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Pre-AP/ Honors 11 Summer Assignment 2009  Polzinetti 
 
 Welcome to Pre-AP English, aka Honors English, the last stop before AP English!  I have 
heard great things about you from Mr. Hamen and I am looking forward to our time together 
next year. 
 
 In order to keep you intellectually sharp and to give us common ground for the fall, I ask 
you to complete a summer assignment.  You will read and write about 1 short story and 2 novels 
; you will also be reading two chapters from Thomas C. Foster’s How to Read Literature Like a 
Professor.  Finally, there will be an online component in which you will discuss the literature 
with your classmates and me.  If you need further assistance, I encourage you to contact me 
privately at apolzinetti@wayne-local.com or via Moodle (see next page).  If you leave me a 
message on my school voicemail, it will be awhile before I get back to you, as I don’t plan to be 
in my classroom over the summer.   
 
 When we meet this fall, we will spend some time discussing the literature and the ideas 
set forth by Thomas C. Foster.  To give me time to read your work before we meet, however, I 
ask you to please mail me your written responses by the dates below.  Try to enjoy yourselves – 
take your materials with you to the beach, your tree house or anywhere where you’ll have at least 
10 minutes to read a few pages while you wait. 
 
Points: 55 points each = 110 points! 
 
Criteria:  

Reflections (Moodle) (10 points) 
MLA format (headings, page numbers & Works Cited) (5 points) 

  Organization (5 points) 
  Content (20 points) 
  Specific references and quotations with internal documentation (15 points) 
 
Mail to Mrs. Angee Polzinetti 
  c/o 
  Waynesville High School 
  735 Dayton Road 
  Waynesville, OH 45068 
 
 *You may drop your papers off at the district’s Central Office if you prefer. 
 

Due Dates: 
 
 Paper over the short story   Mail by July 8, 2008  
   
 Paper over the novels   Mail by August 13, 2008 

 

mailto:apolzinetti@wayne-local.com
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Part I:  Short Story   
 
1.  Read Ch. 12 in Thomas C. Foster’s How to Read Literature Like a Professor, “Is That a 
Symbol?”  (You might also find Ch. 24, “…And Rarely Just Illness,” helpful, too.) 
 
2.  Pick and read one of these short stories.  They are all in this packet. 
 
Bowen, Elizabeth.  “The Demon Lover”   A wartime story about an un-kept promise 
Mansfield, Katherine.  “The Doll’s House”  Privileged girls and their poorer neighbors 
Rich, Cynthia Marshall.  “My Sister’s Marriage”  A girl explains her and her father’s reaction to 
       her sister’s marriage  
Woolf, Virginia.  “The New Dress”    A woman examines her relationship with other 
       party guests 
 
3.  After you’ve read the story, respond to the appropriate prompt on Moodle.   
 
(If you do not have access to Moodle, spend about 10 minutes recording your initial reactions and 
questions:  Did you like it?  Why/ why not?  What don’t you understand/ what questions do you have?  If 
you have no questions, what would make some good discussion starters?  What do you think is the 
author’s main message?  Send this in with your paper.) 
 
www.wayne-local.net/moodle  (The school has issued you a general purpose username and 
password; you must use your assigned login, as only members of this class have access to this course.) 
 
4.  Reflect on what other people have written on Moodle;  maybe re-read the story.  Post a 2nd 
response on Moodle, this time to what someone else has written.  (If you do not have access to 
Moodle, re-read your story and write for another 10 minutes – how has re-reading helped you understand 
the story better?  What did you notice this time that you missed the first time through? Send with paper.) 
 
5.  Write a paper analyzing 2-4 symbols in the short story.   Explain in your paper what the 
symbols add to the overall piece (do they help with characterization?  Do they reinforce the 
theme?  Do they foreshadow major plot points?); this should be the focus of your paper. 
  
 A.  Review Foster, Chapter 12, as necessary. 

 
 B.  Write about 2-4 major symbols in the short story.  Remember that a symbol can 
 represent more than one idea.   
  

C.  Back up what you say using quotations from the story.  Quotations do not have to be
 dialogue – you may quote the narrator and/ or characters.   
  

D.  Cite your quotations using MLA format.  Every time you use a direct quotation or  
refer to a specific example, write the author’s last name and page number inside 

 parentheses before ending the sentence with a period.  This means the final period will 
 not show up inside the quotation marks.  Example: 
 
 Rosa is clearly greedy when she “shoved her hand in the cookie jar a fourth time” (Martin 3).   
  

http://www.wayne-local.net/moodle
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 E.  Your paper should be 3-5 pages, double-spaced, using a 12-pt. standard font.  That  
 means your paper should be at least 3 full pages long (about 900-1000 words). 
 
 F.  Proofread. 
  
 G.  Follow MLA guidelines:  headings, page numbers & a Works Cited page. 
 
 H.  Mail by July 8, 2009. 
  
 

          
Part II:  Novels 
 
1.  Read Chapter 1 of Thomas C. Foster’s How to Read Literature Like a Professor, entitled 
“Every Trip is a Quest (Except When It’s Not).”  As you read your two selected novels, keep 
Foster’s definition of a quest in mind.  (You might also find it helpful to read Ch. 19, 
“Geography Matters…,” and Ch. 20, “…So Does Season.”) 
 
2.  Select two of these five novels. 
 
Coelho, Paolo.  The Alchemist.  A philosophical, spiritual and physical journey of discovery; 
the message is more important than the events.  This was a big favorite last year. Make sure you 
get the Coelho book, not another with the same title! 
 
Connolly, John.  The Book of Lost Things.  A boy travels through the dark world of fairy tales; 
this is for a more mature and open-minded reader. 
 
Haddon, Mark.  The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-time.  Another big favorite – a 
boy with autism tries to solve the murder of his neighbor’s dog and learns a great deal about his 
own family in the process.  Warning:  occasionally there is strong profanity. 
 
Ryan, Pamela Muñoz.  Becoming Naomi Léon.  An underprivileged girl from a broken home  
travels to Mexico with her brother and grandmother. 
 
Tolkien, J. R. R.  The Hobbit.  This fantasy is a prequel to The Lord of the Rings trilogy. 
 
 
 
2.  Before you start reading, put a bookmark in the middle of the book – look for a natural break, 
such as the end of Part I or at the end of a middle chapter.  (You only need to do this for 1 book.) 
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3.  When you get to that bookmark, stop, set a timer for 10 minutes and write a response on 
Moodle.  (If you do not have access to Moodle, handwrite or type your response to send in with your 
paper.)    
 Do you like it so far?  Why/why not?   
 What questions do you have?  (Maybe you should go back and reread to clarify main points.) 
 What do you think is going to happen?  Why?  
 Look at what other students have posted.  How do your opinions differ?  coincide?  
 Do you notice any symbols?  What? 
 
4.  Finish reading the books.  Set a time for 10 minutes and write a response on Moodle (or on 
paper to hand in, if you don’t have access to Moodle). 

Did your predictions come true? 
 Could you answer any of the questions you had? 
 Do you like it more now?  less?  why? 
 Would you recommend this to others?  Explain. 
 
 
5.  Then focus on writing your paper. 
 

A.  Pick one or more quest elements you read about in Foster’s book. 
 
B.  Compare and contrast these books as quest stories.  Is one a more “traditional” quest 
story?  Is one hero more heroic than the other?  Is either quest ironic?  Does one quest 

 have a stronger theme than the other?  Pick an angle and use it to formulate a strong 
 thesis (aka argument). 
  

C.  Back up what you say using quotations from the stories.  Quotations do not have to be  
dialogue – you may quote the narrator and/ or characters.   

  
D.  Cite your quotations using MLA format.  Every time you use a direct quotation or  
refer to a specific example, write the author’s last name and page number inside 

 parentheses before ending the sentence with a period.  This means the final period will 
 not show up inside the quotation marks.  Example: 
 
 Rosa is clearly greedy when she “shoved her hand in the cookie jar a fourth time” (Martin 3).   
 
 E.  Your paper should be 3-5 pages, double-spaced, using a 12-pt. standard font.  That  
 means your paper should be at least 3 full pages long (about 900-1000 words). 
 
