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IB English HL 12 Summer Reading 

2026 

 

 
 

IB English 12 is an exploration of the concept of The Writer as Social Critic. 

Throughout the year, we investigate the role of the writer in shaping history, 

cultural expectations and morals, art, philosophy, and politics. In preparation 

for this study, the course’s summer reading begins our reflection on authors’ 

perceptions on society, innocence and experience, knowledge, individuality, 

and social justice. 

 

Individually, the summer reading pieces are not long; however, they can be 

dense. Each demonstrates an individual’s frame of mind concerning 

mankind’s relationship to external and internal realities. In reading, 

evaluating, and responding to each, it is hoped the student will begin their 

own philosophical reaction to what is presented. 

 

The beauty of literature, some might say, lies in its subjective nature. Every 

reader- which is a wonderful thing- will hopefully gleam something personal 

and unique from each text; thus, individual interpretation is what will lead us 

to in-depth analysis and intellectual dialogue. 
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Each literary piece included in the packet begins with a brief overview of the 

author. This information is meant to afford students a thematic starting point 

with which to comprehend the pieces.  Be sure to take good notes on 

the stories; we will be further analyzing each one during the 

first quarter in the fall, 2026. These stories will also be used 

in IB assessments later in the academic year. 

 

 

 
 

 

On the first FULL CLASS PERIOD of the new school year, 

students will write on the stories included in the packet. 

Students will be allowed to utilize their notes on the stories. 

 

As students are reading the stories over the summer, they should reflect on 

(BUT NOT WRITE OUT) the guiding questions provide. These will help 

students in eventually writing their essay work in class on the first full day. 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=images+of+the+power+of+books&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=jBAuMHoFw6EahM&tbnid=b2QdGeQY1M5DqM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=https://www.facebook.com/ERBks&ei=l8KgUcekKIPe8ATXJw&bvm=bv.47008514,d.eWU&psig=AFQjCNF3v-hbUz1aDAq-EBhjJixC6S7cnA&ust=1369576027220435
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 Remember: Students are not writing out 

anything to pass in the fall; they are just 

taking notes on the stories for future use.  

 
 

======================================================== 

 
 

Stephen Vincent Benet- Too Early Spring 

Stephen Vincent Benet (1898 - 1943 / Pennsylvania / United States) (from Poem 

Hunter: http://www.poemhunter.com/stephen-vincent-benet/biography/) 

 

 
“Stephen Vincent Benét was born in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, into an army 

family. His father, Colonel J. Walker Benét, served as a commanding officer 

of ordinance posts in California and Georgia. Frances Neill (Rose) Benét, 

Stephen's mother, was a descendant of an old Kentucky military family. 

Because his father was an avid reader, Benét grew up in home, where reading 

literature was valued and enjoyed.  

 

At the age about ten, Benét was sent to the Hitchcock Military Academy. He 

did not like the brutality of the school and later wrote about it in his poem 

about Shelley at Eton: "His pile of books scattered about his feet, / Stood 

Shelley while two others held him fast, / And the clods beat upon him." 

Benét's first book, FIVE MEN AND POMPEY (1915), a collection of verse, 

was published when he was 17. It showed the romantic influence of William 

Morris as well as the influence of modern realism.  

 

http://www.poemhunter.com/stephen-vincent-benet/
http://twitter.com/?status=Stephen%20Vincent%20Benet%20-%20Stephen%20Vincent%20Benet%20Biography%20-%20Poem%20Hunter%20http://www.poemhunter.com/stephen-vincent-benet/biography/
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Benét was rejected from the army because of his defective vision.  

 

In Washington he worked as a cipher-clerk in the same department as James 

Thurber. Benét graduated from Yale in 1919, submitting his third volume of 

poems instead of a thesis. In Yale his contemporaries included Thornton 

Wilder and Archibald MacLeish.  

 

Benét's first novel, the autobiographical THE BEGINNING OF WISDOM, 

appeared in 1921. He continued his studies at Sorbonne, France, where he met 

his wife, the writer Rosemary Carr. In 1923 he returned to the United States. 

During the 1920s he wrote three other novels, YOUNG PEOPLE'S PRIDE 

(1922), JEAN HUGUENOT (1923), and SPANISH BAYONET (1926), a 

historical novel about the 18th-century Florida. It focused on Benét's 

ancestors. JAMES SHORE'S DAUGHTER (1934), a story about wealth and 

responsibility, is usually considered among Benét's best novels. .  

 

In 1926 Benét went back to France, where he lived for four years, and worked 

on his poem about the Civil War, John Brown's Body. It won the Pulitzer 

Prize in 1929. "So, from a hundred visions, I make one, And out of darkness 

build my mocking sun." Seen from the perspective of a young, small town 

boy, it interweaved the stories of historical and fictional figures to produce a 

richly textured account of the war, from the raid of Harper's Ferry to General 

Lee's surrender at Appomattox Court House.  

 

Before starting any new work, Benét published a collection of ballads and 

poems, written over a period of fifteen years. It celebrated American names 

and people, such as William Sycamore, whose "... father, he was a 

mountaineer / His fist was a knotty hammer..."  

 

In the 1930s Benét published among others A BOOK OF AMERICANS (1933) 

with his wife Rosemary Carr Benét. THE BURNING CITY (1936) included the 

poem 'Litany for Dictatorships'. THE HEADLESS HORSEMAN (1937) was 

an one-act play. A short story collection, THIRTEEN O'CLOCK (1937), 

included the famous 'The Devil and Daniel Webster'. The story was later 

made into a play, and opera (music by Douglas Moore), and a motion picture 

entitled All That Money Can Buy. Benét also made a number of radio 

broadcasts and worked in Hollywood as a screenwriter. His short stories, 

produced during these years, were often written under pressure to pay bills. 

Benét popular poem, 'American Names', appeared first in BALLADS AND 

POEMS (1931). The poem ends with the line 'Bury my heart at Wounded 
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Knee'.  

 

In the early 1940s Benét was a strong advocate of America's entry into the 

war - in the United Nations Day speech President Roosevelt read a prayer 

specially composed by the author. Benét died in New York City, on March 13, 

1943. He was posthumously awarded in 1944 the Pulitzer Prize for his volume 

of verse WESTERN STAR. The epic poem, part of large but unfinished work, 

reflected the view that the frontier was the dominant force in American 

literature”. 

 

Too Early Spring – Stephen Vincent Benet 

 
When reading the story, keep in mind the following guiding 

questions (again, you are NOT writing these out in the 

summer) : 

 

• One of the overarching concepts in the story is that of developing 

relationships. Reflect on what your personal perception of a “good” 

relationship is:  what qualities/characteristics would a good relationship 

embody.  Next, reflect on whether or not you feel Chuck and Helen have 

a “good” relationship (set against your perceptions of what this means). 

 

•  Throughout the story, Chuck and Helen spend a great deal of time at 

the abandoned country house. Reflecting on the house up until the very 

end of the story, think about what you perceive it symbolically 

represents to the kids and why. Then, think about how Benet 

“flips”/changes the symbolic meaning of the house to the kids (focus on 

the “dream” Chuck has as he is awakened by Helen’s mother at the end 

of the story).  Next, consider your perceptions on why Benet utilized the 

symbol in this dual manner.  

 

 

• The title of the story seems curious in that Benet uses “Too” rather than 

“To”. Reflecting on the story, think about what you perceive the title 

symbolically represents and why you think Benet used the word “too”. 

 

https://plus.google.com/112149644076901962758
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TOO EARLY SPRING 
by Stephen Vincent Benét 

 

I'm writing this down because I don't ever want to forget the way it was. It 

doesn't seem as if I could, now, but they all tell you things change. And I guess 

they're right. Older people must have forgotten or they couldn't be the way they 

are. And that goes for even the best ones, like Dad and Mr. Grant. They try to 

understand but they don't seem to know how. And the others make you feel 

dirty or else they make you feel like a goof. Till, pretty soon, you begin to forget 

yourself—you begin to think, "Well, maybe they're right and it was that way." 

And that's the end of everything. So I've got to write this down. Because they 

smashed it forever—but it wasn't the way they said. 

Mr. Grant always says in comp. class: "Begin at the beginning." Only I don't 

know quite where the beginning was. We had a good summer at Big Lake but 

it was just the same summer. I worked pretty hard at the practice basket I 

rigged up in the barn, and I learned how to do the back jackknife. I'll never 

dive like Kerry but you want to be as all-around as you can. And, when I took 

my measurements, at the end of the summer, I was 5 ft. 9¾ and I'd gained 12 

lbs. 6 oz. That isn't bad for going on sixteen and the old chest expansion was O. 

