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The Story of an Hour 

Kate Chopin 

 
Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break 

to her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death. 

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in 

half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been 

in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently 

Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He had only taken the time to assure himself of its 

truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in 

bearing the sad message. 

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to 

accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms. 

When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no 

one follow her. 

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank, 

pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul. 

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with 

the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was 

crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly, 

and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves. 

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and 

piled one above the other in the west facing her window. 

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except 

when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep 

continues to sob in its dreams. 

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain 

strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on 

one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a 

suspension of intelligent thought. 



Copyright © by Holt, Rinehart and Winston. All rights reserved. 

Kate Chopin’s “The Story of an Hour” originally published 1894. 

 

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She 

did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, 

reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air. 

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that 

was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will—as powerless 

as her two white slender hands would have been. 

When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She 

said it over and over under her breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look of terror 

that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and 

the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body. 

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and 

exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial. 

She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; 

the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw 

beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her 

absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome. 

There would be no one to live for her during those coming years; she would live for herself. 

There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and 

women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind 

intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief 

moment of illumination. 

And yet she had loved him—sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could 

love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the face of this possession of self-assertion which she 

suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being! 

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

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for 

admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door—you will make yourself ill. What are 

you doing, Louise? For heaven's sake open the door." 

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

that open window. 
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Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, 

and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. 

It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long. 

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a feverish 

triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped 

her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the 

bottom. 

Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a 

little travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the 

scene of the accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine's 

piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife. 

But Richards was too late. 

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease—of joy that kills. 



 

The Boarding House 

James Joyce 

MRS. MOONEY was a butcher's daughter. She was a woman who was quite 
able to keep things to herself: a determined woman. She had married her 
father's foreman and opened a butcher's shop near Spring Gardens. But as 
soon as his father-in-law was dead Mr. Mooney began to go to the devil. He 
drank, plundered the till, ran headlong into debt. It was no use making him 
take the pledge: he was sure to break out again a few days after. By fighting 
his wife in the presence of customers and by buying bad meat he ruined his 
business. One night he went for his wife with the cleaver and she had to 
sleep a neighbour's house. 

After that they lived apart. She went to the priest and got a separation from 
him with care of the children. She would give him neither money nor food 
nor house-room; and so he was obliged to enlist himself as a sheriff's man. 
He was a shabby stooped little drunkard with a white face and a white 
moustache white eyebrows, pencilled above his little eyes, which were 
veined and raw; and all day long he sat in the bailiff's room, waiting to be 
put on a job. Mrs. Mooney, who had taken what remained of her money out 
of the butcher business and set up a boarding house in Hardwicke Street, 
was a big imposing woman. Her house had a floating population made up of 
tourists from Liverpool and the Isle of Man and, occasionally, artistes from 
the music halls. Its resident population was made up of clerks from the city. 
She governed the house cunningly and firmly, knew when to give credit, 
when to be stern and when to let things pass. All the resident young men 
spoke of her as The Madam. 

Mrs. Mooney's young men paid fifteen shillings a week for board and 
lodgings (beer or stout at dinner excluded). They shared in common tastes 
and occupations and for this reason they were very chummy with one 
another. They discussed with one another the chances of favourites and 
outsiders. Jack Mooney, the Madam's son, who was clerk to a commission 
agent in Fleet Street, had the reputation of being a hard case. He was fond of 
using soldiers' obscenities: usually he came home in the small hours. When 
he met his friends he had always a good one to tell them and he was always 
sure to be on to a good thing-that is to say, a likely horse or a likely artiste. 
He was also handy with the mits and sang comic songs. On Sunday nights 
there would often be a reunion in Mrs. Mooney's front drawing-room. The 



 

music-hall artistes would oblige; and Sheridan played waltzes and polkas 
and vamped accompaniments. Polly Mooney, the Madam's daughter, would 
also sing. She sang: 

I'm a ... naughty girl. 
You needn't sham: 

You know I am. 