 F.  Proofread. 
 
 G.  Follow MLA guidelines:  headings, page numbers & a Works Cited page. 
 
 H.  Mail by August 13, 2009. 
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“The Demon Lover” 

Elizabeth Bowen 
 

 Toward the end of her day in London Mrs. Drover went round to her shutup 
house to look for several things she wanted to take away. Some belonged to herself, 
some to her family, who were by now used to their country life. It was late August; it had 
been a steamy, showery day: At the moment the trees down the pavement glittered in 
an escape of humid yellow afternoon sun. Against the next batch of clouds, already 
piling up ink-dark, broken chimneys and parapets 1 stood out. In her once familiar street, 
as in any unused channel, an unfamiliar queerness had silted up; a cat wove itself in 
and out of railings, but no human eye watched Mrs. Dover’s return. Shifting some 
parcels under her arm, she slowly forced round her latchkey in an unwilling lock, then 
gave the door, which had warped, a push with her knee. Dead air came out to meet her 
as she went in. 
 The staircase window having been boarded up, no light came down into the hall. 
But one door, she could just see, stood ajar, so she went quickly through into the room 
and unshuttered the big window in there. Now the prosaic woman, looking about her, 
was more perplexed than she knew by everything that she saw, by traces of her long 
former habit of life—the yellow smoke stain up the white marble mantelpiece, the ring 
left by a vase on the top of the escritoire; 2 the bruise in the wallpaper where, on the 
door being thrown open widely, the china handle had always hit the wall. The piano, 
having gone away to be stored, had left what looked like claw marks on its part of the 
parquet. 3 Though not much dust had seeped in, each object wore a film of another kind; 
and, the only ventilation being the chimney, the whole drawing room smelled of the cold 
hearth.  Mrs. Drover put down her parcels on the escritoire and left the room to proceed 
upstairs; the things she wanted were in a bedroom chest. 
 She had been anxious to see how the house was—the part-time caretaker she 
shared with some neighbors was away this week on his holiday, known to be not yet 
back. At the best of times he did not look in often, and she was never sure that she 
trusted him. There were some cracks in the structure, left by the last bombing, on which 
she was anxious to keep an eye. Not that one could do anything— 
 A shaft of refracted daylight now lay across the hall. She stopped dead and 
stared at the hall table—on this lay a letter addressed to her. 
 She thought first—then the caretaker must be back. All the same, who, seeing 
the house shutttered, would have dropped a letter in at the box? It was not a circular, it 
was not a bill. And the post office redirected, to the address in the country, everything 
for her that came through the post. The caretaker (even if he were back) did not know 
she was due in London today—her call here had been planned to be a surprise—so his 
negligence in the manner of this letter, leaving it to wait in the dust, annoyed her. 
Annoyed, she picked up the letter, which bore no stamp. But it cannot be important, or 
they would know . . . She took the letter rapidly upstairs with her, without a stop to look 
at the writing till she let in light. The room looked over the garden and sharpened and 
lowered, the trees and rank lawns seemed already to smoke with dark. Her reluctance 
to look again at the letter came from the fact that she felt intruded upon—and by 
someone  
 
1 parapets: low walls around rooftops. 
2 escritoire: writing table. 
3 parquet: wood floor made of boards arranged in geometric patterns. 
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contemptuous of her ways. However, in the tenseness preceding the fall of rain she 
read it: It was a few lines. 
 Dear Kathleen: You will not have forgotten that today is our anniversary, and the 
 day we said. The years have gone by at once slowly and fast. In view of the fact 
 that nothing has changed, I shall rely upon you to keep your promise. I was sorry 
 to see you leave London, but was satisfied that you would be back in time. You 
 may expect me, therefore, at the hour arranged. Until then . . . K. 
 
Mrs. Drover looked for the date: It was today’s. She dropped the letter onto the 
bedsprings, then picked it up to see the writing again—her lips, beneath the remains of 
lipstick, beginning to go white. She felt so much the change in her own face that she 
sent to the mirror, polished a clear patch in it, and looked at once urgently and stealthily 
in. She was confronted by a woman of forty-four, with eyes starting out under a hat brim 
that had been rather carelessly pulled down. She had not put on any more powder since 
she left the shop where she ate her solitary tea. 4 The pearls her husband had given her 
on their marriage hung loose round her now rather thinner throat, slipping in the V of the 
pink wool jumper her sister knitted last autumn as they sat round the fire. Mrs. Drover’s 
most normal expression was one of controlled worry but of assent. Since the birth of the 
third of her little boys, attended by a quite serious illness, she had had an intermittent 
muscular flicker to the left of her mouth, but in spite of this she could always sustain a 
manner that was at once energetic and calm. 
 Turning from her own face as precipitously as she had gone to meet it, she went 
to the chest where the things were, unlocked it, threw up the lid, and knelt to search. But 
as rain began to come crashing down she could not keep from looking over her 
shoulder at the stripped bed on which the letter lay. Behind the blanket of rain the clock 
of the church that still stood struck six—with rapidly heightening apprehension she 
counted each of the slow strokes. “The hour arranged . . . My God,” she said, “what 
hour? How should I . . . ? After twenty-five years . . . “ 
 The young girl talking to the soldier in the garden had not ever completely seen 
his face. It was dark; they were saying goodbye under a tree. Now and then—for it felt, 
from not  seeing him at this intense moment, as though she had never seen him at all—
she verified his presence for these few moments longer by putting out a hand, which he 
each time pressed, without very much kindness, and painfully, on to one of the breast 
buttons of his uniform. That cut of the button on the palm of her hand was, principally, 
what she was to carry away. This was so near the end of a leave from France that she 
could only wish him already gone. It was August 1916. Being not kissed, being drawn 
away from and looked at intimidated Kathleen till she imagined spectral glitters in the 
place of his eyes. Turning away and looking back up the lawn she saw, through 
branches of trees, the drawing-room window alight: She caught a breath for the moment 
when she could go running back there into the safe arms of her mother and sister, and 
cry: “What shall I do, what shall I do? He has gone.” 
 Hearing her catch her breath, her fiancé said, without feeling: “Cold?” 
 “You’re going away such a long way.” 
 “Not so far as you think.” 
 “I don’t understand?” 
 “You don’t have to,” he said. “You will. You know what we said.” 
 “But that was—suppose you—I mean, suppose.”  
 
 

4 tea: in Britain, a light, afternoon meal, served with tea. 
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“I shall be with you,” he said, “sooner or later. You won’t forget that. You need 
do nothing but wait.” 
 Only a little more than a minute later she was free to run up the silent lawn. 
Looking in through the window at her mother and sister, who did not for the moment 
perceive her, she already felt that unnatural promise drive down between her and the 
rest of all humankind. No other way of having given herself could have made her feel so 
apart, lost and forsworn. 5 She could not have plighted a more sinister troth. 6 

 Kathleen behaved well when, some months later, her fiancé was reported 
missing, presumed killed. Her family not only supported her but were able to praise her 
courage without stint because they could not regret, as a husband for her, the man they 
knew almost nothing about. They hoped she would, in a year or two, console herself—
and had it been only a question of consolation things might have gone much straighter 
ahead. But her trouble, behind just a little grief, was a complete dislocation from 
everything. She did not reject other lovers, for these failed to appear. For years, she 
failed to attract men—and with the approach of her thirties she became natural enough 
to share her family’s anxiousness on the score. She began to put herself out, 7 to 
wonder, and at thirty-two she was very greatly relieved to find herself being courted by 
William Drover. She married him, and the two of them settled down in the quiet, 
arboreal 8 part of Kensington: In this house the years piled up, her children were born, 
and they all lived till they were driven out by the bombs of the next war. Her movements 
as Mrs. Drover were circumscribed, and she dismissed any idea that they were still 
watched.  
 As things were—dead or living the letter writer sent her only a threat. Unable, for 
some minutes, to go on kneeling with her back exposed to the empty room, Mrs. Drover 
rose from the chest to sit on an upright chair whose back was firmly against the wall. 
The desuetude 9 of her former bedroom, her married London home’s whole air of being 
a cracked cup from which memory, with its reassuring power, had either evaporated or 
leaked away, made a crisis—and at just this crisis the letter writer had, knowledgeably, 
struck. The hollowness of the house this evening cancelled years on years of voices, 
habits, and steps. Through the shut windows she only heard rain fall on the roofs 
around.  To rally herself, she said she was in a mood—and for two or three seconds 
shutting her eyes, told herself that she had imagined the letter. But she opened them—
there it lay on the bed. 
 On the supernatural side of the letter’s entrance she was not permitting her mind 
to dwell. Who, in London, knew she meant to call at the house today? Evidently, 
however, that had been known. The caretaker, had he come back, had had no cause to 
expect her: He would have taken the letter in his pocket, to forward it, at his own time, 
through the post. There was no other sign that the caretaker had been in—but, if not? 
Letters dropped in at doors of deserted houses do not fly or walk to tables in halls. They 
do not sit on the dust of empty tables with the air of certainty that they will be found. 
There is needed some human hand—but nobody but the caretaker had a key. Under 
the circumstances she did not care to consider, a house can be entered without a key. It 
was possible that she was not alone now. She might be being waited for, downstairs. 
 
 