K. You don't want to get too heavy, because basketball's a fast game, but the 

year before was the year when I got my height, and I was so skinny, I got tired. 

But this year, Kerry helped me practice, a couple of times, and he seemed to 

think I had a good chance for the team. So I felt pretty set up—they'd never 

had a Sophomore on it before. And Kerry's a natural athlete, so that means a 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&docid=L6cZcGMpAKpUVM&tbnid=2igCuWWp90xLdM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http://soundcloud.com/demianart/demian-art-the-change-of&ei=I-SQU5eQHY-uyATV1YG4BA&bvm=bv.68445247,d.aWw&psig=AFQjCNGt3KBOmY5IVFbRYGzhcxchznOQsA&ust=1402090896461771
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lot from him. He's a pretty good brother too. Most Juniors at State wouldn't 

bother with a fellow in High. 

It sounds as if I were trying to run away from what I have to write down, but 

I'm not. I want to remember that summer, too, because it's the last happy one 

I'll ever have. Oh, when I'm an old man—thirty or forty—things may be all 

right again. But that's a long time to wait and it won't be the same. 

And yet, that summer was different, too, in a way. So it must have started then, 

though I didn't know it. I went around with the gang as usual and we had a 

good time. But, every now and then, it would strike me we were acting like awful 

kids. They thought I was getting the big head, but I wasn't. It just wasn't much 

fun—even going to the cave. It was like going on shooting marbles when you're 

in High. 

I had sense enough not to try to tag after Kerry and his crowd. You can't do 

that. But when they all got out on the lake in canoes, warm evenings, and 

somebody brought a phonograph along, I used to go down to the Point, all by 

myself, and listen and listen. Maybe they'd be talking or maybe they'd be 

singing, but it all sounded mysterious across the water. I wasn't trying to hear 

what they said, you know. That's the kind of thing Tot Pickens does. I'd just 

listen, with my arms around my knees—and somehow it would hurt me to 

listen—and yet I'd rather do that than be with the gang. 

I was sitting under the four pines, one night, right down by the edge of the 

water. There was a big moon and they were singing. It's funny how you can be 

unhappy and nobody know it but yourself. 

I was thinking about Sheila Coe. She's Kerry's girl. They fight but they get 

along. She's awfully pretty and she can swim like a fool. Once Kerry sent me 

over with her tennis racket and we had quite a conversation. She was fine. And 

she didn't pull any of this big sister stuff, either, the way some girls will with a 

fellow's kid brother. 

And when the canoe came along, by the edge of the lake, I thought for a moment 

it was her. I thought maybe she was looking for Kerry and maybe she'd stop 

and maybe she'd feel like talking to me again. I don't know why I thought that—

I didn't have any reason. Then I saw it was just the Sharon kid, with a new kind 

of bob that made her look grown-up, and I felt sore. She didn't have any 

business out on the lake at her age. She was just a Sophomore in High, the same 

as me. 
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I chunked a stone in the water and it splashed right by the canoe, but she didn't 

squeal. She just said, "Fish," and chuckled. It struck me it was a kid's trick, 

trying to scare a kid. 

"Hello, Helen." I said. "Where did you swipe the gunboat?" 

"They don't know I've got it," she said. "Oh, hello. Chuck Peters. How's Big 

Lake?" 

"All right," I said. "How was camp?" 

"It was peachy," she said. "We had a peachy counselor, Miss Morgan. She was 

on the Wellesley field-hockey team." 

"Well," I said, "we missed your society." Of course we hadn't, because they're 

across the lake and don't swim at our raft. But you ought to be polite. 

"Thanks," she said. "Did you do the special reading for English? I thought it 

was dumb." 

"It's always dumb," I said. "What canoe is that?" 

"It's the old one," she said. "I'm not supposed to have it out at night. But you 

won't tell anybody, will you?" 

"Be your age," I said. I felt generous, "I'll paddle a while, if you want," I said. 

"All right," she said, so she brought it in and I got aboard. She went back in 

the bow and I took the paddle. I'm not strong on carting kids around, as a rule. 

But it was better than sitting there by myself. 

"Where do you want to go?" I said. 

"Oh, back towards the house." she said in a shy kind of voice. "I ought to, 

really. I just wanted to hear the singing." 

"O. K.," I said. I didn't paddle fast, just let her slip. There was a lot of moon on 

the water. We kept around the edge so they wouldn't notice us. The singing 

sounded as if it came from a different country, a long way off. 

She was a sensible kid, she didn't ask fool questions or giggle about nothing at 

all. Even when we went by Petters' Cove. That's where the lads from the 

bungalow colony go and it's pretty well populated on a warm night. You can 

hear them talking in low voices and now and then a laugh. Once Tot Pickens 

and a gang went over there with a flashlight, and a big Bohunk chased them for 

half a mile. 

http://www.fadedpage.com/books/20121019/html.php#KO
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I felt funny, going by there with her. But I said, "Well, it's certainly Old Home 

Week"—in an offhand tone, because, after all, you've got to be sophisticated. 

And she said, "People are funny," in just the right sort of way. I took quite a 

shine to her after that and we talked. The Sharons have only been in town three 

years and somehow I'd never really noticed her before. Mrs. Sharon's awfully 

good-looking but she and Mr. Sharon fight. That's hard on a kid. And she was 

a quiet kid. She had a small kind of face and her eyes were sort of like a kitten's. 

You could see she got a great kick out of pretending to be grown-up—and yet 

it wasn't all pretending. A couple of times, I felt just as if I were talking to Sheila 

Coe. Only more comfortable, because, after all, we were the same age. 

Do you know, after we put the canoe up, I walked all the way back home, 

around the lake? And most of the way, I ran. I felt swell too. I felt as if I could 

run forever and not stop. It was like finding something. I hadn't imagined 

anybody could ever feel the way I did about some things. And here was another 

person, even if it was a girl. 

Kerry's door was open when I went by and he stuck his head out, and grinned. 

"Well, kid," he said. "Stepping out?" 

"Sure. With Greta Garbo," I said, and grinned back to show I didn't mean it. 

I felt sort of lightheaded, with the run and everything. 

"Look here, kid—" he said, as if he was going to say something. Then he 

stopped. But there was a funny look on his face. 

And yet I didn't see her again till we were both back in High. Mr. Sharon's 

uncle died, back East, and they closed the cottage suddenly. But all the rest of 

the time at Big Lake, I kept remembering that night and her little face. If I'd 

seen her in daylight, first, it might have been different. No, it wouldn't have 

been. 

All the same, I wasn't even thinking of her when we bumped into each other, 

the first day of school. It was raining and she had on a green slicker and her 

hair was curly under her hat. We grinned and said hello and had to run. But 

something happened to us, I guess. 

I'll say this now—it wasn't like Tot Pickens and Mabel Palmer. It wasn't like 

Junior David and Betty Page—though they've been going together ever since 

kindergarten. It wasn't like any of those things. We didn't get sticky and sloppy. 

It wasn't like going with a girl. 
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Gosh, there'd be days and days when we'd hardly see each other, except in class. 

I had basketball practice almost every afternoon and sometimes evenings and 

she was taking music lessons four times a week. But you don't have to be always 

twos-ing with a person, if you feel that way about them. You seem to know the 

way they're thinking and feeling, the way you know yourself. 

Now let me describe her. She had that little face and the eyes like a kitten's. 

When it rained, her hair curled all over the back of her neck. Her hair was 

yellow. She wasn't a tall girl but she wasn't chunky—just light and well made 

and quick. She was awfully alive without being nervous—she never bit her 

fingernails or chewed the end of her pencil, but she'd answer quicker than 

anyone in the class. Nearly everybody liked her, but she wasn't best friends with 

any particular girl, the mushy way they get. The teachers all thought a lot of 

her, even Miss Eagles. Well, I had to spoil that. 

If we'd been like Tot and Mabel, we could have had a lot more time together, I 

guess. But Helen isn't a liar and I'm not a snake. It wasn't easy, going over to 

her house, because Mr. and Mrs. Sharon would be polite to each other in front 

of you and yet there'd be something wrong. And she'd have to be fair to both of 

them and they were always pulling at her. But we'd look at each other across 

the table and then it would be all right. 

 

I don't know when it was that we knew we'd get married to each other, some 

time. We just started talking about it, one day, as if we always had. We were 

sensible, we knew it couldn't happen right off. We thought maybe when we were 

eighteen. That was two years but we knew we had to be educated. You don't get 

as good a job, if you aren't. Or that's what people say. 