Polly was a slim girl of nineteen; she had light soft hair and a small full 
mouth. Her eyes, which were grey with a shade of green through them, had a 
habit of glancing upwards when she spoke with anyone, which made her 
look like a little perverse madonna. Mrs. Mooney had first sent her daughter 
to be a typist in a corn-factor's office but, as a disreputable sheriff's man 
used to come every other day to the office, asking to be allowed to say a 
word to his daughter, she had taken her daughter home again and set her to 
do housework. As Polly was very lively the intention was to give her the run 
of the young men. Besides young men like to feel that there is a young 
woman not very far away. Polly, of course, flirted with the young men but 
Mrs. Mooney, who was a shrewd judge, knew that the young men were only 
passing the time away: none of them meant business. Things went on so for 
a long time and Mrs. Mooney began to think of sending Polly back to 
typewriting when she noticed that something was going on between Polly 
and one of the young men. She watched the pair and kept her own counsel. 

Polly knew that she was being watched, but still her mother's persistent 
silence could not be misunderstood. There had been no open complicity 
between mother and daughter, no open understanding but, though people in 
the house began to talk of the affair, still Mrs. Mooney did not intervene. 

Polly began to grow a little strange in her manner and the young man was 
evidently perturbed. At last, when she judged it to be the right moment, Mrs. 
Mooney intervened. She dealt with moral problems as a cleaver deals with 
meat: and in this case she had made up her mind. 

It was a bright Sunday morning of early summer, promising heat, but with a 
fresh breeze blowing. All the windows of the boarding house were open and 
the lace curtains ballooned gently towards the street beneath the raised 
sashes. The belfry of George's Church sent out constant peals and 
worshippers, singly or in groups, traversed the little circus before the church, 
revealing their purpose by their self-contained demeanour no less than by the 
little volumes in their gloved hands. Breakfast was over in the boarding 



 

house and the table of the breakfast-room was covered with plates on which 
lay yellow streaks of eggs with morsels of bacon-fat and bacon-rind. Mrs. 

Mooney sat in the straw arm-chair and watched the servant Mary remove the 
breakfast things. She mad Mary collect the crusts and pieces of broken bread 
to help to make Tuesday's bread- pudding. When the table was cleared, the 
broken bread collected, the sugar and butter safe under lock and key, she 
began to reconstruct the interview which she had had the night before with 
Polly. Things were as she had suspected: she had been frank in her questions 
and Polly had been frank in her answers. Both had been somewhat awkward, 
of course. She had been made awkward by her not wishing to receive the 
news in too cavalier a fashion or to seem to have connived and Polly had 
been made awkward not merely because allusions of that kind always made 
her awkward but also because she did not wish it to be thought that in her 
wise innocence she had divined the intention behind her mother's tolerance. 

Mrs. Mooney glanced instinctively at the little gilt clock on the mantelpiece 
as soon as she had become aware through her revery that the bells of 
George's Church had stopped ringing. It was seventeen minutes past eleven: 
she would have lots of time to have the matter out with Mr. Doran and then 
catch short twelve at Marlborough Street. She was sure she would win. To 
begin with she had all the weight of social opinion on her side: she was an 
outraged mother. She had allowed him to live beneath her roof, assuming 
that he was a man of honour and he had simply abused her hospitality. He 
was thirty-four or thirty-five years of age, so that youth could not be pleaded 
as his excuse; nor could ignorance be his excuse since he was a man who 
had seen something of the world. He had simply taken advantage of Polly's 
youth and inexperience: that was evident. The question was: What reparation 
would he make? 

There must be reparation made in such case. It is all very well for the man: 
he can go his ways as if nothing had happened, having had his moment of 
pleasure, but the girl has to bear the brunt. Some mothers would be content 
to patch up such an affair for a sum of money; she had known cases of it. 
But she would not do so. For her only one reparation could make up for the 
loss of her daughter's honour: marriage. 

She counted all her cards again before sending Mary up to Doran's room to 
say that she wished to speak with him. She felt sure she would win. He was 
a serious young man, not rakish or loud-voiced like the others. If it had been 
Mr. Sheridan or Mr. Meade or Bantam Lyons her task would have been 



 

much harder. She did not think he would face publicity. All the lodgers in 
the house knew something of the affair; details had been invented by some. 
Besides, he had been employed for thirteen years in a great Catholic wine- 
merchant's office and publicity would mean for him, perhaps, the loss of his 
job. Whereas if he agreed all might be well. She knew he had a good screw 
for one thing and she suspected he had a bit of stuff put by. 

Nearly the half-hour! She stood up and surveyed herself in the pier-glass. 
The decisive expression of her great florid face satisfied her and she thought 
of some mothers she knew who could not get their daughters off their hands. 