5 forsworn: having lied under oath; perjured. 
6 plighted . . . troth: made a more sinister promise of marriage. 
7 put herself out: vex or distress herself. 
8 arboreal: full of trees. 
9 desuetude: disuse. 
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Waited for—until when? Until “the hour arranged.” At least that was not six o’clock: Six 
has struck. 
 She rose from the chair and went over and locked the door. 
 The thing was, to get out. To fly? No, not that: She had to catch her train. As a 
woman whose utter dependability was the keystone of her family life, she was not 
willing to return to the country, to her husband, her little boys, and her sister, without the 
objects she had come up to fetch. Resuming her work at the chest she set about 
making up a number of parcels in a rapid, fumbling-decisive way. These, with her 
shopping parcels, would be too much to carry; these meant a taxi—at the thought of the 
taxi her heart went up and her normal breathing resumed. I will ring up the taxi; the taxi 
cannot come too soon: I shall hear the taxi out there running its engine, till I walk calmly 
down to it through the hall. I’ll ring up—But no: the telephone is cut off . . . She tugged at 
a knot she had tied wrong. 
 The idea of flight . . . He was never kind to me, not really. I don’t remember him 
kind at all. Mother said he never considered me. He was set on me, that was what it 
was—not love. Not love, not meaning a person well. What did he do, to make me 
promise like that? I can’t remember—But she found that she could. 
 She remembered with such dreadful acuteness that the twenty-five 
years since then dissolved like smoke and she instinctively looked for the weal 10 left by 
the button on the palm of her hand. She remembered not only all that he said and did 
but the complete suspension of her existence during that August week. I was not 
myself—they all told me so at the time. She remembered—but with one white burning 
blank as where acid has dropped on a photograph: Under no conditions could she 
remember his face.  
 So, wherever he may be waiting, I shall not know him. You have no time to run 
from a face you do not expect. 
 The thing was to get to the taxi before any clock struck what could be the hour. 
She would slip down the street and round the side of the square to where the square 
gave on the main road. She would return in the taxi, safe, to her own door, and bring the 
solid driver into the house with her to pick up the parcels from room to room. The idea of 
the taxi driver made her decisive, bold: She unlocked her door, went to the top of the 
staircase, and listened down. 
 She heard nothing—but while she was hearing nothing the passé 11 air of the 
staircase was disturbed by a draft that traveled up to her face. It emanated from the 
basement: Down where a door or window was being opened by someone who chose 
this moment to leave the house. 
 The rain had stopped; the pavements steamily shone as Mrs. Drover let herself 
out by inches from her own front door into the empty street. The unoccupied houses 
opposite continued to meet her look with their damaged stare. Making toward the 
thoroughfare and the taxi, she tried not to keep looking behind. Indeed, the silence was 
so intense—one of those creeks of London silence exaggerated this summer by the 
damage of war—that no tread could have gained on hers unheard. Where her street 
debouched 12 on the square where people went on living, she grew conscious of, and 
checked, her unnatural pace. Across the open end of the square, two buses impassively 
passed each other: Women, a perambulator, 13 cyclists, a man wheeling a barrow  
10 weal: lump; welt. 
11 passé: no longer fresh; rather old. 
12 debouched: came out; emerged. 
13 perambulator: chiefly British for “baby carriage.” The word is often shortened to pram. 
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signalized, once again, the ordinary flow of life. At the square’s most populous corner 
should be—and was—the short taxi rank. This evening, only one taxi—but this, 
although it presented its blank rump, appeared already to alertly waiting for her. Indeed, 
without looking round the driver started his engine as she panted up from behind and 
put her hand on the door. As she did so, the clock struck seven. The taxi faced the main 
road: To make the trip back to her house it would have to turn—she had settled back on 
the seat and the taxi had turned before she, surprised by its knowing movement, 
recollected that she had not “said where.” She leaned forward to scratch at the class 
panel that divided the driver’s head from her own. 
 The driver braked to what was almost a stop, turned round, and slid the glass 
panel back: The jolt of this flung Mrs. Drover forward till her face was almost into the 
glass. Through the aperture driver and passenger, not six inches between them, 
remained for an eternity eye to eye. Mrs. Drover’s mouth hung open for some seconds 
before she could issue her first scream. After that she continued to scream freely and to 
beat with her gloved hands on the glass all round as the taxi, accelerating without 
mercy, made off with her into the hinterland of deserted streets. 
 
 
 

The Doll's House  by Katherine Mansfield  
 
 When dear old Mrs. Hay went back to town after staying with the Burnells she sent the 
children a doll's house. It was so big that the carter and Pat carried it into the courtyard, and there 
it stayed, propped up on two wooden boxes beside the feed-room door. No harm could come of 
it; it was summer. And perhaps the smell of paint would have gone off by the time it had to be 
taken in. For, really, the smell of paint coming from that doll's house ("Sweet of old Mrs. Hay, of 
course; most sweet and generous!") -- but the smell of paint was quite enough to make any one 
seriously ill, in Aunt Beryl's opinion. Even before the sacking was taken off. And when it was …   
 There stood the doll's house, a dark, oily, spinach green, picked out with bright yellow. 
Its two solid little chimneys, glued on to the roof, were painted red and white, and the door, 
gleaming with yellow varnish, was like a little slab of toffee. Four windows, real windows, were 
divided into panes by a broad streak of green. There was actually a tiny porch, too, painted 
yellow, with big lumps of congealed paint hanging along the edge. 
 But perfect, perfect little house! Who could possibly mind the smell? It was part of the 
joy, part of the newness. 
 "Open it quickly, some one!" 
 The hook at the side was stuck fast. Pat pried it open with his pen- knife, and the whole 
house-front swung back, and-there you were, gazing at one and the same moment into the 
drawing-room and dining-room, the kitchen and two bedrooms. That is the way for a house to 
open! Why don't all houses open like that? How much more exciting than peering through the 
slit of a door into a mean little hall with a hat-stand and two umbrellas! That is-isn't it? -- what 
you long to know about a house when you put your hand on the knocker. Perhaps it is the way 
God opens houses at dead of night when He is taking a quiet turn with an angel. . . . 
 "Oh-oh!" The Burnell children sounded as though they were in despair. It was too 
marvelous; it was too much for them. They had never seen anything like it in their lives. All the 
rooms were papered. There were pictures on the walls, painted on the paper, with gold frames 
complete. Red carpet covered all the floors except the kitchen; red plush chairs in the drawing-
room, green in the dining-room; tables, beds with real bedclothes, a cradle, a stove, a dresser 
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with tiny plates and one big jug. But what Kezia liked more than anything, what she liked 
frightfully, was the lamp. It stood in the middle of the dining-room table, an exquisite little 
amber lamp with a white globe. It was even filled all ready for lighting, though, of course, you 
couldn't light it. But there was something inside that looked like oil, and that moved when you 
shook it. 
 The father and mother dolls, who sprawled very stiff as though they had fainted in the 
drawing-room, and their two little children asleep upstairs, were really too big for the doll's 
house. They didn't look as though they belonged. But the lamp was perfect. It seemed to smile to 
Kezia, to say, "I live here." The lamp was real. 
 The Burnell children could hardly walk to school fast enough the next morning. They 
burned to tell everybody, to describe, to-well-to boast about their doll's house before the school-
bell rang. 
 "I'm to tell," said Isabel, "because I'm the eldest. And you two can join in after. But I'm to 
tell first." 
 There was nothing to answer. Isabel was bossy, but she was always right, and Lottie and 
Kezia knew too well the powers that went with being eldest. They brushed through the thick 
buttercups at the road edge and said nothing. 
 "And I'm to choose who's to come and see it first. Mother said I might." 
 For it had been arranged that while the doll's house stood in the courtyard they might ask 
the girls at school, two at a time, to come and look. Not to stay to tea, of course, or to come 
traipsing through the house. But just to stand quietly in the courtyard while Isabel pointed out the 
beauties, and Lottie and Kezia looked pleased. . . . 
 But hurry as they might, by the time they had reached the tarred palings of the boys' 
playground the bell had begun to jangle. They only just had time to whip off their hats and fall 
into line before the roll was called. Never mind. Isabel tried to make up for it by looking very 
important and mysterious and by whispering behind her hand to the girls near her, "Got 
something to tell you at playtime." 
 Playtime came and Isabel was surrounded. The girls of her class nearly fought to put their 
arms round her, to walk away with her, to beam flatteringly, to be her special friend. She held 
quite a court under the huge pine trees at the side of the playground. Nudging, giggling together, 
the little girls pressed up close. And the only two who stayed outside the ring were the two who 
were always outside, the little Kelveys. They knew better than to come anywhere near the 
Burnells. 
 For the fact was, the school the Burnell children went to was not at all the kind of place 
their parents would have chosen if there had been any choice. But there was none. It was the only 
school for miles. And the consequence was all the children in the neighborhood, the judge's little 
girls, the doctor's daughters, the store-keeper's children, the milkman's, were forced to mix 
together. Not to speak of there being an equal number of rude, rough little boys as well. But the 
line had to be drawn somewhere. It was drawn at the Kelveys. Many of the children, including 
the Burnells, were not allowed even to speak to them. They walked past the Kelveys with their 
heads in the air, and as they set the fashion in all matters of behaviour, the Kelveys were shunned 
by everybody. Even the teacher had a special voice for them, and a special smile for the other 
children when Lil Kelvey came up to her desk with a bunch of dreadfully common-looking 
flowers. 
 They were the daughters of a spry, hardworking little washerwoman, who went about 
from house to house by the day. This was awful enough. But where was Mr. Kelvey? Nobody 
knew for certain. But everybody said he was in prison. So they were the daughters of a 
washerwoman and a gaolbird. Very nice company for other people's children! And they looked 
it. Why Mrs. Kelvey made them so conspicuous was hard to understand. The truth was they were 
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dressed in "bits" given to her by the people for whom she worked. Lil, for instance, who was a 
stout, plain child, with big freckles, came to school in a dress made from a green art-serge table-
cloth of the Burnells', with red plush sleeves from the Logans' curtains. Her hat, perched on top 
of her high forehead, was a grown-up woman's hat, once the property of Miss Lecky, the 
postmistress. It was turned up at the back and trimmed with a large scarlet quill. What a little guy 
she looked! It was impossible not to laugh. And her little sister, our Else, wore a long white 
dress, rather like a nightgown, and a pair of little boy's boots. But whatever our Else wore she 
would have looked strange. She was a tiny wishbone of a child, with cropped hair and enormous 
solemn eyes-a little white owl. Nobody had ever seen her smile; she scarcely ever spoke. She 
went through life holding on to Lil, with a piece of Lil's skirt screwed up in her hand. Where Lil 
went our Else followed. In the playground, on the road going to and from school, there was Lil 
marching in front and our Else holding on behind. Only when she wanted anything, or when she 
was out of breath, our Else gave Lil a tug, a twitch, and Lil stopped and turned round. The 
Kelveys never failed to understand each other. 
 Now they hovered at the edge; you couldn't stop them listening. When the little girls 
turned round and sneered, Lil, as usual, gave her silly, shamefaced smile, but our Else only 
looked. 
 And Isabel's voice, so very proud, went on telling. The carpet made a great sensation, but 
so did the beds with real bedclothes, and the stove with an oven door. 
 When she finished Kezia broke in. "You've forgotten the lamp, Isabel." 
 "Oh, yes," said Isabel, "and there's a teeny little lamp, all made of yellow glass, with a 
white globe that stands on the dining-room table. You couldn't tell it from a real one." 
 "The lamp's best of all," cried Kezia. She thought Isabel wasn't making half enough of the 
little lamp. But nobody paid any attention. Isabel was choosing the two who were to come back 
with them that afternoon and see it. She chose Emmie Cole and Lena Logan. But when the others 
knew they were all to have a chance, they couldn't be nice enough to Isabel. One by one they put 
their arms round Isabel's waist and walked her off. They had something to whisper to her, a 
secret. "Isabel's my friend." 
 Only the little Kelveys moved away forgotten; there was nothing more for them to hear. 
 Days passed, and as more children saw the doll's house, the fame of it spread. It became 
the one subject, the rage. The one question was, "Have you seen Burnells' doll's house?" "Oh, 
ain't it lovely!" "Haven't you seen it? Oh, I say!" 
 Even the dinner hour was given up to talking about it. The little girls sat under the pines 
eating their thick mutton sandwiches and big slabs of johnny cake spread with butter. While 
always, as near as they could get, sat the Kelveys, our Else holding on to Lil, listening too, while 
they chewed their jam sandwiches out of a newspaper soaked with large red blobs. 
 "Mother," said Kezia, "can't I ask the Kelveys just once?" 
 "Certainly not, Kezia." 
 "But why not?" 
 "Run away, Kezia; you know quite well why not."  