We weren't mushy either, like some people. We got to kissing each other good-

by, sometimes, because that's what you do when you're in love. It was cool, 

the way she kissed you, it was like leaves. But lots of the time we wouldn't even 

talk about getting married, we'd just play checkers or go over the old Latin, or 

once in a while go to the movies with the gang. It was really a wonderful winter. 

I played every game after the first one and she'd sit in the gallery and watch 

and I'd know she was there. You could see her little green hat or her yellow 

hair. Those are the class colors, green and gold. 

And it's a queer thing, but everybody seemed to be pleased. That's what I can't 

get over. They liked to see us together. The grown people, I mean. Oh, of course, 

we got kidded too. And old Mrs. Withers would ask me about "my little 
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sweetheart," in that awful damp voice of hers. But, mostly, they were all right. 

Even Mother was all right, though she didn't like Mrs. Sharon. I did hear her 

say to Father, once, "Really, George, how long is this going to last? Sometimes 

I feel as if I just couldn't stand it." 

Then Father chuckled and said to her, "Now, Mary, last year you were worried 

about him because he didn't take any interest in girls at all." 

"Well," she said, "he still doesn't. Oh, Helen's a nice child—no credit to Eva 

Sharon—and thank heaven she doesn't giggle. Well, Charles is mature 

for his age too. But he acts so solemn about her. It isn't natural." 

"Oh, let Charlie alone," said Father. "The boy's all right. He's just got a one-

track mind." 

 

But it wasn't so nice for us after the spring came. 

In our part of the state, it comes pretty late, as a rule. But it was early this year. 

The little kids were out with scooters when usually they'd still be having 

snowfights and, all of a sudden, the radiators in the classrooms smelt dry. You'd 

got used to that smell for months—and then, there was a day when you hated it 

again and everybody kept asking to open the windows. The monitors had a 

tough time, that first week—they always do when spring starts—but this year 

it was worse than ever because it came when you didn't expect it. 

Usually, basketball's over by the time spring really breaks, but this year it hit 

us while we still had three games to play. And it certainly played hell with us as 

a team. After Bladesburg nearly licked us, Mr. Grant called off all practice till 

the day before the St. Matthew's game. He knew we were stale—and they've 

been state champions two years. They'd have walked all over us, the way we 

were going. 

The first thing I did was telephone Helen. Because that meant there were six 

extra afternoons we could have, if she could get rid of her music lessons any 

way. Well, she said, wasn't it wonderful, her music teacher had a cold? And 

that seemed just like Fate. 

Well, that was a great week and we were so happy. We went to the movies five 

times and once Mrs. Sharon let us take her little car. She knew I didn't have a 

driving license but of course I've driven ever since I was thirteen and she said 

it was all right. She was funny—sometimes she'd be awfully kind and friendly 

to you and sometimes she'd be like a piece of dry ice. She was that way with Mr. 
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Sharon too. But it was a wonderful ride. We got stuff out of the kitchen—the 

cook's awfully sold on Helen—and drove way out in the country. And we found 

an old house, with the windows gone, on top of a hill, and parked the car and 

took the stuff up to the house and ate it there. There weren't any chairs or tables 

but we pretended there were. 

We pretended it was our house, after we were married. I'll never forget that. 

She'd even brought paper napkins and paper plates and she set two places on 

the floor. 

"Well, Charles," she said, sitting opposite me, with her feet tucked under, "I 

don't suppose you remember the days we were both in school." 

"Sure," I said—she was always much quicker pretending things than I was—

"I remember them all right. That was before Tot Pickens got to be President." 

And we both laughed. 

"It seems very distant in the past to me—we've been married so long," she said, 

as if she really believed it. She looked at me. 

"Would you mind turning off the radio, dear?" she said. "This modern music 

always gets on my nerves." 

"Have we got a radio?" I said. 

"Of course, Chuck." 

"With television?" 

"Of course, Chuck." 

"Gee, I'm glad," I said. I went and turned it off. 

"Of course, if you want to listen to the late market reports—" she said just like 

Mrs. Sharon. 

"Nope," I said. "The market—uh—closed firm today. Up twenty-six points." 

"That's quite a long way up, isn't it?" 

"Well, the country's perfectly sound at heart, in spite of this damfool 

Congress," I said, like Father. 

She lowered her eyes a minute, just like her mother, and pushed away her plate. 

"I'm not very hungry tonight," she said. "You won't mind if I go upstairs?" 
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"Aw, don't be like that," I said. It was too much like her mother. 

"I was just seeing if I could," she said. "But I never will, Chuck." 

"I'll never tell you you're nervous, either," I said. "I—oh, gosh!" 

She grinned and it was all right. "Mr. Ashland and I have never had a serious 

dispute in our wedded lives," she said—and everybody knows who 

runs that family. "We just talk things over calmly and reach a satisfactory 

conclusion, usually mine." 

"Say, what kind of house have we got?" 

"It's a lovely house," she said. "We've got radios in every room and lots of 

servants. We've got a regular movie projector and a library full of good classics 

and there's always something in the icebox. I've got a shoe closet." 

"A what?" 

"A shoe closet. All my shoes are on tipped shelves, like Mother's. And all my 

dresses are on those padded hangers. And I say to the maid, 'Elise, Madam will 

wear the new French model today.'" 

"What are my clothes on?" I said. "Christmas trees?" 

"Well," she said. "You've got lots of clothes and dogs. You smell of pipes and 

the open and something called Harrisburg tweed." 

"I do not," I said. "I wish I had a dog. It's a long time since Jack." 

"Oh, Chuck, I'm sorry," she said. 

"Oh, that's all right," I said. "He was getting old and his ear was always 

bothering him. But he was a good pooch. Go ahead." 

"Well," she said, "of course we give parties—" 

"Cut the parties," I said. 

"Chuck! They're grand ones!" 

"I'm a homebody," I said. "Give me—er—my wife and my little family and—

say, how many kids have we got, anyway?" 

She counted on her fingers. "Seven." 

"Good Lord," I said. 
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"Well, I always wanted seven. You can make it three, if you like." 

"Oh, seven's all right, I suppose," I said. "But don't they get awfully in the 

way?" 

"No," she said. "We have governesses and tutors and send them to boarding 

school." 

"O. K.," I said. "But it's a strain on the old man's pocketbook, just the same." 

"Chuck, will you ever talk like that? Chuck, this is when we're rich." Then 

suddenly, she looked sad. "Oh, Chuck, do you suppose we ever will?" she said. 

"Why, sure," I said. 

"I wouldn't mind if it was only a dump," she said. "I could cook for you. I keep 

asking Hilda how she makes things." 

I felt awfully funny. I felt as if I were going to cry. 

"We'll do it," I said. "Don't you worry." 

"Oh, Chuck, you're a comfort," she said. 

I held her for a while. It was like holding something awfully precious. It wasn't 

mushy or that way. I know what that's like too. 

"It takes so long to get old," she said. "I wish I could grow up tomorrow. I wish 

we both could." 

"Don't you worry," I said. "It's going to be all right." 

We didn't say much, going back in the car, but we were happy enough. I 

thought we passed Miss Eagles at the turn. That worried me a little because of 

the driving license. But, after all, Mrs. Sharon had said we could take the car. 

We wanted to go back again, after that, but it was too far to walk and that was 

the only time we had the car. Mrs. Sharon was awfully nice about it but she 

said, thinking it over, maybe we'd better wait till I got a license. Well, Father 

didn't want me to get one till I was seventeen but I thought he might come 

around. I didn't want to do anything that would get Helen in a jam with her 

family. That shows how careful I was of her. Or thought I was. 

All the same, we decided we'd do something to celebrate if the team won the St. 

Matthew's game. We thought it would be fun if we could get a steak and cook 

supper out somewhere—something like that. Of course we could have done it 
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easily enough with a gang, but we didn't want a gang. We wanted to be alone 

together, the way we'd been at the house. That was all we wanted. I don't see 

what's wrong about that. We even took home the paper plates, so as not to litter 

things up. 

Boy, that was a game! We beat them 36-34 and it took an extra period and I 

thought it would never end. That two-goal lead they had looked as big as the 

Rocky Mountains all the first half. And they gave me the full school cheer with 

nine Peters when we tied them up. You don't forget things like that. 