Mr. Doran was very anxious indeed this Sunday morning. He had made two 
attempts to shave but his hand had been so unsteady that he had been 
obliged to desist. Three days' reddish beard fringed his jaws and every two 
or three minutes a mist gathered on his glasses so that he had to take them 
off and polish them with his pocket-handkerchief. The recollection of his 
confession of the night before was a cause of acute pain to him; the priest 
had drawn out every ridiculous detail of the affair and in the end had so 
magnified his sin that he was almost thankful at being afforded a loophole of 
reparation. The harm was done. What could he do now but marry her or run 
away? He could not brazen it out. The affair would be sure to be talked of 
and his employer would be certain to hear of it. Dublin is such a small city: 
everyone knows everyone else's business. He felt his heart leap warmly in 
his throat as he heard in his excited imagination old Mr. Leonard calling out 
in his rasping voice: "Send Mr. Doran here, please." 

All his long years of service gone for nothing! All his industry and diligence 
thrown away! As a young man he had sown his wild oats, of course; he had 
boasted of his free-thinking and denied the existence of God to his 
companions in public- houses. But that was all passed and done with... 
nearly. He still bought a copy of Reynolds's Newspaper every week but he 
attended to his religious duties and for nine-tenths of the year lived a regular 
life. He had money enough to settle down on; it was not that. But the family 
would look down on her. First of all there was her disreputable father and 
then her mother's boarding house was beginning to get a certain fame. He 
had a notion that he was being had. He could imagine his friends talking of 
the affair and laughing. She was a little vulgar; some times she said "I seen" 
and "If I had've known." But what would grammar matter if he really loved 
her? He could not make up his mind whether to like her or despise her for 



 

what she had done. Of course he had done it too. His instinct urged him to 
remain free, not to marry. Once you are married you are done for, it said. 

While he was sitting helplessly on the side of the bed in shirt and trousers 
she tapped lightly at his door and entered. She told him all, that she had 
made a clean breast of it to her mother and that her mother would speak with 
him that morning. She cried and threw her arms round his neck, saying: 

"O Bob! Bob! What am I to do? What am I to do at all?" 

She would put an end to herself, she said. 

He comforted her feebly, telling her not to cry, that it would be all right, 

never fear. He felt against his shirt the agitation of her bosom. 

It was not altogether his fault that it had happened. He remembered well, 
with the curious patient memory of the celibate, the first casual caresses her 
dress, her breath, her fingers had given him. Then late one night as he was 
undressing for she had tapped at his door, timidly. She wanted to relight her 
candle at his for hers had been blown out by a gust. It was her bath night. 
She wore a loose open combing- jacket of printed flannel. Her white instep 
shone in the opening of her furry slippers and the blood glowed warmly 
behind her perfumed skin. From her hands and wrists too as she lit and 
steadied her candle a faint perfume arose. 

On nights when he came in very late it was she who warmed up his dinner. 
He scarcely knew what he was eating feeling her beside him alone, at night, 
in the sleeping house. And her thoughtfulness! If the night was anyway cold 
or wet or windy there was sure to be a little tumbler of punch ready for him. 
Perhaps they could be happy together.... 

They used to go upstairs together on tiptoe, each with a candle, and on the 
third landing exchange reluctant goodnights. They used to kiss. He 
remembered well her eyes, the touch of her hand and his delirium.... 

But delirium passes. He echoed her phrase, applying it to himself: "What am 
I to do?" The instinct of the celibate warned him to hold back. But the sin 
was there; even his sense of honour told him that reparation must be made 
for such a sin. 



 

While he was sitting with her on the side of the bed Mary came to the door 
and said that the missus wanted to see him in the parlour. He stood up to put 
on his coat and waistcoat, more helpless than ever. When he was dressed he 
went over to her to comfort her. It would be all right, never fear. He left her 
crying on the bed and moaning softly: "O my God!" 

Going down the stairs his glasses became so dimmed with moisture that he 
had to take them off and polish them. He longed to ascend through the roof 
and fly away to another country where he would never hear again of his 
trouble, and yet a force pushed him downstairs step by step. The implacable 
faces of his employer and of the Madam stared upon his discomfiture. On 
the last flight of stairs he passed Jack Mooney who was coming up from the 
pantry nursing two bottles of Bass. They saluted coldly; and the lover's eyes 
rested for a second or two on a thick bulldog face and a pair of thick short 
arms. When he reached the foot of the staircase he glanced up and saw Jack 
regarding him from the door of the return-room. 