 At last everybody had seen it except them. On that day the subject rather flagged. It was 
the dinner hour. The children stood together under the pine trees, and suddenly, as they looked at 
the Kelveys eating out of their paper, always by themselves, always listening, they wanted to be 
horrid to them. Emmie Cole started the whisper. 
 Lil Kelvey's going to be a servant when she grows up." 
 O-oh, how awful!" said Isabel Burnell, and she made eyes at Emmie. 
 Emmie swallowed in a very meaning way and nodded to Isabel as she'd seen her mother 
do on those occasions. 
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 "It's true-it's true-it's true," she said. 
 Then Lena Logan's little eyes snapped. "Shall I ask her?" she whispered. 
 "Bet you don't," said Jessie May. 
 "Pooh, I'm not frightened," said Lena. Suddenly she gave a little squeal and danced in 
front of the other girls. "Watch! Watch me! Watch me now!" said Lena. And sliding, gliding, 
dragging one foot, giggling behind her hand, Lena went over to the Kelveys. 
 Lil looked up from her dinner. She wrapped the rest quickly away. Our Else stopped 
chewing. What was coming now? 
 "Is it true you're going to be a servant when you grow up, Lil Kelvey?" shrilled Lena. 
 Dead silence. But instead of answering, Lil only gave her silly, shame-faced smile. She 
didn't seem to mind the question at all. What a sell for Lena! The girls began to titter. 
 Lena couldn't stand that. She put her hands on her hips; she shot forward. "Yah, yer 
father's in prison!" she hissed, spitefully. 
 This was such a marvelous thing to have said that the little girls rushed away in a body, 
deeply, deeply excited, wild with joy. Someone found a long rope, and they began skipping. And 
never did they skip so high, run in and out so fast, or do such daring things as on that morning. 
 In the afternoon Pat called for the Burnell children with the buggy and they drove home. 
There were visitors. Isabel and Lottie, who liked visitors, went upstairs to change their pinafores. 
But Kezia thieved out at the back. Nobody was about; she began to swing on the big white gates 
of the courtyard. Presently, looking along the road, she saw two little dots. They grew bigger, 
they were coming towards her. Now she could see that one was in front and one close behind. 
Now she could see that they were the Kelveys. Kezia stopped swinging. She slipped off the gate 
as if she was going to run away. Then she hesitated. The Kelveys came nearer, and beside them 
walked their shadows, very long, stretching right across the road with their heads in the 
buttercups. Kezia clambered back on the gate; she had made up her mind; she swung out. 
 "Hullo," she said to the passing Kelveys. 
 They were so astounded that they stopped. Lil gave her silly smile. Our Else stared. 
 "You can come and see our doll's house if you want to," said Kezia, and she dragged one 
toe on the ground. But at that Lil turned red and shook her head quickly. 
 "Why not?" asked Kezia. 
 Lil gasped, then she said, "Your ma told our ma you wasn't to speak to us." 
 "Oh, well," said Kezia. She didn't know what to reply. "It doesn't matter. You can come 
and see our doll's house all the same. Come on. Nobody's looking." 
 But Lil shook her head still harder. 
 "Don't you want to?" asked Kezia. 
 Suddenly there was a twitch, a tug at Lil's skirt. She turned round. Our Else was looking 
at her with big, imploring eyes; she was frowning; she wanted to go. For a moment Lil looked at 
our Else very doubtfully. But then our Else twitched her skirt again. She started forward. Kezia 
led the way. Like two little stray cats they followed across the courtyard to where the doll's 
house stood. 
 "There it is," said Kezia. 
 There was a pause. Lil breathed loudly, almost snorted; our Else was still as a stone. 
 "I'll open it for you," said Kezia kindly. She undid the hook and they looked inside. 
 "There's the drawing-room and the dining-room, and that's the-" 
 "Kezia!" 
 Oh, what a start they gave! 
 "Kezia!" 
 It was Aunt Beryl's voice. They turned round. At the back door stood Aunt Beryl, staring 
as if she couldn't believe what she saw. 
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 "How dare you ask the little Kelveys into the courtyard?" said her cold, furious voice. 
"You know as well as I do, you're not allowed to talk to them. Run away, children, run away at 
once. And don't come back again," said Aunt Beryl. And she stepped into the yard and shooed 
them out as if they were chickens. 
 "Off you go immediately!" she called, cold and proud. 
 They did not need telling twice. Burning with shame, shrinking together, Lil huddling 
along like her mother, our Else dazed, somehow they crossed the big courtyard and squeezed 
through the white gate. 
 "Wicked, disobedient little girl!" said Aunt Beryl bitterly to Kezia, and she slammed the 
doll's house to. 
 The afternoon had been awful. A letter had come from Willie Brent, a terrifying, 
threatening letter, saying if she did not meet him that evening in Pulman's Bush, he'd come to the 
front door and ask the reason why! But now that she had frightened those little rats of Kelveys 
and given Kezia a good scolding, her heart felt lighter. That ghastly pressure was gone. She went 
back to the house humming. 
 When the Kelveys were well out of sight of Burnells', they sat down to rest on a big red 
drain-pipe by the side of the road. Lil's cheeks were still burning; she took off the hat with the 
quill and held it on her knee. Dreamily they looked over the hay paddocks, past the creek, to the 
group of wattles where Logan's cows stood waiting to be milked. What were their thoughts? 
 Presently our Else nudged up close to her sister. But now she had forgotten the cross 
lady. She put out a finger and stroked her sister's quill; she smiled her rare smile. 
 "I seen the little lamp," she said, softly. 
 Then both were silent once more. 

 
 