Afterwards, Mr. Grant had a kind of spread for the team at his house and a lot 

of people came in. Kerry had driven down from State to see the game and that 

made me feel pretty swell. And what made me feel better yet was his taking me 

aside and saying, "Listen, kid, I don't want you to get the swelled head, but you 

did a good job. Well, just remember this. Don't let anybody kid you out of going 

to State. You'll like it up there." And Mr. Grant heard him and laughed and 

said, "Well, Peters, I'm not proselytizing. But your brother might think about 

some of the Eastern colleges." It was all like the kind of dream you have when 

you can do anything. It was wonderful. 

Only Helen wasn't there because the only girls were older girls. I'd seen her for 

a minute, right after the game, and she was fine, but it was only a minute. I 

wanted to tell her about that big St. Matthew's forward and—oh, everything. 

Well, you like to talk things over with your girl. 

Father and Mother were swell but they had to go on to some big shindy at the 

country club. And Kerry was going there with Sheila Coe. But Mr. Grant said 

he’d run me back to the house in his car and he did. He's a great guy. He made 

jokes about my being the infant phenomenon of basketball, and they were good 

jokes too. I didn't mind them. But, all the same, when I'd said good night to him 

and gone into the house, I felt sort of letdown. 

I knew I'd be tired the next day but I didn't feel sleepy yet. I was too excited. I 

wanted to talk to somebody. I wandered around downstairs and wondered if 

Ida was still up. Well, she wasn't, but she'd left half a chocolate cake, covered 

over, on the kitchen table, and a note on top of it, "Congratulations to Mister 

Charles Peters." Well, that was awfully nice of her and I ate some. Then I 

turned the radio on and got the time signal—eleven—and some snappy 

music. But still I didn't feel like hitting the hay. 

So I thought I'd call up Helen and then I thought—probably she's asleep and 

Hilda or Mrs. Sharon will answer the phone and be sore. And then I thought—

http://www.fadedpage.com/books/20121019/html.php#fell
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well, anyhow, I could go over and walk around the block and look at her house. 

I'd get some fresh air out of it, anyway, and it would be a little like seeing her. 

So I did—and it was a swell night—cool and a lot of stars—and I felt like a king, 

walking over. All the lower part of the Sharon house was dark but a window 

upstairs was lit. I knew it was her window. I went around back of the driveway 

and whistled once—the whistle we made up. I never expected her to hear. 

But she did, and there she was at the window, smiling. She made motions that 

she'd come down to the side door. 

Honestly, it took my breath away when I saw her. She had on a kind of yellow 

thing over her night clothes and she looked so pretty. Her feet were so pretty in 

those slippers. You almost expected her to be carrying one of those animals kids 

like—she looked young enough. I know I oughtn't to have gone into the house. 

But we didn't think anything about it—we were just glad to see each other. We 

hadn't had any sort of chance to talk over the game. 

We sat in front of the fire in the living room and she went out to the kitchen and 

got us cookies and milk. I wasn't really hungry, but it was like that time at the 

house, eating with her. Mr. and Mrs. Sharon were at the country club, too, so 

we weren't disturbing them or anything. We turned off the lights because there 

was plenty of light from the fire and Mr. Sharon's one of those people who can't 

stand having extra lights burning. Dad's that way about saving string. 

It was quiet and lovely and the firelight made shadows on the ceiling. We talked 

a lot and then we just sat, each of us knowing the other was there. And the room 

got quieter and quieter and I'd told her about the game and I didn't feel excited 

or jumpy any more—just rested and happy. And then I knew by her breathing 

that she was asleep and I put my arm around her for just a minute. Because it 

was wonderful to hear that quiet breathing and know it was hers. I was going 

to wake her in a minute. I didn't realize how tired I was myself. 

And then we were back in that house in the country and it was our home and 

we ought to have been happy. But something was wrong because there still 

wasn't any glass in the windows and a wind kept blowing through them and we 

tried to shut the doors but they wouldn't shut. It drove Helen distracted and we 

were both running through the house, trying to shut the doors, and we were 

cold and afraid. Then the sun rose outside the windows, burning and yellow 

and so big it covered the sky. And with the sun was a horrible, weeping voice. 

It was Mrs. Sharon's saying, "Oh, my God, oh my God." 
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I didn't know what had happened, for a minute, when I woke. And then I did 

and it was awful. Mrs. Sharon was saying "Oh, Helen—I trusted you . . ." and 

looking as if she were going to faint. And Mr. Sharon looked at her for a minute 

and his face was horrible and he said, "Bred in the bone," and she looked as if 

he'd hit her. Then he said to Helen— 

I don't want to think of what they said. I don't want to think of any of the things 

they said. Mr. Sharon is a bad man. And she is a bad woman, even if she is 

Helen's mother. All the same, I could stand the things he said better than hers. 

I don't want to think of any of it. And it is all spoiled now. Everything is spoiled. 

Miss Eagles saw us going to that house in the country and she said horrible 

things. They made Helen sick and she hasn't been back at school. There isn't 

any way I can see her. And if I could, it would be spoiled. We'd be thinking 

about the things they said. 

I don't know how many of the people know, at school. But Tot Pickens passed 

me a note. And, that afternoon. I caught him behind his house, I'd have broken 

his nose if they hadn't pulled me off. I meant to. Mother cried when she heard 

about it and Dad took me into his room and talked to me. He said you can't lick 

the whole town. But I will anybody like Tot Pickens. Dad and Mother have been 

all right. But they say things about Helen and that's almost worse. They're for 

me because I'm their son. But they don't understand. 

I thought I could talk to Kerry but I can't. He was nice but he looked at me such 

a funny way. I don't know—sort of impressed. It wasn't the way I wanted him 

to look. But he's been decent. He comes down almost every weekend and we 

play catch in the yard. 

You see, I just go to school and back now. They want me to go with the gang, 

the way I did, but I can't do that. Not after Tot. Of course my marks are a lot 

better because I've got more time to study now. But it's lucky I haven't got Miss 

Eagles though Dad made her apologize. I couldn't recite to her. 

I think Mr. Grant knows because he asked me to his house once and we had a 

conversation. Not about that, though I was terribly afraid he would. He showed 

me a lot of his old college things and the gold football he wears on his watch 

chain. He's got a lot of interesting things. 

Then we got talking, somehow, about history and things like that and how times 

had changed. Why, there were kings and queens who got married younger than 

Helen and me. Only now we lived longer and had a lot more to learn. So it 

couldn't happen now. "It's  civilization," he said. "And all civilization's against 



18 

 

nature. But I suppose we've got to have it. Only sometimes it isn't easy." Well 

somehow or other, that made me feel less lonely. Before that I'd been feeling 

that I was the only person on earth who'd ever felt that way. 

I'm going to Colorado, this summer, to a ranch, and next year, I'll go East to 

school. Mr. Grant says he thinks I can make the basketball team, if I work hard 

enough, though it isn't as big a game in the East as it is with us. Well, I'd like to 

show them something. It would be some satisfaction. He says not to be too fresh 

at first, but I won't be that. 

It's a boy's school and there aren't even women teachers. And, maybe, 

afterwards, I could be a professional basketball player or something, where you 

don't have to see women at all. Kerry says I'll get over that; but I won't. They 

all sound like Mrs. Sharon to me now, when they laugh. 

They're going to send Helen to a convent—I found out that. Maybe they'll let 

me see her before she goes. But, if we do, it will be all wrong and in front of 

people and everybody pretending. I sort of wish they don't—though I want to, 

terribly. When her mother took her upstairs that night—she wasn't the same 

Helen. She looked at me as it she was afraid of me. And no matter what they do 

for us now, they can't fix that. 

==========================================================

John Updike- A Sense of Shelter 

(http://www.achievement.org/autodoc/page/upd/bio-1) – The American 

Academy of Achievement 

 

“ John Updike was born in Reading, Pennsylvania, and spent his first years in 

nearby Shillington, a small town where his father was a high school science 

teacher. The area surrounding Reading has provided the setting for many of 

http://www.achievement.org/autodoc/page/upd/bio-1
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his stories, with the invented towns of Brewer and Olinger standing in for 

Reading and Shillington. An only child, Updike and his parents shared a 

house with his grandparents for much of his childhood. When he was 13, the 

family moved to his mother's birthplace, a stone farmhouse on an 80-acre 

farm near Plowville, eleven miles from Shillington, where he continued to 

attend school. 