Suddenly he remembered the night when one of the musichall artistes, a 
little blond Londoner, had made a rather free allusion to Polly. The reunion 
had been almost broken up on account of Jack's violence. Everyone tried to 
quiet him. The music-hall artiste, a little paler than usual, kept smiling and 
saying that there was no harm meant: but Jack kept shouting at him that if 
any fellow tried that sort of a game on with his sister he'd bloody well put 
his teeth down his throat, so he would. 

Polly sat for a little time on the side of the bed, crying. Then she dried her 
eyes and went over to the looking-glass. She dipped the end of the towel in 
the water-jug and refreshed her eyes with the cool water. She looked at 
herself in profile and readjusted a hairpin above her ear. Then she went back 
to the bed again and sat at the foot. She regarded the pillows for a long time 
and the sight of them awakened in her mind secret, amiable memories. She 
rested the nape of her neck against the cool iron bed-rail and fell into a 
reverie. There was no longer any perturbation visible on her face. 

She waited on patiently, almost cheerfully, without alarm. her memories 
gradually giving place to hopes and visions of the future. Her hopes and 
visions were so intricate that she no longer saw the white pillows on which 
her gaze was fixed or remembered that she was waiting for anything. 



 

At last she heard her mother calling. She started to her feet and ran to the 
banisters. 

"Polly! Polly!" 

"Yes, mamma?" 

"Come down, dear. Mr. Doran wants to speak to you." 

Then she remembered what she had been waiting for. 
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Life was very hard for the Whipples. It was hard to feed all the 

hungry mouths, it was hard to keep the children in flannels during 

the wimer, short as it was : "God knows what would become of us 

if we lived north," they would say: keeping them decently clean 

was hard. "It looks like our luck won't never let up on us," said 

Mr. Whipple, but Mrs. Whipple was all for taking what was sent 

and calling it good, anyhow when the neighbors were in earshot. 

"Don't ever let a soul hear . us complain," she kept saying to her 

husband. She couldn't stand to be pitied. "No, not if it comes to it 

that we have to live in a wagon and pick cotton around the coun 

try," she said, "nobody's going to get a chance to look down on 

us." 

Mrs. Whipple loved her second son, the simple-minded one, 

better than she loved the other two children put together. She was 

forever saying so, and when she talked with certain of her neigh 

bors, she would even throw in her husband and her mother for 

good measure. 

"You needn't keep on saying it around," said Mr. Whipple, 

"you'll make people think nobody else has any feelings about Him 

but you." 

"It's natural for a mother," Mrs. Whipple would remind him. 

"You know yourself it's more natural for a mother to be that way. 

People don't expect so much of fathers, some way." 

This didn't keep the neighbors from talking plainly among them 

selves. "A Lord's pure mercy if He should die," they said. "It's the 

sins of the fathers," they agreed among themselves. "There's bad 
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blood and bad doings somewhere, you can bet on that." This be 

hind the Whipples' backs. To their faces everybody said, "He's not 

so bad off. He'll be all right yet. Look how He grows!"  

Mrs. Whipple hated to talk about it, she tried to keep her mind 

off it, but every time anybody set foot in the house, the subject 

always came up, and she had to talk about Him first, before she 

could get on to anything else. It seemed to ease her mind. "I 

wouldn't have anything happen to Him for al the world, but it just 

looks like I can't keep Him out of mischief. He's so strong and 

active, He's always into everything; He was like that since He 

could walk. It's actually funny sometimes, the way He can do any 

thing; it's laughable to see Him up to His tricks. Emly has more 

accidents; I'm forever tying up her bruises, and Adna can't fall a 

foot without cracking a bone. But He can do anything and not get 

a scratch. The preacher said such a nice thing once when he was 

here. He said, and I'll remember it to my dying day, 'The innocent 

walk with God-that's why He don't get hurt.' " Whenever Mrs. 

Whipple repeated these words, she always felt a warm pool spread 

in her breast, and the tears would fill her eyes, and then she could 

talk about something else. 

He did grow and He never got hurt. A plank blew off the 

chicken house and struck Him on the head and He never seemed 

to know it. He had learned a few words, and after this He forgot 

them. He didn't whine for food as the other children did, but 

waited until it was given Him; He ate squatting in the comer, 

smacking and mumbling. Rolls of fat covered Him like an 

overcoat, and He could carry twice as much wood and water as 

Adna. Ernly had a cold in the head most of the time-"she takes 

that after me," said Mrs. Whipple-so in bad weather they gave 

her the extra blanket off His cot. He never seemed to mind the 

cold. 