My Sister's Marriage 
by Cynthia Marshall Rich 

 
 When my mother died she left just Olive and me to take care of Father. Yesterday 
when I burned the package of Olive’s letters that left only me. I know that you’ll side with my 
sister in all of this because you’re only outsiders, and strangers can afford to sympathize with 
young love, and with whatever sounds daring and romantic, without thinking what it does to all 
the other people involved.  I don’t want you to hate my sister – I don’t hate her – but I do want 
you to see that we’re happier this way, Father and I, and as for Olive, she made her choice. 
 But if you weren’t strangers, all of you, I wouldn’t be able to tell you about this. 
“Keep yourself to yourself,” my father has always said. “If you ever have worries, Sarah Ann, 
you come to me and don’t go sharing your problems around town.” And that’s what I’ve always 
done. So if I knew you I certainly wouldn’t ever tell you about Olive throwing the hairbrush, or 
about finding the letters buried in the back of the drawer. 
 I don’t know what made Olive the way she is. We grew up together like twins – there 
were people who thought we were – and every morning before we went to school she plaited my 
hair and I plaited hers before the same mirror, in the same little twist of ribbons and braids 
behind our heads. We wore the same dresses and there was never a strain on the hem or a rip in 
our stockings to say to a stranger that we had lost our mother. And although we have never been 
well-to-do – my father is a doctor and his patients often can’t pay – I know that there are people 
here in Conkling today who think we’re rich, just because of little things like candlelight at 
dinner and my father’s cigarette holder and the piano lessons that Olive and I had and the 
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reproduction of The Anatomy Lesson that hangs above the mantelpiece instead of botanical 
prints. “You don’t have to be rich to be a gentleman,” my father says, “or to live like one.” 
  My father is a gentleman and he raised Olive and myself as ladies. I can hear you 
laughing, because people like to make fun of words like “gentleman” and “lady”, but they are 
words with ideals and standards behind them, and I hope that I will always hold to those ideals as 
my father taught me to. If Olive has renounced them, at least we did all we could. 
 Perhaps the reason that I can’t understand Olive is that I have never been in love. I know 
that if I had ever fallen in love it would not have been, like Olive, at first sight but only after a 
long acquaintance. My father knew my mother for seven years before he proposed – it is much 
the safest way. Nowadays people make fun of that too, and the magazines are full of stories 
about people meeting in the moonlight and marrying the next morning, but if you read those 
stories you know that they are not the sort of people you would want to be like. 
 Even today Olive couldn’t deny that we had a happy childhood. She used to be very 
proud of being the lady of the house, of sitting across the candlelight from my father at dinner 
like a little wife. Sometimes my father would hold his carving knife poised above the roast to 
stand smiling at her and say: “Olive, every day you remind me more of your mother.” 
 I think that although she liked the smile, she minded the compliment, because she 
didn’t like to hear about Mother. Once when my father spoke of her she said: “Papa, you’re 
missing Mother again. I can’t bear it when you miss Mother. Don’t I take care of you all right? 
 Don’t I make things happy for you?” It wasn’t that she hadn’t loved Mother but that she 
wanted my father to be completely happy. 
 To tell the truth, it was Olive Father loved best. There was a time when I couldn’t have 
said that, it would have hurt me too much. Taking care of our father was like playing a long 
game of “let’s pretend,” and when little girls play family nobody wants to be the children. I 
thought it wasn’t fair, just because Olive was three years older, that she should always be the 
mother. I wanted to sit opposite my father at dinner and have him smile at me like that. 
 I was glad when Olive first began walking out with young men in the summer evenings. 
Then I would make lemonade for my father (“Is it as good as Olive’s?”) and we would sit out on 
the screened porch together watching the fireflies. I asked him about the patients he had seen that 
day, trying to think of questions as intelligent as Olive’s. I knew that he was missing her and 
frowning into the long twilight for the swing of her white skirts. When she came up the steps he 
said, “I missed my housewife tonight,” just as though I hadn’t made the lemonade right after all. 
She knew, too, that it wasn’t the same for him in the evenings without her and for a while, 
instead of going out, she brought the young men to the house. But soon she stopped even that (“I 
never realized how silly and shallow they were until I saw them with Papa,” she said.  “I was 
ashamed to have him talk to them”). I know that he was glad, and when my turn came I didn’t 
want to go out because I hated leaving them alone together. It all seems a very long time ago. I 
used to hate it when Olive “mothered” me. Now I feel a little like Olive’s mother, and she is like 
my rebellious child.  
 In spite of everything, I loved Olive. When we were children we used to play together. 
The other children disliked us because we talked like grownups and didn’t like to get dirty, but 
we were happy playing by ourselves on the front lawn where my father, if he were home, could 
watch us from his study window. So it wasn’t surprising that when we grew older we were still 
best friends. I loved Olive and I see now how she took advantage of that love. Sometimes I think 
she felt that if she was to betray my father she wanted me to betray him too. 
 I still believe that it all began, not really with Mr. Dixon, but with the foreign stamps. She 
didn’t see many of them, those years after high school when she was working in the post office, 
because not very many people in Conkling have friends abroad, but the ones she saw – and even 
the postmarks from Chicago or California – made her dream. She told her dreams to Father, and 
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of course he understood and said that perhaps some summer we could take a trip to New England 
as far as Boston. My father hasn’t lived in Conkling all of his life. He went to Harvard, and that 
is one reason he is different from the other men here. He is a scholar and not bound to provincial 
ideas. People here respect him and come to him for advice. 
 Olive wasn’t satisfied and she began to rebel. Even she admitted that there wasn’t 
anything for her to rebel against. She told me about it, sitting on the window sill in her long 
white nightgown, braiding and unbraiding the hair that she had never cut. “It’s not, don’t you 
see, that I don’t love Father. And it certainly isn’t that I’m not happy here. But what I mean is, 
how can I ever know whether or not I’m really happy here unless I go somewhere else? When 
you graduate from school you’ll feel the same way. You’ll want – you’ll want to know.” 
 “I like it here,” I said from the darkness of the room, but she didn’t hear me. 
 “You know what I’m going to do, Sarah Ann? Do you know what I’m going to do? I’m 
going to save some money and go on a little trip – it wouldn’t have to be expensive, I could go 
by bus – and I’ll just see things, and then maybe I’ll know.” 
 “Father promised he’d take us to New England.” 
 “No,” said Olive, “no, you don’t understand. Anyhow, I’ll save the money.” And still she 
wasn’t satisfied. She began to read. Olive and I always did well in school, and our names were 
called out for Special Recognition on Class Day. Miss Singleton wanted Olive to go to drama 
school after she played the part of Miranda in The Tempest, but my father talked to her, and 
when he told her what an actress’ life is like she realized it wasn’t what she wanted. Aside from 
books for school, though, we never read very much. We didn’t need to because my father has 
read everything you’ve heard of, and people in town have said that talking to him about anything 
is better than reading three books. 
 Still, Olive decided to read. She would choose a book from my father’s library and go 
into the kitchen, where the air was still heavy and hot from dinner, and sit on the very edge of the 
tall, hard three-legged stool.  She had an idea that if she sat in a comfortable chair in the parlor 
she would not be attentive or would skip the difficult passages. So she would sit like that for 
hours, under the hard light of the unshaded bulb that hangs from the ceiling, until her arms ached 
from holding the book. 
 “What do you want to find out about?” my father would ask. 
 “Nothing,” Olive said. “I’m just reading.” 
 My father hates evasion. 
 “Now, Olive, nobody reads without a purpose. If you’re interested in something, maybe I 
can help you. I might even know something about it myself.” 
 When she came into our bedroom she threw the book on the quilts and said: “Why does 
he have to pry, Sarah Ann? It’s so simple – just wanting to read a book. Why does he have to 
make a fuss about it as though I were trying to hide something from him?” 
 That was the first time that I felt a little like Olive’s mother. 
 “But he’s only taking an interest,” I said. “He just wants us to share things with him. Lots 
of fathers wouldn’t even care. You don’t know how lucky we are.” 
 “You don't understand, Sarah Ann. You’re too young to understand.” 
 “Of course I understand,” I said shortly. “Only I’ve outgrown feeling like that.” 
 It was true. When I was a little girl I wrote something on a piece of paper, something that 
didn’t matter much, but it mattered to me because it was a private thought. My father came into 
my room and saw me shove the paper under the blotter, and he wanted me to show it to him. So I 
quickly said, “No, it’s private, I wrote it to myself, I didn’t write it to be seen,” but he said he 
wanted to see it. And I said, “No, no, no, it was silly anyway,” and he said, “Sarah Ann, nothing 
you have to say would seem silly to me, you never give me credit for understanding, I can 
understand a great deal,” I said it wasn’t just him, really it wasn’t, because I hadn’t written it for 
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anyone at all to see. Then he was all sad and hurt and said this wasn’t a family where we keep 
things hidden and there I was hiding this from him. I heard his voice, and it went on and on, and 
he said I had no faith in him and that I shouldn’t keep things from him – and I said it wasn’t 
anything big or special, it was just some silly nonsense, but if it was nonsense, he said, why 
wouldn’t I let him read it, since it would make him happy? And I cried and cried, because it was 
only a very little piece of paper and why did he have to see it anyway, but he was very solemn 
and said if you held back little things soon you would be holding back bigger things and the gap 
would grow wider and wider. So I gave him the paper. He read it and said nothing except that I 
was a good girl and he couldn’t see what all the fuss had been about. 
 Of course now I know that he was only taking an interest and I shouldn’t have minded 
that. But I was a little girl then and minded dreadfully, and that is why I understood how Olive 
felt, although she was grown-up then and should have known better. 
 She must have understood that she was being childish, because when my father came in a 
few minutes later and said, “Olive, you’re our little mother. We mustn’t quarrel. There should be 
only love between us,” she rose and kissed him. She told him about the book she had been 
reading, and he said: “Well, as it happens, I do know something about that.” They sat for a long 
time discussing the book, and I think he loved Olive better than ever.  The next evening, instead 
of shutting herself in the bright, hot kitchen, Olive sat with us in the cool of the parlor until 
bedtime, hemming a slip. And it was just as always. 
 But I suppose that these things really had made a difference in Olive. For we had always 
been alike, and I cannot imagine allowing a perfect stranger to ask me personal questions before 
we had even been introduced. She told me about it afterward, how he had bought a book of 
three-cent stamps and stayed to chat through the half-open grilled window. Suddenly he said, 
quite seriously: “Why do you wear your hair like that?" 
 “Pardon me?” said Olive 
 “Why do you wear your hair like that? You ought to shake it loose around your 
shoulders. It must be yards long.” 
 That is when I would have remembered – if I had forgotten – that I was a lady. I 
would have closed the grill, not rudely just firmly enough to show my displeasure, and gone 
back to my desk. Olive told me she thought of doing that but she looked at him and knew, she 
said, that he didn’t mean to be impolite, that he really wanted to know. 
 And instead she said: “I only wear it down at night.” 
 That afternoon he walked her home from the post office. 
 Olive told me everything long before my father knew anything. It was the beginning 
of an unwholesome deceit in her. And it was nearly a week later that she told even me. By 
that time he was meeting her every afternoon and they took long walks together, as far as 
Merton’s Pond, before she came home to set the dinner table. 
  “Only don’t tell Father,” she said. 
 “Why not?” 
 “I think I'm afraid of him. I don’t know why. I’m afraid of what he might say.” 
 “He won't say anything,” I said. “Unless there’s something wrong. And if there’s 
something wrong, wouldn’t you want to know?” 
 Of course, I should have told father myself right away. But that was how she played 
upon my love for her. 
  “I’m telling you,” she said, “because I want so much to share it with you. I’m so happy, 