At home, he consumed popular fiction, especially humor and mysteries. His 

mother, herself an aspiring writer, encouraged him to write and draw. He 

excelled in school and served as President and co-valedictorian of his 

graduating class at Shillington High School. For the first three summers after 

high school, he worked as a copy boy at the Reading Eagle newspaper, 

eventually producing a number of feature stories for the paper. He received a 

tuition scholarship to Harvard University, where he majored in English. As an 

undergraduate, he wrote stories and drew cartoons for the Harvard 

Lampoon humor magazine, serving as the magazine's president in his senior 

year. Before graduating, he married fellow student Mary E. Pennington. He 

graduated summa cum laude from Harvard in 1954, and in that same year 

sold a poem and a short story to The New Yorker magazine. 

Updike and his wife spent the following year in England, where Updike 

studied at Oxford's Ruskin School of Drawing and Fine Art. While they were 

in England, their first daughter was born and Updike met the American 

writers E. B. and Katharine White, editors at The New Yorker, who urged him 

to seek a job at the magazine. On returning from England, the Updikes settled 

in Manhattan, where John took a position as a staff writer at The New Yorker. 

He worked at the magazine for nearly two years, writing editorials, features 

and reviews, but after the birth of a son in 1957, he decided to move his 

growing family to the small town of Ipswich, Massachusetts. He continued to 

contribute to The New Yorker but resolved to support his family by writing 
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full-time, without taking a salaried position. He maintained a lifelong 

relationship with The New Yorker, where many of his poems, reviews and 

short stories appeared, but he resided in Massachusetts for the rest of his life. 

Updike's first book of poetry, The Carpentered Hen and Other Tame 

Creatures, was published by Harper and Brothers in 1958. When the 

publisher sought changes to the ending of his first novel, The Poorhouse Fair, 

he moved to Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. The first novel was well-received, and with 

support from the Guggenheim Fellowship, Updike undertook a more 

ambitious novel, Rabbit, Run. The novel introduced one of Updike's most 

memorable characters, the small-town athlete, Harry "Rabbit" Angstrom. 

reflected the Updike's reputation as a leading author of his generation was 

established. 

After the birth of a third child, Updike rented a one-room office above a 

restaurant in Ipswich, where he wrote for several hours every morning, six 

days a week, a schedule he adhered to throughout his career. In 1963, he 

received the National Book Award for his novel The Centaur, inspired by his 

childhood in Pennsylvania. The following year, at age 32, he became the 

youngest person ever elected to the National Institute of Arts and Letters, and 

was invited by the State Department to tour eastern Europe as part of a 

cultural exchange program between the United States and the Soviet Union. 

In 1967, he joined the author Robert Penn Warren and other American 

writers in signing a letter urging Soviet writers to defend Jewish cultural 

institutions under attack by the Soviet government. 



21 

 

In 1968, Updike's novel Couples created a 

national sensation with its portrayal of the 

complicated relationships among a set of young 

married couples in the suburbs. It remained on 

the best-seller lists for over a year and prompted 

a Time magazine cover story featuring Updike. 

In Bech: A Book (1970), Updike introduced a new 

protagonist, the imaginary novelist Henry Bech, 

who, like Rabbit Angstrom, was destined to 

reappear in Updike's fiction for many years. 

Rabbit Angstrom reappeared in Rabbit 

Redux (1971). 

In the 1970s, Updike continued to travel as a cultural ambassador of the 

United States, and in 1974 he joined authors John Cheever, Arthur Miller and 

Richard Wilbur in calling on the Soviet government to cease its persecution of 

dissident author Alexander Solzhenitsyn. Updike separated from his wife 

Mary in 1974 and moved to Boston where he taught briefly at Boston 

University. Two years later, the Updikes were divorced, and in 1977 he 

married Martha Ruggles Bernhard, settling with her and her three children 

in Georgetown, Massachusetts. 

Rabbit is Rich, published in 1981, received numerous awards, including the 

Pulitzer Prize for Fiction. In 1983 Updike's other alter ego, Harry Bech, 

reappeared in Bech is Back, and Updike was featured in a 

second Time magazine cover story, "Going Great at 50." Among his novels of 

the 1980s and 1990s are a trilogy retelling The Scarlet Letter from the points of 

view of three different characters, and a prequel toHamlet, entitled Gertrude 

and Claudius. In 1991 he received a second Pulitzer Prize for Rabbit at Rest. 

 

http://www.achievement.org/autodoc/photocredit/achievers/upd0-006
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He was only the third American to win a second Pulitzer Prize in the fiction 

category. 

. A lifelong churchgoer and student of Christian theology, the Jesuit 

magazine America awarded him its Campion Award in 1997 as a 

"distinguished Christian person of letters." He received the National Medal of 

Art from President George H.W. Bush in 1989, and in 2003 was presented 

with the National Medal for the Humanities from President George W. Bush. 

He was one of a very few Americans to receive both of these honors. The same 

year saw the publication of a comprehensive collection, The Early Stories, 

1953-1975. 

John Updike spent his last years in Beverly Farms, Massachusetts, in the same 

corner of New England where so much of his fiction is set. His last book 

was The Widows of Eastwick (2008), a sequel to his 1984 novel The Witches of 

Eastwick. Updike succumbed to lung cancer the following year at the age of 

76”. 

 
 

A Sense of Shelter – John Updike: When reading the 

story, keep in mind the following guiding questions  (again, 

you are NOT writing these out in the summer) : 

 

 

• Think about comparing and contrasting the characters of Mary (A Sense 

of Shelter) and Helen (Too Early Spring).  

 

• The story deals a lot with the concept of perceptions: images we have of 

ourselves, what others perceive of us, etc. Reflect on the role of 

perception in the story in the following areas: William’s perceptions of 

self; Mary’s perceptions of self; William’s perceptions of Mary; Mary’s 

perceptions of William. Draw conclusions as to what Benet seems to be 

indicating about the concept of perceptions. 
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• Mary is portrayed as the most popular girl in the senior class, always the 

focus of attention; yet, at the same time she is marginalized/objectified 

because of her physical beauty . Although this would appear to be 

something many individuals would desire, contemplate why it seems 

Mary is so unhappy. (“If you were me for just one day, you would hate it”)  

 

 

  

A Sense of Shelter   

by John Updike 

Snow fell against the high school all day, wet big-flaked snow that did not 

accumulate well. Sharpening two pencils, William looked down on a parking 

lot that was a blackboard in reverse; car tires had cut smooth arcs of black 

into the white, and wherever a school bus had backed around, it had left an 

autocratic signature of two Vs. The snow, though at moments it whirled 

opaquely, could not quite bleach these scars away. The temperature must be 

exactly freezing. The window was open a crack, and a canted pane of glass 

lifted outdoor air into his face, coating the cedar-wood scent of pencil shavings 

with the transparent odor of the wet windowsill. With each revolution of the 

handle his knuckles came within a fraction of an inch of the tilted glass, and 

the faint chill this proximity breathed on them sharpened William’s already 

acute sense of shelter. 

The sky behind the shreds of snow was stone-colored. The murk inside the 

high classroom gave the air a solidity that limited the overhead radiance to its 
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own vessels: six globes of dull incandescence floated on the top of a thin sea. 

The feeling the gloom gave him was not gloomy but joyous; he felt they were 

all sealed in, safe; the colors of cloth were dyed deeper, the sound of whispers 

was made more distinct, the smells of tablet paper and wet shoes and varnish 

and face powder pierced him with a sharp sense of possession. These were his 

classmates sealed in, his, the stupid as well as the clever, the plain as well as 

the lovely, his enemies as well as his friends, his. He felt like a king and seemed 

to move to his seat between the bowed heads of subjects that loved him less 

than he loved them. His seat was sanctioned by tradition. As a senior he was a 

kind of king, and as a teacher’s pet another kind, a puppet king. He was not 

popular, he had never had a girl, his intense friends of childhood had drifted 

off into teams and gangs, and in large groups—when the whole school, for 

instance, went in the fall to the beautiful, dung-and-cotton-candy-smelling 

county fair—he was always an odd man, without a seat on the bus home. But 

exclusion is itself a form of inclusion. He even had a nickname: Mip, because 

he stuttered. Taunts no longer much frightened him; he had come late into his 

physical inheritance, but this summer it had arrived, and he at last stood 

equal with his large, boisterous parents, and had to unbutton his shirt cuffs to 

get his wrists through them, and discovered he could pick up a basketball with 

one hand. So, his long legs blocking two aisles, he felt regal even in size and, 

almost trembling with happiness under the high globes of light beyond whose 

lunar glow invisible snowflakes were drowning on the gravel roof of his castle, 

he could believe that the long delay of unpopularity had been merely a 

consolidation, that he was at last strong enough to make his move. Today he 

would tell Mary Landis he loved her. 