Just the same, Mrs. Whipple's life was a torment for fear some 

thing might happen to Him. He climbed the peach trees much 

better than Adna and went skittering along the branches like a 

monkey, just a regular monkey. "Oh, Mrs. Whipple, you hadn't 

ought to let Him do that. He']] Jose His balance sometime. He 

can't rightly know what He's doing." 

Mrs. Whipple almost screamed out at the neighbor. "He does 

know what He's doing! He's as able as any other child! Come 
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down out of there, you!" When He finally reached the ground she 

could hardly keep her hands off Him for acting like that before 

people, a grin all over His face and her worried sick about Him all 

the time. 

"It's the neighbors," said Mrs. Whipple to her husband. "Oh, I 

do mortally wish they would keep out of our business. I can't 

afford to let Him do anything for fear they'll come nosing around 

about it. Look at the bees, now. Adna can't handle them, they 

sting him up so; I haven't got time to do everything, and now I 

don't dare let Him. But if He gets a sting He don't really mind." 

"It's just because He ain't got sense enough to be scared of 

anything," said Mr. Whipple. 

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself," said Mrs. Whipple, 

"talking that way about your own child. Who's to take up for Him 

if we don't, I'd like to know? He sees a lot that goes on, He listens 

to things all the time. And anything I tell Him to do He does it. 

Don't never let anybody hear you say such things. They'd think 

you favored the other children over Him." 

"Well, now I don't, and you know it, and what's the use of 

getting all worked up about it? You always think the worst of 

everything. Just let Him alone, He'll get along somehow. He gets 

plenty to eat and wear, don't He?" Mr. Whipple suddenly felt tired 

out. "Anyhow, it can't be helped now." 

Mrs. Whipple felt tired too, she complained in a tired voice. 

"What's done can't never be undone, I know that as good as 

anybody; but He's my child, and I'm not going to have people say 

anything. I get sick of people coming around saying things al the 

time." 

In the early fal Mrs. Whipple got a letter from her brother 

saying he and his wife and two children were coming over for a 

little visit next Sunday week. "Put the big pot in the little one," he 

wrote at the end. Mrs. Whipple read this part out loud twice, she 

was so pleased. Her brother was a great one for saying funny 

things. "We'll just show him that's no joke," she said, "we'll just 

butcher one of the sucking pigs." 

"It's a waste and I don't hold with waste the way we are now," 

said Mr. Whipple. "That pig'll be worth money by Christmas."  

"It's a shame and a pity we can't have a decent meal's vittles 

once in a while when my own family comes to see us," said Mrs. 
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Whipple. "I'd hate for his wife to go back and say there wasn't a 

thing in the house to eat. My God, it's better than buying up a 

great chance of meat in town. There's where you'd spend the 

money!"  

"All right, do it yourself then," said Mr. Whipple. "Christa 

mighty, no wonder we can't get ahead!"  

The question was how to get the little pig away from his rna, a 

great fighter, worse than a Jersey cow. Adna wouldn't try it: "That 

sow'd rip my insides out al over the pen." "All right, old fraidy," 

said Mrs. Whipple, "He's not scared. Watch Him do it." And she 

laughed as though it was all a good joke and gave Him a little push 

towards the pen. He sneaked up and snatched the pig right away 

from the teat and galloped back and was over the fence with the 

sow raging at His heels. The little black squirming thing was 

screeching like a baby in a tantrum, stiffening its back and stretch 

ing its mouth to the ears. Mrs. Whipple took the pig with her face 

stiff and sliced its throat with one stroke. When He saw the blood 

He gave a great jolting breath and ran away. "But He'll forget and 

eat plenty, just the same," thought Mrs. Whipple. Whenever she 

was thinking, her lips moved making words. "He'd eat it all if I 

didn't stop Him. He'd eat up every mouthful from the other two 

if I'd let Him." 

She felt badly about it. He was ten years old now and a third 

again as large as Adna, who was going on fourteen. "It's a shame, 

a shame," she kept saying under her breath, "and Adna with so 

much brains!"  

She kept on feeling badly about al sorts of things. In the first 

place it was the man's work to butcher; the sight of the pig scraped 

pink and naked made her sick. He was too fat and soft and pitiful 

looking. It was simply a shame the way things had to happen. By 

the time she had finished it up, she almost wished her brother 

would stay at home. 