Sarah Ann, and I feel so free, don’t you see? We’ve always been so close – I’ve been closer to 
you than to Father, I think – or at least differently.” She had to qualify it, you see, because it 
wasn’t true. But it still made me happy and I promised not to tell, and I was even glad for her 
because, as I’ve told you, I’ve always loved Olive. 
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 I saw them together one day when I was coming home from school. They were walking 
together in the rain, holding hands like school children, and when Olive saw me from a distance 
she dropped his hand suddenly and then just as suddenly took it again. 
 “Hullo!” he said when she introduced us. “She does look like you!” 
 I want to be fair and honest with you – it is Olive’s dishonesty that still shocks me – 
and so I will say that I liked Mr. Dixon that day. But I thought even then how different 
he was from my father, and that should have warned me. He was a big man with a square 
face and sun-bleached hair. I could see a glimpse of his bright, speckled tie under his tan 
raincoat, and his laugh sounded warm and easy in the rain. I liked him, I suppose, for the very 
things I should have distrusted in him. I liked his ease and the way that he accepted me 
immediately, spontaneously and freely, without waiting – waiting for whatever people wait for 
when they hold themselves back (as I should have done) to find out more about you. I could 
almost understand what had made Olive, after five minutes, tell him how she wore her hair at 
night. 
 I am glad, at least, that I begged Olive to tell my father about him. I couldn’t understand 
why at first she refused. I think now that she was afraid of seeing them together, that she was 
afraid of seeing the difference. I have told you that my father is a gentleman. Even now you must 
be able to tell what sort of man Mr. Dixon was. My father knew at once, without even meeting 
him. 
 The weeks had passed and Olive told me that Mr. Dixon’s business was completed but 
that his vacation was coming and he planned to spend it in Conkling. She said she would tell my 
father. 
 We were sitting on the porch after dinner. The evening had just begun to thicken and 
some children had wandered down the road, playing a game of pirates at the very edge of our 
lawn. One of them had a long paper sword and the others were waving tall sticks, and they were 
screaming. My father had to raise his voice to be heard. 
 “So this man whom you have been seeing behind my back is a traveling salesman for 
Miracle-wear soles.” 
 “Surrender in the name of the King!” 
 “I am more than surprised at you, Olive. That hardly sounds like the kind of man you 
would want to be associated with.” 
  “Why not?” said Olive. “Why not?” 
 “It’s notorious, my dear. Men like that have no respect for a girl. They’ll flatter her with 
slick words but it doesn’t mean anything. Just take my word for it, dear. It may seem hard, but I 
know the world.” 
 “Fight to the death! Fight to the death!” 
 “I can’t hear you, my dear. Sarah Ann, ask those children to play their games somewhere 
else.” 
 I went down the steps and across the lawn. 
 “Doctor Landis is trying to rest after a long day,” I explained. They nodded and vanished 
down the dusky road, brandishing their silent swords. 
 “I am saying nothing of the extraordinary manner of your meeting, not even of the 
deceitful way in which he has carried on this – friendship.” 
 It was dark on the porch. I switched on the yellow overhead light, and the three of us 
blinked for a moment, rediscovering each other as the shadows leaped back. 
 “The cheapness of it is so apparent it amazes me that even in your innocence of the  
world – ” 
 My father was fitting a cigarette into its black holder. He turned it slowly to and fro until 
it was firm before he struck a match and lit it. It is beautiful to watch him do even the most trivial 
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things. He is always in control of himself and never makes a useless gesture or thinks a useless 
thought. If you met him you might believe at first that he was totally relaxed, but because I have 
lived with him so long I know that there is at all times a tension controlling his body; you can 
feel it when you touch his hand. Tension, I think, is the wrong word. It is rather a self-awareness, 
as though not a muscle contracted without his conscious knowledge. 
  “You know it very well yourself, Olive. Could anything but shame have kept you from 
bringing this man to your home?” 
 His voice is like the way he moves. It is clear and considered and each word exists by 
itself. However common it may be, when he speaks it, it has become his, it has dignity because 
he has chosen it. 
  “Father, all I ask it that you’ll have him here – that you will meet him. Surely that’s not 
too much to ask before you – judge him.” 
 Olive sat on the step at my father’s feet. Her hands had been moving across her skirt, 
smoothing the folds over her knees, but when she spoke she clasped them tightly in her lap. She 
was trying to speak as he spoke, in that calm, certain voice, but it was a poor imitation. 
  “I’m afraid that it is too much to ask, Olive. I have seen too many of his kind to take any 
interest in seeing another.” 
 “I think you should see him, Father.” She spoke very softly. “I think I am in love with 
him.” 
 “Olive!” I said. I had known it all along, of course, but when she spoke it, in that voice 
trying so childishly to sound sure, I knew its absurdity. How could she say it after Father had 
made it so clear? As soon as he had repeated after her, “A salesman for Miracle-wear soles,” 
even the inflections of his voice showed me that it was ludicrous; I realized what I had known all 
along, the cheapness of it all for Olive – for Olive with her ideals. 
 I looked across at my father but he had not stirred. The moths brushed their wings against 
the light bulb. He flicked a long gray ash. 
  “Don’t use that word lightly, Olive,” he said. “That is a sacred word. Love is the word 
for what I felt for your mother – what I hope you feel for me and for you sister. You mustn’t 
confuse it with innocent infatuation.” 
 “But I do love him – how can you know? How can you know anything about it? I do love 
him.” Her voice was shrill and not pleasant. 
 “Olive,” said my father, “I must ask you not to use that word.” 
 She sat looking up at his face and from his chair he looked back at her. Then she rose and 
went into the house. He did not follow her, even with his eyes. We sat for a long time before I 
went over to him and took his hand. I think he had forgotten me. He started and said nothing, and 
his hand did not acknowledge mine. I would rather he had slapped me. I left him and went into 
the house. 
 In our bedroom Olive was sitting before the dressing table in her nightgown, brushing her 
hair. You mustn’t think I don’t love her, that I didn’t love her then. As I say, we were like twins, 
and when I saw her reflection in the tall, gilded mirror I might have been seeing my own eyes 
filled with tears. I tell you, I wanted to put my arms around her, but you must see that it was for 
her own sake that I didn’t. She had done wrong, she had deceived my father and she had made 
me deceive him. It would have been wicked to give her sympathy then. 
 “It’s hard, of course, Olive,” I said gently. “But you know that Father’s right.” 
 She didn’t answer. She brushed her hair in long strokes and it rose on the air. She did not 
turn even when the doorknob rattled and my father stood in the doorway and quietly spoke her 
name. 
 “Olive,” he repeated. “Of course I must ask you not to see this – this man again.” 
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 Olive turned suddenly with her dark hair whirling about her head. She hurled the silver 
hairbrush at my father, and in that single moment when it leaped from her hand I felt an elation I 
have never known before. Then I heard it clatter to the floor a few feet from where he stood, and 
I knew that he was unhurt and that it was I, and not Olive, who had for that single moment meant 
it to strike him. I longed to throw my arms about him and beg his forgiveness. 
 He went over and picked up the brush and gave it to Olive. Then he left the room. 
 “How could you, Olive?” I whispered. 
 She sat with the brush in her hand. Her hair had fallen all about her face and her eyes 
were dark and bright. The next morning at breakfast she did not speak to my father and he did 
not speak to her, although he sat looking at her so intensely that if I had been Olive I would have 
blushed. I thought, He loves her more now, this morning, than when he used to smile and say she 
was like Mother. I remember thinking, Why couldn’t he love me like that? I would never hurt 
him.  
 Just before she left for work he went over to her and brushed her arm lightly with his 
hand. 
 “We’ll talk it all over tonight, Olive,” he said. “ I know you will understand that this 
is best.” 
 She looked down at his hand as though it were a strange animal and shook her head and 
hurried down the porch steps. 
 That night she called from a little town outside of Richmond to say that she was married. 
I stood behind my father in a shadowy little hallway as he spoke to her. I could hear her voice, 
higher-pitched than usual over the static of the wires, and I heard her say that they would come, 
that very evening, if he would see them. 
  I almost thought he hadn’t understood her, his voice was so calm. 
 “I suppose you want my blessings. I cannot give them to deceit and cowardice. You 
will have to find them elsewhere if you can, my dear. If you can.” 
 After he had replaced the receiver he still stood before the mouthpiece, talking into it. 
 “That she would give up all she has had – that she would stoop to a – for a – physical 
attraction –”  
 Then he turned to me. His eyes were dark. 
 Why are you crying” he said suddenly. “What are you crying for? She’s made her own 
choice. Am I crying? Do you think I would want to see her – now? If she – when she comes to 
see what she has done – but it’s not a question of forgiveness. Even then it wouldn’t be the same. 
She has made her choice.” 
 He stood looking at me and I thought at first that what he saw was distasteful to him, but 
his voice was gentle when he spoke. 
 “Would you have done this to me, Sarah Anne? Would you have done it?” 
 “No,” I said, and I was almost joyful, knowing it was true. “Oh, no.” 
 That was a year ago. We never speak of Olive any more. At first letters used to come 
from her, long letters from New York and then from Chicago. Always she asked me about Father 
and whether he would read a letter if she wrote one. I wrote her long letters back and said that I 
would talk to him. But he wasn’t well – even now he has to stay in bed for days at a time – and I 
knew that he didn’t want to hear her name. 
 One morning he came into my room when I was writing to her. He saw me thrust the 
package of letters into a cubbyhole and I knew I had betrayed him again. 
 “Don’t ally yourself with deception, Sarah Ann,” he said quietly. “You did that once and 
you see what came of it.” 
 “But if she writes to me –” I said. “What do you want me to do?” 
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 He stood in the doorway in his long bathrobe. He had been in bed and his hair was 
slightly awry from the pillows, and his face was a little pale. I have taken good care of him and 
he still looks young – not more than forty – but his cheekbones worry me. They are sharp and 
white. 
 “I want you to give me her letters,” he said. “To burn.” 
  “Won’t you read them, Father? I know that what she did was wrong, but she sounds 
happy –” 
 I don’t know what made me say that except that, you see, I did love Olive. 
 He stared at me and came into the room. 
 “And you believe her? Do you think that happiness can come from deception? 
  “But she’s my sister,” I said, and although I knew that he was right I began to cry. “And 
she’s your daughter. And you love her so.” 
 He came and stood beside my chair. This time he didn’t ask me why I was crying. 
 He kneeled suddenly beside me and spoke very softly and quickly. 
 “We’ll keep each other company, Sarah Ann, just the two of us. We can be happy that 
way, can’t we? We’ll always have each other, don’t you know?” he put his hand on my hair. 
 I knew then that was the way it should be. I leaned my head on his shoulder, and when I 
had finished crying I smiled at him and gave him Olive’s letters. 
 “You take them,” I said. “I can’t – ” 
 He nodded and took them and then took my hand. 
 I know that when he took them he meant to burn them. I found them by chance yesterday 
in the back of his desk drawer, under a pile of old medical reports. They lay there 
like love letters from someone who had died or moved away. They were tied in a slim green 
hair ribbon – it was one of mine, but I suppose he found it and thought it was Olive’s. 
 I didn’t wonder what to do. It wasn’t fair, don’t you see? He hadn’t any right to keep 
those letters after he told me I was the only daughter he had left. He would always be secretly 
reading them and fingering them, and it wouldn’t do him any good. I took them to the incinerator 
in the back yard and burned them carefully, one by one. His bed is by the window and I know 
that he was watching me, but of course he couldn’t say anything. 
 Maybe you feel sorry for Father, may you think I was cruel. But I did it for his sake and I 
don’t care what you think because you’re all of you strangers, anyway, and you can’t understand 
that there couldn’t be two of us. As I said before, I don’t hate Olive. But sometimes I think this is 
the way it was meant to be. First Mother died and left just the two of us to take care of Father. 
And yesterday when I burned Olive’s letters I thought, Now there is only me. 
 