He had loved her ever since, a fat-faced tomboy with freckles and green eyes, 

she deftly stole his rubber-lined schoolbag on the walk back from second 

grade along Jewett Street and outran him—simply had better legs. The 

superior speed a boy was supposed to have failed to come; his kidneys burned 

with panic. In front of the grocery store next to her home she stopped and 

turned. She was willing to have him catch up. This humiliation on top of the 

rest was too much to bear. Tears broke in his throat; he spun around and ran 

home and threw himself on the floor of the front parlor, where his 

grandfather, feet twiddling, perused the newspaper and soliloquized all 

morning. In time the letter slot rustled, and the doorbell rang, and Mary gave 

his mother the schoolbag and the two of them politely exchanged whispers. 

Their voices had been to him, lying there on the carpet with his head wrapped 

in his arms, indistinguishable. Mother had always liked Mary. From when she 

had been a tiny girl dancing along the hedge on the end of an older sister’s 
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arm, Mother had liked her. Out of all the children that knocked, similar as 

pigeons, through the neighborhood, Mother’s heart had reached out as if with 

claws and fastened on Mary. He never took the schoolbag to school again, he 

refused to touch it. He supposed it was still in the attic, still faintly smelling of 

its rubber lining. 

Fixed high on the plaster like a wren clinging to a barn wall, the buzzer 

sounded the two-minute signal. In the middle of the classroom Mary Landis 

stood up, a Monitor badge pinned to her belly. Her broad red belt was 

buckled with a brass bow and arrow. She wore a lavender sweater with the 

sleeves pushed up to expose her forearms, a delicately cheap effect. Wild 

stories were told about her; perhaps it was merely his knowledge of these that 

put the hardness in her face. Her eyes seemed braced for squinting and their 

green was frosted. Her freckles had faded. William thought she laughed less 

this year; now that she was in the Secretarial Course and he in the College 

Preparatory, he saw her in only one class a day, this one, English. She stood a 

second, eclipsed at the thighs by Jack Stephens’ zebra-striped shoulders, and 

looked back at the class with a stiff, worn glance, as if she had seen the same 

faces too many times before. Her habit of perfect posture emphasized the 

angularity she had grown into. There was a nervous edge, a boxiness in her 

bones, that must have been waiting all along under the childish fat. Her eye 

sockets were deeply indented, and her chin had a prim set that seemed in the 

murky air tremulous and defiant. Her skirt was cut square and straight. 

Below the waist she was lean; the legs that had outrun him were still athletic; 

she starred at hockey and cheerleading. Above, she was ample: stacked. She 

turned and in switching up the aisle encountered a boy’s leg thrown into her 

path. She coolly looked down until it withdrew. She was used to such 

attentions. Her pronged chest poised, Mary proceeded out the door, and 

someone she saw in the hall made her smile, a wide smile full of warmth and 

short white teeth, and love scooped at William’s heart. He would tell her. 

The crowd at the soda counter had thinned so that when the door to the 

outside opened he saw Mary come in and hesitate there for a second where the 

smoke inside and the snow outside swirled together. She was just a gray 

shadow caught in it alone. She bought a pack of cigarettes from Luke and 

went out again, a kerchief around her head. For a long time she had been at 

the center of whatever gang was the one: in the second grade the one that 

walked home up Jewett Street together, and in the sixth grade the one that 

went bicycling as far away as the quarry and the Rentschler estate and played 

touch football Saturday afternoons, and in the ninth grade the one that went 
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roller-skating at Candlebridge Park with the tenth-grade boys, and in the 

eleventh grade the one that held parties lasting past midnight and that on 

Sundays drove in caravans as far as Philadelphia and back. And all the while 

there had been a succession of boyfriends, first Jack Stephens and Fritz 

March in their class and then boys a grade ahead and then Barrel Lord, who 

was a senior when they were sophomores and whose name was in the news-

papers all football season, and then, this last summer, someone out of the 

school altogether, a man she met while working as a waitress in Alton. So this 

year her weekends were taken up, and the party gang carried on as if she had 

never existed, and nobody saw her much except in school and when she 

stopped by in Luke’s to buy a pack of cigarettes. Her silhouette against the big 

window had looked wan, her head hooded, her face nibbled by light, her 

fingers fiddling on the veined counter with her coins. He yearned to reach out, 

to comfort her, but he was wedged deep in the shrill booths, between the 

jingling of the pinball machine and the twanging of the jukebox. The impulse 

left him with a disagreeable feeling. He had adored her too long to have his 

investment diminished by pity. 

The two hours of the school afternoon held Latin and a study hall. In study 

hall, while the five people at the table with him played tic-tac-toe and sucked 

cough drops and yawned, he did all his homework for the next day. The 

perforated acoustic tiling above his head seemed the lining of a tube that 

would go all the way: high school merging into college, college into graduate 

school, graduate school into teaching at a college—section man, assistant, 

associate, full professor, possessor of a dozen languages and a thousand books, 

a man brilliant in his forties, wise in his fifties, renowned in his sixties, revered 

in his seventies, and then retired, serenely waiting until the time came for the 

last transition from silence to silence, and he would die, like Tennyson, with a 

copy of Cymbeline beside him on the moon-drenched bed. 

In the hall outside Room 101 only the shouts of a basketball scrimmage 

reverberated; the chant of the cheerleaders had been silenced. Though he had 

done everything, he felt reluctant to leave. Neither of his parents— both 

worked—would be home yet, and this building was equally his home. He 

knew all its nooks.  

When he emerged into the hall it was not empty: one girl walked down its 

varnished perspective toward him, Mary Landis, a scarf on her head and 

books in her arms. Her locker was up here, on the second floor of the annex. 

His own was in the annex basement. A ticking sensation that existed neither in 
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the medium of sound nor of light crowded against his throat. She flipped the 

scarf back from her hair and in a conversational voice that carried well down 

the clean planes of the hall said, “Hi, Billy.” The name came from way back, 

when they were both children, and made him feel small but brave. 

“Hi. How are you?” 

“Fine.” Her smile broadened out from the F of this word. 

What was so funny? Was she really, as it seemed, pleased to see him? “Du-did 

you just get through cheer-cheer-cheerleading?” 

“Yes. Thank God.  

“This is M-M-Miss Potter?” He blushed, feeling that he made an ugly face in 

getting past the M. When he got caught in the middle of a sentence the 

constriction was somehow worse. He admired the way words poured up her 

throat, distinct and petulant. 

Her lips, pale with the lipstick worn off, crinkled bitterly. Foreshortened from 

the height of his eyes, her face looked cross as a cat’s. “Don’t quit,” he 

brought out of his mouth at last. “It’d be n-n-n-nuh—it’d be nothing without 

you.” 

He pushed open the door at the end of the hall for her and as she passed under 

his arm she looked up and said, “Why, aren’t you sweet?” 

 “No, I mean it,” he said, “you’re really a beautiful cheerleader. But then 

you’re beautiful period.” 

“I’ve skinny legs.” 

“Who told you that?” 

“Somebody.” 

“Well, he wasn’t very sweet.” 

“No.” 

“Why do you hate this poor old school?” 
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“Now, Billy. You know you don’t care about this junky place any more than I 

do.” 

“I love it. It breaks my heart to hear you say you want to get out, because then 

I’ll never see you again.” 

“You don’t care, do you?” 

“Why, sure I care; you know”—their feet stopped; they had reached bottom, 

the first-floor landing, two brass-barred doors and a grimy radiator— “I’ve 

always li-loved you.” 

“You don’t mean that.” 

“I do too. It’s ridiculous but there it is. I wanted to tell you today and now I 

have.” 

He expected her to laugh and go out the door, but instead she showed an 

unforeseeable willingness to discuss this awkward matter. He should have 

realized before this that women enjoy being talked to. “It’s a very silly thing 

to say,” she asserted tentatively. 

“I don’t see why,” he said, fairly bold now that he couldn’t seem more 

ridiculous, and yet picking his words with a certain strategic care. “It’s not 

that silly to love somebody, I mean what the hell. Probably what’s silly is not 

to do anything about it for umpteen years, but, then, I never had an 

opportunity, I thought.” 

He set his books down on the radiator and she set hers down beside his. 

“What kind of opportunity were you waiting for?” 