Early Sunday morning Mrs. Whipple dropped everything to get 

Him all cleaned up. In an hour He was dirty again, with crawling 

under fences after a possum, and straddling along the rafters of the 

barn looking for eggs in the hayloft. "My Lord, look at you now 

after all my trying! And here's Adna and Emly staying so qtdet. I 

get tired trying to keep you decent. Get off that shirt and put on 

another, people will say I don't half dress you!" And she boxed 
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Him on the ears, hard. He blinked and blinked and rubbed His 

head, and His face hurt Mrs. Whipple's feelings. Her knees began 

to tremble, she had to sit down while she buttoned His shirt. "I'm 

just al gone before the day starts." 

The brother came with his plump healthy wife and two great 

roaring hungry boys. They had a grand dinner, with the pig  

roasted to a crackling in the middle of the table, full of dressing, a 

pickled peach in his mouth and plenty of gravy for the sweet pota 

toes. 

"This looks like prosperity all right," said the brother; "you're 

going to have to roll me home like I was a barrel when I'm done." 

Everybody laughed out loud; it was fine to hear them laughing 

al at once around the table. Mrs. Whipple felt warm and good 

about it. "Oh, we've got six more of these; I say it's as little as we 

can do when you come to see us so seldom."  

He wouldn't come into the dining room, and Mrs. Whipple 

passed it off very well. "He's timider than my other two," she said, 

"He'll just have to get used to you. There isn't everybody He'll 

make up with, you know how it is with some children, even cous 

ins." Nobody said anything out of the way. 

"Just like my Alfy here," said the brother's wife. "I sometimes 

got to lick him to make him shake hands with his own grand 

mammy." 

So that was over, and Mrs. Whipple loaded up a big plate for 

Him first, before everybody. "I always say He ain't to be slighted, 

no matter who else goes without," she said, and carried it to Him 

herself. 

"He can chin Himself on the top of the door," said Emly, help 

ing along. 

"That's fine, He's getting along fine," said the brother. 

They went away after supper. Mrs. Whipple rounded up the 

dishes, and sent the children to bed and sat down and unlaced her 

shoes. "You see?" she said to Mr. Whipple. "That's the way my 

whole family is. Nice and considerate about everything. No out-of 

the-way remarks-they have got refinement. I get awfully sick of 

people's remarks. Wasn't that pig good?'' 

Mr. Whipple said, "Yes, we're out three hundred pounds of 

pork, that's all. It's easy to be polite when you come to eat. Who 

knows what they had in their minds all along?'' 
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"Yes, that's like you," said Mrs. Whipple. "I don't expect any 

thing else from you. You'll be telling me next that my own brother 

will be saying around that we made Him eat in the kitchen! Oh, 

my God!" She rocked her head in her hands, a hard pain started in 

the very middle of her forehead. "Now it's all spoiled, and every 

thing was so nice and easy. All right, you don't like them and you 

never did-all right, they'll not come here again soon, never you 

mind ! But they can't say He wasn't dressed every lick as good as 

Adna-oh, honest, sometimes I wish I was dead !" 

"I wish you'd let up," said Mr. Whipple. "It's bad enough as it 

is." 

 
It was a hard winter. It seemed to Mrs. Whipple that they hadn't 

ever known anything but hard times, and now to cap it all a winter 

like this. The crops were about half of what they had a right to 

expect; after the cotton was in it didn't do much more than cover  

the grocery bill. 'They swapped off one of the plow horses, and got 

cheated, for the new one died of the heaves. Mrs. Whipple kept 

thinking al the time it was terrible to have a man you couldn't 

depend on not to get cheated. They cut down cin everything, but 

Mrs. Whipple kept saying there are things you can't cut down on, 

and they cost money. It took a lot of warm clothes for Adna and 

Emly, who walked four miles to school during the three-months 

session. "He sets around the fire a lot, He won't need so much," 

said Mr. Whipple. "That's so," said Mrs. Whipple, "and when He 

does the outdoor chores He can wear your tarpaullion coat. I can't 

do no better, that's al." 

In February He was taken sick, and lay curled up under His 

blanket looking very blue in the face and acting as if He would 

choke. Mr. and Mrs. Whipple did everything they could for Him 

for two days, and then they were scared and sent for the doctor. 