Source: James Moffett & Kenneth R. McElheny, ed. Points of View: An Anthology of Short 
Stories. New York:  Mentor, 1966. p. 185-197. 
 
 
 
THE NEW DRESS by Virginia Woolf, 1927 <http://www.cofc.edu/~krasnoff/wciv/woolf.html>. 
 
 Mabel had her first serious suspicion that something was wrong as she took her cloak off 
and Mrs. Barnet, while handing her the mirror and touching the brushes and thus drawing her 
attention, perhaps rather markedly, to all the appliances for tidying and improving hair, 
complexion, clothes, which existed on the dressing table, confirmed the suspicion -- that it was 
not right, not quite right, which growing stronger as she went upstairs and springing at her, with 
conviction as she greeted Clarissa Dalloway, she went straight to the far end of the room, to a 
shaded corner where a looking-glass hung and looked.  No! It was not RIGHT.  And at once the 
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misery which she always tried to hide, the profound dissatisfaction -- the sense she had had, ever 
since she was a child, of being inferior to other people -- set upon her, relentlessly, 
remorselessly, with an intensity which she could not beat off, as she would when she woke at 
night at home, by reading Borrow or Scott; for oh these men, oh these women, all were thinking 
-- "What's Mabel wearing? What a fright she looks!  What a hideous new dress!" -- their eyelids 
flickering as they came up and then their lids shutting rather tight.  It was her own appalling 
inadequacy; her cowardice; her mean, water-sprinkled blood that depressed her. And at once the 
whole of the room where, for ever so many hours, she had planned with the little dressmaker 
how it was to go, seemed sordid, repulsive; and her own drawing-room so shabby, and herself, 
going out, puffed up with vanity as she touched the letters on the hall table and said: "How dull!" 
to show off -- all this now seemed unutterably silly, paltry, and provincial. All this had been 
absolutely destroyed, shown up, exploded, the moment she came into Mrs. Dalloway's drawing-
room. 
 What she had thought that evening when, sitting over the teacups, Mrs. Dalloway's 
invitation came, was that, of course, she could not be fashionable. It was absurd to pretend it 
even -- fashion meant cut, meant style, meant thirty guineas at least--but why not be original? 
 Why not be herself, anyhow? And, getting up, she had taken that old fashion book of her 
mother's, a Paris fashion book of the time of the Empire, and had thought how much prettier, 
more dignified, and more womanly they were then, and so set herself--oh, it was foolish -- trying 
to be like them, pluming herself in fact, upon being modest and old-fashioned, and very 
charming, giving herself up, no doubt about it, to an orgy of self-love, which deserved to be 
chastised, and so rigged herself out like this. 
 But she dared not look in the glass.  She could not face the whole horror -- the pale 
yellow, idiotically old-fashioned silk dress with its long skirt and its high sleeves and its waist 
and all the things that looked so charming in the fashion book, but not on her, not among all 
these ordinary people.  She felt like a dressmaker's dummy standing there, for young people to 
stick pins into. 
 "But, my dear, it's perfectly charming!" Rose Shaw said, looking her up and down with 
that little satirical pucker of the lips which she expected -- Rose herself being dressed in the 
height of the fashion, precisely like everybody else, always. 
 We are all like flies trying to crawl over the edge of the saucer, Mabel thought, and 
repeated the phrase as if she were crossing herself, as if she were trying to find some spell to 
annul this pain, to make this agony endurable. Tags of Shakespeare, lines from books she had 
read ages ago, suddenly came to her when she was in agony, and she repeated them over and 
over again. "Flies trying to crawl," she repeated.  If she could say that over often enough and 
make herself see the flies, she would become numb, chill, frozen, dumb. Now she could see flies 
crawling slowly out of a saucer of milk with their wings stuck together; and she strained and 
strained (standing in front of the looking-glass, listening to Rose Shaw) to make herself see Rose 
Shaw and all the other people there as flies, trying to hoist themselves out of something, or into 
something, meager, insignificant, toiling flies.  But she could not see them like that, not other 
people.  She saw herself like that -- she was a fly, but the others were dragonflies, butterflies, 
beautiful insects, dancing, fluttering, skimming, while she alone dragged herself up out of the 
saucer.  (Envy and spite, the most detestable of the vices, were her chief faults.) 
 "I feel like some dowdy, decrepit, horribly dingy old fly," she said, making Robert 
Haydon stop just to hear her say that, just to reassure herself by furbishing up a poor weak-kneed 
phrase and so showing how detached she was, how witty, that she did not feel in the least out of 
anything.  And, of course, Robert Haydon answered something, quite polite, quite insincere, 
which she saw through instantly, and said to herself, directly he went (again from some book), 
"Lies, lies, lies!"  For a party makes things either much more real, or much less real, she thought; 
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she saw in a flash to the bottom of Robert Haydon's heart; she saw through everything.  She saw 
the truth. THIS was true, this drawing-room, this self, and the other false.  Miss Milan's little 
workroom was really terribly hot, stuffy, sordid.  It smelt of clothes and cabbage cooking; and 
yet, when Miss Milan put the glass in her hand, and she looked at herself with the dress on, 
finished, an extraordinary bliss shot through her heart. Suffused with light, she sprang into 
existence. Rid of cares and wrinkles, what she had dreamed of herself was there -- a beautiful 
woman. just for a second (she had not dared look longer, Miss Milan wanted to know about the 
length of the skirt), there looked at her, framed in the scrolloping mahogany, a grey-white, 
mysteriously smiling, charming girl, the core of herself, the soul of herself; and it was not vanity 
only, not only self-love that made her think it good, tender, and true.  Miss Milan said that the 
skirt could not well be longer; if anything the skirt, said Miss Milan, puckering her forehead, 
considering with all her wits about her, must be shorter; and she felt, suddenly, honestly, full of 
love for Miss Milan, much, much fonder of Miss Milan than of any one in the whole world, and 
could have cried for pity that she should be crawling on the floor with her mouth full of pins, and 
her face red and her eyes bulging -- that one human being should be doing this for another, and 
she saw them all as human beings merely, and herself going off to her party, and Miss Milan 
pulling the cover over the canary's cage, or letting him pick a hemp-seed from between her lips, 
and the thought of it, of this side of human nature and its patience and its endurance and its being 
content with such miserable, scanty, sordid, little pleasures filled her eyes with tears. 
 And now the whole thing had vanished.  The dress, the room, the love, the pity, the 
scrolloping looking-glass, and the canary's cage -- all had vanished, and here she was in a corner 
of Mrs. Dalloway's drawing-room, suffering tortures, woken wide awake to reality. 
 But it was all so paltry, weak-blooded, and petty-minded to care so much at her age with 
two children, to be still so utterly dependent on people's opinions and not have principles or 
convictions, not to be able to say as other people did, "There's Shakespeare!  There's death! 
 We're all weevils in a captain's biscuit" -- or whatever it was that people did say. 
 She faced herself straight in the glass; she pecked at her left shoulder; she issued out into 
the room, as if spears were thrown at her yellow dress from all sides.  But instead of looking 
fierce or tragic, as Rose Shaw would have done -- Rose would have looked like Boadicea -- she 
looked foolish and self-conscious, and simpered like a schoolgirl and slouched across the room, 
positively slinking, as if she were a beaten mongrel, and looked at a picture, an engraving.  As if 
one went to a party to look at a picture!  Everybody knew why she did it -- it was from shame, 
from humiliation. 
 "Now the fly's in the saucer," she said to herself, "right in the middle, and can't get out, 
and the milk," she thought, rigidly staring at the picture, "is sticking its wings together." 
 "It's so old-fashioned," she said to Charles Burt, making him stop (which by itself he 
hated) on his way to talk to some one else. She meant, or she tried to make herself think that she 
meant, that it was the picture and not her dress, that was old-fashioned. And one word of praise, 
one word of affection from Charles would have made all the difference to her at the moment.  If 
he had only said, "Mabel, you're looking charming to-night!" it would have changed her life. 
 But then she ought to have been truthful and direct.  Charles said nothing of the kind, of course. 
 He was malice itself.  He always saw through one, especially if one were feeling particularly 
mean, paltry, or feeble-minded. 
 "Mabel's got a new dress!" he said, and the poor fly was absolutely shoved into the 