“Well, see, that’s it; I didn’t know.” He wished, in a way, she would go out the 

door. But she had propped herself against the wall and plainly awaited more 

conversation. “Yuh-you were such a queen and I was such a nothing and I just 

didn’t really want to presume.” It wasn’t very interesting; it puzzled him that 

she seemed to be interested. Her face had grown quite stern, her mouth small 

and thoughtful, and he made a gesture with his hands intended to release her 

from the bother of thinking about it. After all, it was just a disposition of his 

heart, nothing permanent or expensive; perhaps it was just his mother’s idea 

anyway. Half in impatience to close the account, he asked, “Will you marry 

me?” 
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“You don’t want to marry me,” she said. “You’re going to go on and be 

somebody.” 

He blushed in pleasure; is this how she saw him, is this how they all saw him; 

as nothing now, but in time somebody? Had his hopes always been obvious? 

He dissembled, saying, “No, I’m not. But anyway, you’re great now. You’re so 

pretty, Mary.” 

“Oh, Billy,” she said, “if you were me for just one day you’d hate it.” 

She said this rather blankly, watching his eyes; he wished her voice had shown 

more misery. In his world of closed surfaces a panel, carelessly pushed, had 

opened, and he hung in this openness paralyzed, unable to think what to say. 

Nothing he could think of quite fit the abruptly immense context. The radiator 

cleared its throat. Its heat made, in the intimate volume just this side of the 

doors on whose windows the snow beat limply, a provocative snugness. He 

supposed he should try to kiss her, and stepped forward, his hands lifting 

toward her shoulders. Mary sidestepped between him and the radiator and 

put the scarf back on. She lifted the cloth like a broad plaid halo above her 

head and then wrapped it around her chin and knotted it so she looked, in her 

red galoshes and bulky coat, like a peasant woman in a movie about Europe. 

With her hair swathed, her face seemed pale and chunky, and when she 

recradled the books in her arms her back bent humbly. “It’s too hot in here,” 

she said. “I’ve got to wait for somebody.” The disconnectedness of the two 

statements seemed natural in the fragmented atmosphere his stops and starts 

had produced. She bucked the brass bar with her shoulder and the door 

slammed open; he followed her into the weather. 

“For the person who thinks your legs are too skinny?” 

“Could be, Mip.” As she looked up at him a snowflake caught on the lashes of 

one eye. She jerkily rubbed that cheek on the shoulder of her coat and 

stamped a foot, splashing slush. Cold water gathered on the back of his thin 

shirt. He put his hands in his pockets and pressed his arms against his sides to 

keep from shivering. 

“Thuh-then you wo-won’t marry me?” His instinct told him the only way 

back was by going forward, ridiculously. 

“We don’t know each other,” she said. 
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“My God,” he said. “Why not? I’ve known you since kindergarten.” 

“What do you know about me?” 

This awful seriousness of hers; he must dissolve it. “That you’re not a virgin.” 

But instead of making her laugh this made her face go dead and turned it 

away. Like beginning to kiss her, it was a mistake. In part, he felt grateful for 

his mistakes; they were like loyal friends who are nevertheless embarrassing. 

“What do you know about me?” he asked, setting himself up for a finishing 

insult but dreading it. He hated the stiff feel of his smile between his cheeks; 

he glimpsed, as if the snow were a mirror, how hateful he looked. 

“That you’re basically very nice.” 

Her reply blinded him to his physical discomfort, set him burning with regret. 

“Listen,” he said, “I did love you. Let’s at least get that straight.” 

“You never loved anybody, Billy,” she said. “You don’t know what it is.” 

“O.K.,” he said. “Pardon me.” 

“You’re excused.” 

“You better wait in the school,” he told her. “He’s-eez-eez going to be a long 

time.” 

She didn’t answer and walked a little distance, along the slack cable that 

divided the parking lot from the softball field. One bicycle, rusted as if it had 

been there for years, leaned in the rack, its fenders supporting crescents of 

white. 

The warmth inside the door felt heavy. William picked up his books and ran 

his pencil across the black ribs of the radiator before going down the stairs to 

his locker in the annex basement. The shadows were thick at the foot of the 

steps; suddenly it felt late, he must hurry and get home. He was seized by the 

irrational fear that the school authorities were going to lock him in. The 

cloistered odors of paper, sweat, and, from the wood-shop at the far end of the 

basement hall, sawdust no longer flattered him; the tall green double lockers 

appeared to study him critically through the three air slits near their tops. 

When he opened his locker, and put his books on his shelf, below Marvin 

Wolf’s, and removed his coat from his hook, his self seemed to crawl into the 
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long dark space thus made vacant, the humiliated, ugly, educable self. In 

answer to a flick of his large hand the steel door weightlessly floated shut, and 

through the length of his body he felt so clean and free he smiled. Between 

now and the happy future predicted for him he had nothing, almost literally 

nothing, to do. 

 

===================================================== 

F. Scott Fitzgerald – Winter Dreams 
(http://www.biography.com/people/f-scott-fitzgerald-9296261) 

 

 
 
“F. Scott Fitzgerald was born on September 24, 1896, in St. Paul, Minnesota. 

His first novel's success made him famous and let him marry the woman he 

loved, but he later descended into drinking and his wife had a mental 

breakdown. Following the unsuccessful Tender is the Night, Fitzgerald moved 

to Hollywood and became a scriptwriter. He died of a heart attack in 1940, at 

age 44, his final novel only half completed. 

F. Scott Fitzgerald was born Francis Scott Key Fitzgerald on September 24, 

1896, in St. Paul, Minnesota. His namesake (and second cousin three times 

removed on his father's side) was Francis Scott Key, who wrote the lyrics to 

the "Star-Spangled Banner." Fitzgerald's mother, Mary McQuillan, was from 

an Irish-Catholic family that had made a small fortune in Minnesota as 

wholesale grocers. His father, Edward Fitzgerald, had opened a wicker 

furniture business in St. Paul, and, when it failed, he took a job as a salesman 

for Procter & Gamble that took his family back and forth between Buffalo 

and Syracuse in upstate New York during the first decade of Fitzgerald's life. 

However, Edward Fitzgerald lost his job with Procter & Gamble in 1908, 
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when F. Scott Fitzgerald was 12, and the family moved back to St. Paul to live 

off of his mother's inheritance. 

Fitzgerald was a bright, handsome and ambitious boy, the pride and joy of his 

parents and especially his mother. He attended the St. Paul Academy, and 

when he was 13, he saw his first piece of writing appear in print: a detective 

story published in the school newspaper. In 1911, when Fitzgerald was 15 

years old, his parents sent him to the Newman School, a prestigious Catholic 

preparatory school in New Jersey. There, he met Father Sigourney Fay, who 

noticed his incipient talent with the written word and encouraged him to 

pursue his literary ambitions. 

After graduating from the Newman School in 1913, Fitzgerald decided to stay 

in New Jersey to continue his artistic development at Princeton University. At 

Princeton, he firmly dedicated himself to honing his craft as a writer, writing 

scripts for Princeton's famous Triangle Club musicals as well as frequent 

articles for the Princeton Tiger humor magazine and stories for the Nassau 

Literary Magazine. However, Fitzgerald's writing came at the expense of his 

coursework. He was placed on academic probation, and, in 1917, he dropped 

out of school to join the U.S. Army. Afraid that he might die in World War I 

with his literary dreams unfulfilled, in the weeks before reporting to duty, 

Fitzgerald hastily wrote a novel called The Romantic Egotist. Though the 

publisher, Charles Scribner's Sons, rejected the novel, the reviewer noted its 

originality and encouraged Fitzgerald to submit more work in the future. 

Fitzgerald was commissioned a second lieutenant in the infantry and assigned 

to Camp Sheridan outside of Montgomery, Alabama. It was there that he met 

and fell in love with a beautiful 18-year-old girl named Zelda Sayre, the 

daughter of an Alabama Supreme Court judge. The war ended in November 

1918, before Fitzgerald was ever deployed, and upon his discharge he moved 

to New York City hoping to launch a career in advertising lucrative enough to 

convince Zelda to marry him. He quit his job after only a few months, 

however, and returned to St. Paul to rewrite his novel. 

The novel's new incarnation, This Side of Paradise, a largely autobiographical 

story about love and greed, was centered on Amory Blaine, an ambitious 

Midwesterner who falls in love with, but is ultimately rejected by, two girls 

from high-class families. The novel was published in 1920 to glowing reviews 
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and, almost overnight, turned Fitzgerald, at the age of 24, into one of the 

country's most promising young writers. One week after the novel's 

publication, he married Zelda Sayre in New York. They had one child, a 

daughter named Frances Scott Fitzgerald, born in 1921. 