The doctor told them they must keep Him warm and give Him 

plenty of milk and eggs. "He isn't as stout as He looks, I'm 

afraid," said the doctor. "You've got to watch them when they're 

like that. You must put more cover onto Him, too." 

"I just took off His big blanket to wash," said Mrs. Whipple, 

ashamed. "I can't stand dirt." 

"Well, you'd better put it back on the minute it's dry," said the 

doctor, "or He'll have pneumonia." 
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Mr. and Mrs. Whipple took a blanket off their own bed and put 

His cot in by the fire. "They can't say we didn't do everything for 

Him," she said, "even to sleeping cold ourselves on His account." 

When the winter broke He seemed to be well again, but He 

walked as if His feet hurt Him. He was able to run a cotton planter 

during the season. 

"I got it all fixed up with Jim Ferguson about breeding the cow 

next time," said Mr. Whipple. "I'll pasture the bull this summer 

and give Jim some fodder in the fall. That's better than paying out 

money when you haven't got it." 

"I hope you didn't say such a thing before Jim Ferguson," said 

Mrs. Whipple. "You oughtn't to let him know we're so down as all 

that." 

"Godamighty, that ain't saying we're down. A man is got to 

look ahead sometimes. He can lead the bull over today. I need 

Adna on the place." 

At first Mrs. Whipple felt easy in her mind about sending Him 

for the bull. Adna was too jumpy and couldn't be trusted. You've 

got to be steady around animals. After He was gone she started 

thinking, and after a while she could hardly bear it any longer. She 

stood in the lane and watched for Him. It was nearly three miles 

to go and a hot day, but He oughtn't to be so long about it. She 

shaded her eyes and stared until colored bubbles floated in her 

eyeballs. It was just like everything else in life, she must always 

worry and never know a moment's peace about anything. After a 

long time she saw Him turn into the side lane, limping. He came 

on very slowly, leading the big hulk of an animal by a ring in the 

nose, twirling a little stick in His hand, never looking back or 

sideways, but coming on like a sleepwalker with His eyes half shut. 

Mrs. Whipple was scared sick of bulls; she had heard awful 

stories about how they followed on quietly enough, and then sud 

denly pitched on with a bellow and pawed and gored a body to 

pieces. Any second now that black monster would come down on 

Him, my God, He'd never have sense enough to run. 

She mustn't make a sound nor a move; she mustn't get the bull 

started. The bull heaved his head aside and horned the air at a fly. 

Her voice burst out of her in a shriek, and she screamed at Him to 

come on, for God's sake. He didn't seem to hear her clamor, but 

kept on twirling His switch and limping on, and the bull lumbered 
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along behind him as gently as a calf. Mrs. Whipple stopped caling 

and ran towards the house, praying under her breath : "Lord, don't 

let anything happen to Him. Lord, you know people will say we 

oughtn't to have sent Him. You know they'll say we didn't take 

care of Him. Oh, get Him home, safe home, safe home, and I'll 

look out for Him better! Amen."  

She watched from the window while He led the beast in, and 

tied him up in the barn. It was no use trying to keep up, Mrs. 

Whipple couldn't bear another thing. She sat down and rocked and 

cried with her apron over her head. 

From year to year the Whipples were growing poorer and 

poorer. The place just seemed to run down of itself, no matter how 

hard they worked. "We're losing our hold," said Mrs. Whipple. 

"Why can't we do like other people and watch for our best 

chances? They'll be calling us poor white trash next." 

"When I get to be sixteen I'm going to leave," said Adna. "I'm 

going to get a job in Powell's grocery store. There's money in that. 

No more farm for me." 

"I'm going to be a schoolteacher," said Emly. "But I've got to 

finish the eighth grade, anyhow. Then I can live in town. I don't 

see any chances here." 

"Emly takes after my family," said Mrs. Whipple. "Ambitious 

every last one of them, and they don't take second place for any 

body." 

When fall came Emly got a chance to wait on table in the rail 

road eating-house in the town near by, and it seemed such a shame 

not to take it when the wages were good and she could get her 

food too, that Mrs. Whipple decided to let her take it, and not 

bother with school until the next session. "You've got plenty of 

time," she said. "You're young and smart as a whip." 

With Adna gone too, Mr. Whipple tried to run the farm with 

just Him to help. He seemed to get along fine, doing His work and 

part of Adna's without noticing it. They did well enough until 

Christmas time, when one morning He slipped on the ice coming 

up from the bam. Instead of getting up He thrashed round and 

round, and when Mr. Whipple got to Him, He was having some 

sort of fit. 

