and did not stop running. 

And then - 

In the midst of their running one of the girls wailed. 

Everyone stopped. 

The girl, standing in the open, held out her hand. 

"Oh, look, look," she said, trembling. 

They came slowly to look at her opened palm. 

In the center of it, cupped and huge, was a single raindrop. She began to cry, 
looking at it. They glanced quietly at the sun. 

"Oh. Oh." 

A few cold drops fell on their noses and their cheeks and their mouths. The sun 
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faded behind a stir of mist. A wind blew cold around them. They turned and 
started to walk back toward the underground house, their hands at their sides, their 
smiles vanishing away. 

A boom of thunder startled them and like leaves before a new hurricane, they 
tumbled upon each other and ran. Lightning struck ten miles away, five miles 
away, a mile, a half mile. The sky darkened into midnight in a flash. ���They stood in 
the doorway of the underground for a moment until it was raining hard. Then they 
closed the door and heard the gigantic sound of the rain falling in tons and 
avalanches, everywhere and forever. 

"Will it be seven more years?" 

 "Yes. Seven." ��� Then one of them gave a little cry. "Margot!" 

"What?" 

"She’s still in the closet where we locked her." 

"Margot." 

They stood as if someone had driven them, like so many stakes, into the floor. 
They looked at each other and then looked away. They glanced out at the world 
that was raining now and raining and raining steadily. They could not meet each 
other’s glances. Their faces were solemn and pale. They looked at their hands and 
feet, their faces down. 

"Margot." ���One of the girls said, "Well... ?" ���No one moved. ���"Go on," whispered the 
girl. ���They walked slowly down the hall in the  sound of cold rain. They turned 
through the doorway to the room in the sound of the storm and thunder, lightning 
on their faces, blue and terrible. They walked over to the closet door slowly and 
stood by it. 

Behind the closet door was only silence. 

They unlocked the door, even more slowly, and let Margot out. 

	
  