middle of the saucer.  Really, he would like her to drown, she believed.  He had no heart, no 
fundamental kindness, only a veneer of friendliness.  Miss Milan was much more real, much 
kinder.  If only one could feel that and stick to it, always.  "Why," she asked herself -- replying to 
Charles much too pertly, letting him see that she was out of temper, or "ruffled" as he called it 
("Rather ruffled?" he said and went on to laugh at her with some woman over there) -- "Why," 
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she asked herself, "can't I feel one thing always, feel quite sure that Miss Milan is right, and 
Charles wrong and stick to it, feel sure about the canary and pity and love and not be whipped all 
round in a second by coming into a room full of people?"  It was her odious, weak, vacillating 
character again, always giving at the critical moment and not being seriously interested in 
conchology, etymology, botany, archeology, cutting up potatoes and watching them fructify like 
Mary Dennis, like Violet Searle. 
 Then Mrs. Holman, seeing her standing there, bore down upon her.  Of course a thing 
like a dress was beneath Mrs. Holman's notice, with her family always tumbling downstairs or 
having the scarlet fever.  Could Mabel tell her if Elmthorpe was ever let for August and 
September?  Oh, it was a conversation that bored her unutterably! -- it made her furious to be 
treated like a house agent or a messenger boy, to be made use of.  Not to have value, that was it, 
she thought, trying to grasp something hard, something real, while she tried to answer sensibly 
about the bathroom and the south aspect and the hot water to the top of the house; and all the 
time she could see little bits of her yellow dress in the round looking-glass which made them all 
the size of boot-buttons or tadpoles; and it was amazing to think how much humiliation and 
agony and self-loathing and effort and passionate ups and downs of feeling were contained in a 
thing the size of a threepenny bit.  And what was still odder, this thing, this Mabel Waring, was 
separate, quite disconnected; and though Mrs. Holman (the black button) was leaning forward 
and telling her how her eldest boy had strained his heart running, she could see her, too, quite 
detached in the looking-glass, and it was impossible that the black dot, leaning forward, 
gesticulating, should make the yellow dot, sitting solitary, self-centred, feel what the black dot 
was feeling, yet they pretended. 
 "So impossible to keep boys quiet" -- that was the kind of thing one said. 
 And Mrs. Holman, who could never get enough sympathy and snatched what little there 
was greedily, as if it were her right (but she deserved much more for there was her little girl who 
had come down this morning with a swollen knee-joint), took this miserable offering and looked 
at it suspiciously, grudgingly, as if it were a halfpenny when it ought to have been a pound and 
put it away in her purse, must put up with it, mean and miserly though it was, times being hard, 
so very hard; and on she went, creaking, injured Mrs. Holman, about the girl with the swollen 
joints.  Ah, it was tragic, this greed, this clamour of human beings, like a row of cormorants, 
barking and flapping their wings for sympathy -- it was tragic, could one have felt it and not 
merely pretended to feel it! 
 But in her yellow dress to-night she could not wring out one drop more; she wanted it all, 
all for herself. She knew (she kept on looking into the glass, dipping into that dreadfully 
showing-up blue pool) that she was condemned, despised, left like this in a backwater, because 
of her being like this a feeble, vacillating creature; and it seemed to her that the yellow dress was 
a penance which she had deserved, and if she had been dressed like Rose Shaw, in lovely, 
clinging green with a ruffle of swansdown, she would have deserved that; and she thought that 
there was no escape for her -- none whatever.  But it was not her fault altogether, after all.  It was 
being one of a family of ten; never having money enough, always skimping and paring; and her 
mother carrying great cans, and the linoleum worn on the stair edges, and one sordid little 
domestic tragedy after another -- nothing catastrophic, the sheep farm failing, but not utterly; her 
eldest brother marrying beneath him but not very much -- there was no romance, nothing 
extreme about them all.  They petered out respectably in seaside resorts; every watering-place 
had one of her aunts even now asleep in some lodging with the front windows not quite facing 
the sea.  That was so like them -- they had to squint at things always.  And she had done the same 
-- she was just like her aunts.  For all her dreams of living in India, married to some hero like Sir 
Henry Lawrence, some empire builder (still the sight of a native in a turban filled her with 
romance), she had failed utterly.  She had married Hubert, with his safe, permanent underling's 
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job in the Law Courts, and they managed tolerably in a smallish house, without proper maids, 
and hash when she was alone or just bread and butter, but now and then -- Mrs. Holman was off, 
thinking her the most dried-up, unsympathetic twig she had ever met, absurdly dressed, too, and 
would tell every one about Mabel's fantastic appearance -- now and then, thought Mabel Waring, 
left alone on the blue sofa, punching the cushion in order to look occupied, for she would not 
join Charles Burt and Rose Shaw, chattering like magpies and perhaps laughing at her by the 
fireplace -- now and then, there did come to her delicious moments, reading the other night in 
bed, for instance, or down by the sea on the sand in the sun, at Easter -- let her recall it -- a great 
tuft of pale sand-grass standing all twisted like a shock of spears against the sky, which was blue 
like a smooth china egg, so firm, so hard, and then the melody of the waves -- "Hush, hush," they 
said, and the children's shouts paddling -- yes, it was a divine moment, and there she lay, she felt, 
in the hand of the Goddess who was the world; rather a hard-hearted, but very beautiful Goddess, 
a little lamb laid on the altar (one did think these silly things, and it didn't matter so long as one 
never said them). And also with Hubert sometimes she had quite unexpectedly--carving the 
mutton for Sunday lunch, for no reason, opening a letter, coming into a room -- divine moments, 
when she said to herself (for she would never say this to anybody else), "This is it.  This has 
happened.  This is it!"  And the other way about it was equally surprising -- that is, when 
everything was arranged -- music, weather, holidays, every reason for happiness was there -- 
then nothing happened at all. One wasn't happy.  It was flat, just flat, that was all. 
 Her wretched self again, no doubt!  She had always been a fretful, weak, unsatisfactory 
mother, a wobbly wife, lolling about in a kind of twilight existence with nothing very clear or 
very bold, or more one thing than another, like all her brothers and sisters, except perhaps 
Herbert -- they were all the same poor water-veined creatures who did nothing.  Then in the 
midst of this creeping, crawling life, suddenly she was on the crest of a wave.  That wretched fly 
-- where had she read the story that kept coming into her mind about the fly and the saucer? -- 
struggled out. Yes, she had those moments. But now that she was forty, they might come more 
and more seldom.  By degrees she would cease to struggle any more.  But that was deplorable! 
That was not to be endured!  That made her feel ashamed of herself! 
 She would go to the London Library to-morrow. She would find some wonderful, 
helpful, astonishing book, quite by chance, a book by a clergyman, by an American no one had 
ever heard of; or she would walk down the Strand and drop, accidentally, into a hall where a 
miner was telling about the life in the pit, and suddenly she would become a new person.  She 
would be absolutely transformed.  She would wear a uniform; she would be called Sister 
Somebody; she would never give a thought to clothes again.  And for ever after she would be 
perfectly clear about Charles Burt and Miss Milan and this room and that room; and it would be 
always, day after day, as if she were lying in the sun or carving the mutton. It would be it! 
 So she got up from the blue sofa, and the yellow button in the looking-glass got up too, 
and she waved her hand to Charles and Rose to show them she did not depend on them one 
scrap, and the yellow button moved out of the looking-glass, and all the spears were gathered 
into her breast as she walked towards Mrs. Dalloway and said "Good night." 
 "But it's too early to go," said Mrs. Dalloway, who was always so charming. 
 "I'm afraid I must," said Mabel Waring. "But," she added in her weak, wobbly voice 
which only sounded ridiculous when she tried to strengthen it, "I have enjoyed myself 
enormously." 
 'I have enjoyed myself," she said to Mr. Dalloway, whom she met on the stairs. 
 "Lies, lies, lies!" she said to herself, going downstairs, and "Right in the saucer!" she said 
to herself as she thanked Mrs. Barnet for helping her and wrapped herself, round and round and 
round, in the Chinese cloak she had worn these twenty years. 
 