They brought Him inside and tried to make Him sit up, but He 

blubbered and rolled, so they put Him to bed and Mr. Whipple 



57  

He 

rode to town for the doctor. All the way there and back he worried 

about where the money was to come from : it sure did look like he 

had about all the troubles he could carry. 

From then on He stayed in bed. His legs swelled up double their 

size, and the fits kept coming back. After four months, the doctor 

said, "It's no use, I think you'd better put Him in the County 

Home for treatment right away. I'll see about it for you. He'll have 

good care there and be off your hands." 

"We don't begrudge Him any care, and I won't let Him out of 

my sight," said Mrs. Whipple. "I won't have it said I sent my sick 

child off among strangers." 

"I know how you feel," said the doctor. "You can't tell me 

anything about that, Mrs. Whipple. I've got a boy of my own. But 

you'd better listen to me. I can't do anything more for Him, that's 

the truth."  

Mr. and Mrs. Whipple talked it over a long time that night after 

they went to bed. "It's just charity," said Mrs. Whipple, "that's 

what we've come to, charity ! I certainly never looked for this." 

"We pay taxes to help support the place just like everybody 

else," said Mr. Whipple, "and I don't call that taking charity. I 

think it would be fine to have Him where He'd get the best of 

everything . . . and besides, I can't keep up with these doctor 

bills any longer." 

"Maybe that's why the doctor wants us to send Him-he's 

scared he won't get his money," said Mrs. Whipple. 

"Don't talk like that," said Mr. Whipple, feeling pretty sick, "or 

we won't be able to send Him." 

"Oh, but we won't keep Him there long," said Mrs. Whipple. 

"Soon's He's better, we'll bring Him right back horne." 

"The doctor has told you and told you time and again He can't 

ever get better, and you might as well stop talking," said Mr. Whip 

ple. 

"Doctors don't know everything," said Mrs. Whipple, feeling 

almost happy. "But anyhow, in the summer Emly can come horne 

for a vacation, and Adna can get down for Sundays : we'll all work 

together and get on our feet again, and the children will feel 

they've got a place to come to." 

All at once she saw it full summer again, with the garden going 

fine, and new white roller shades up all over the house, and Adna 
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and Emly home, so full of life, all of them happy together. Oh, it 

could happen, things would ease up on them. 

They didn't talk before Him much, but they never knew just 

how much He understood. Finally the doctor set the day and a 

neighbor who owned a double-seated carryall offered to drive 

them over. The hospital would have sent an ambulance, but Mrs. 

Whipple couldn't stand to see Him going away looking so sick as 

all that. They wrapped Him in blankets, and the neighbor and Mr. 

Whipple lifted Him into the back seat of the carryall beside Mrs. 

Whipple, who had on her black shirt waist. She couldn't stand to go 

looking like charity. 

"You'll be all right, I guess I'll stay behind," said Mr. Whipple. 

"It don't look like everybody ought to leave the place at once." 

"Besides, it ain't as if He was going to stay forever," said Mrs. 

Whipple to the neighbor. "This is only for a little while." 

They started away, Mrs. Whipple holding to the edges of the 

blankets to keep Him from sagging sideways. He sat there blinking 

and blinking. He worked His hands out and began rubbing His 

nose with His knuckles, and then with the end of the blanket. Mrs. 

Whipple couldn't believe what she saw; He was scrubbing away 

big tears that rolled out of the corners of His eyes. He sniveled and 

made a gulping noise. Mrs. Whipple kept saying, "Oh, honey, you 

don't feel so bad, do you? You don't feel so bad, do you?" for He 

seemed to be accusing her of something. Maybe He remembered 

that time she boxed His ears, maybe He had been scared that day 

with the bull, maybe He had slept cold and couldn't tell her about 

it; maybe He knew they were sending Him away for good and all 

because they were too poor to keep Him. Whatever it was, Mrs. 

Whipple couldn't bear to think of it. She began to cry, frightfully, 

and wrapped her arms tight around Him. His head rolled on her 

shoulder: she had loved Him as much as she possibly could, there 

were Adna and Emly who had to be thought of too, there was 

nothing she could do to make up to Him for His life. Oh, what a 

mortal pity He was ever born. 

They came in sight of the hospital, with the neighbor driving 

very fast, not daring to look behind him. 