F. Scott Fitzgerald eagerly embraced his newly minted celebrity status and 

embarked on an extravagant lifestyle that earned him a reputation as a 

playboy and hindered his reputation as a serious literary writer. Beginning in 

1920 and continuing throughout the rest of his career, Fitzgerald supported 

himself financially by writing great numbers of short stories for popular 

publications such as The Saturday Evening Post and Esquire. Some of his most 

notable stories include "The Diamond as Big as the Ritz," "The Curious Case 

of Benjamin Button," "The Camel's Back" and "The Last of the Belles." 

In 1922, Fitzgerald published his second novel, The Beautiful and Damned, the 

story of the troubled marriage of Anthony and Gloria Patch. The Beautiful 

and Damned helped to cement his status as one of the great chroniclers and 

satirists of the culture of wealth, extravagance and ambition that emerged 

during the affluent 1920s—what became known as the Jazz Age. "It was an 

age of miracles," Fitzgerald wrote, "it was an age of art, it was an age of 

excess, and it was an age of satire." 

Seeking a change of scenery to spark his creativity, in 1924, Fitzgerald moved 

to France, and it was there, in Valescure, that Fitzgerald wrote what would be 

credited as his greatest novel, The Great Gatsby. Published in 1925, The Great 

Gatsby is narrated by Nick Carraway, a Midwesterner who moves into the 

town of West Egg on Long Island, next door to a mansion owned by the 

wealthy and mysterious Jay Gatsby. The novel follows Nick and Gatsby's 

strange friendship and Gatsby's pursuit of a married woman named Daisy, 

ultimately leading to his exposure as a bootlegger and his death. 

With its beautiful lyricism, pitch-perfect portrayal of the Jazz Age, and 

searching critiques of materialism, love and the American Dream, The Great 

Gatsby is considered Fitzgerald's finest work. Although the book was well-

received when it was published, it was not until the 1950s and '60s, long after 

Fitzgerald's death, that it achieved its stature as the definitive portrait of the 

"Roaring Twenties," as well as one of the greatest American novels ever 

written. 
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After he completed The Great Gatsby, Fitzgerald's life began to unravel. 

Always a heavy drinker, he progressed steadily into alcoholism and suffered 

prolonged bouts of writer's block. His wife, Zelda, also suffered from mental 

health issues, and the couple spent the late 1920s moving back and forth 

between Delaware and France. In 1930, she suffered another breakdown 

and was treated at the Sheppard Pratt Hospital in Towson, Maryland, and 

that same year was admitted to a mental health clinic in Switzerland. Two 

years later she was treated at the Phipps Psychiatric Clinic at Johns Hopkins 

Hospital in Baltimore. 

In 1934, after years of toil, Fitzgerald finally published his fourth 

novel, Tender is the Night, about an American psychiatrist in Paris, France, 

and his troubled marriage to a wealthy patient. Although Tender is the 

Night was a commercial failure and was initially poorly received due to its 

chronologically jumbled structure, it has since gained in reputation and is 

now considered among the great American novels. 

After another two years lost to alcohol and depression, in 1937 Fitzgerald 

attempted to revive his career as a screenwriter and freelance storywriter in 

Hollywood, and he achieved modest financial, if not critical, success for his 

efforts. He began work on another novel, The Love of the Last Tycoon, in 1939, 

and he had completed over half the manuscript when he died of a heart attack 

on December 21, 1940, at the age of 44, in Hollywood, California. 

F. Scott Fitzgerald died believing himself a failure. None of his works received 

anything more than modest commercial or critical success during his lifetime. 

However, since his death, Fitzgerald has gained a reputation as one of the pre-

eminent authors in the history of American literature due almost entirely to 

the enormous posthumous success of The Great Gatsby. Perhaps the 

quintessential American novel, as well as a definitive social history of the Jazz 

Age, The Great Gatsby went on to become required reading for virtually every 

American high school student, and has had a transportive effect on generation 

after generation of readers”. 

Winter Dreams – F. Scott Fitzgerald: When reading 

the story, keep in mind the following guiding questions( 

again, you are NOT writing these out in the summer) : 
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• Most IB English 12 students have previously read Fitzgerald’s, The 

Great Gatsby  (or seen the film !!!). It is clear that Fitzgerald modeled all 

of his main female characters on his wife, Zelda. Judy is no exception. 

Reflect on the specific personality qualities, outlooks on life, etc. that 

Judy appears to possess. 

 

 

• Reflecting on the idea that Dexter fully knows/is painfully aware of the 

type of person Judy is, how he, himself, objectifies her, and how she 

“toys” with his emotions, why do  you feel he still would give anything to 

be with her.  

 

• Keeping the entirety of the story in mind, think about what you perceive 

Fitzgerald’s perceptions might be on love and physical beauty.   

 

 

WINTER DREAMS    

 by F. Scott Fitzgerald 
 

 

Some of the caddies were poor as sin and lived in one-room houses 

with a neurasthenic cow in the front yard, but Dexter Green's 

father owned the second best grocery-store in Black Bear--the best 

one was "The Hub," patronized by the wealthy people from Sherry 

Island--and Dexter caddied only for pocket-money. 

 

In the fall when the days became crisp and gray, and the long 

Minnesota winter shut down like the white lid of a box, Dexter's 

skis moved over the snow that hid the fairways of the golf course. 

At these times the country gave him a feeling of profound 

melancholy--it offended him that the links should lie in enforced 

fallowness, haunted by ragged sparrows for the long season.  It was 

dreary, too, that on the tees where the gay colors fluttered in 

summer there were now only the desolate sand-boxes knee-deep in 

crusted ice.  When he crossed the hills the wind blew cold as 

misery, and if the sun was out he tramped with his eyes squinted up 
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against the hard dimensionless glare. 

 

In April the winter ceased abruptly.  The snow ran down into Black 

Bear Lake scarcely tarrying for the early golfers to brave the 

season with red and black balls.  Without elation, without an 

interval of moist glory, the cold was gone. 

 

Dexter knew that there was something dismal about this Northern 

spring, just as he knew there was something gorgeous about the 

fall.  Fall made him clinch his hands and tremble and repeat 

idiotic sentences to himself, and make brisk abrupt gestures of 

command to imaginary audiences and armies.  October filled him with 

hope which November raised to a sort of ecstatic triumph, and in 

this mood the fleeting brilliant impressions of the summer at 

Sherry Island were ready grist to his mill.  He became a golf 

champion and defeated Mr. T. A. Hedrick in a marvelous match 

played a hundred times over the fairways of his imagination, a 

match each detail of which he changed about untiringly--sometimes 

he won with almost laughable ease, sometimes he came up 

magnificently from behind.  Again, stepping from a Pierce-Arrow 

automobile, like Mr. Mortimer Jones, he strolled frigidly into the 

lounge of the Sherry Island Golf Club--or perhaps, surrounded by an 

admiring crowd, he gave an exhibition of fancy diving from the 

spring-board of the club raft. . . .  Among those who watched him 

in open-mouthed wonder was Mr. Mortimer Jones. 

 

And one day it came to pass that Mr. Jones--himself and not his 

ghost--came up to Dexter with tears in his eyes and said that 

Dexter was the ---- best caddy in the club, and wouldn't he decide 

not to quit if Mr. Jones made it worth his while, because every 

other ---- caddy in the club lost one ball a hole for him-- 

regularly-- 

 

"No, sir," said Dexter decisively, "I don't want to caddy any 

more."  Then, after a pause:  "I'm too old." 

 
 

"I decided I was too old." 

 

Dexter handed in his "A Class" badge, collected what money was due 
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him from the caddy master, and walked home to Black Bear Village. 

 

"The best ---- caddy I ever saw," shouted Mr. Mortimer Jones over a 

drink that afternoon.  "Never lost a ball!  Willing!  Intelligent! 

Quiet!  Honest!  Grateful!" 

 

The little girl who had done this was eleven--beautifully ugly as 

little girls are apt to be who are destined after a few years to be 

inexpressibly lovely and bring no end of misery to a great number 

of men.  The spark, however, was perceptible.  There was a general 

ungodliness in the way her lips twisted down at the corners when 

she smiled, and in the--Heaven help us!--in the almost passionate 

quality of her eyes.  Vitality is born early in such women.  It was 

utterly in evidence now, shining through her thin frame in a sort 

of glow. 

 

She had come eagerly out on to the course at nine o'clock with a 

white linen nurse and five small new golf-clubs in a white canvas 

bag which the nurse was carrying.  When Dexter first saw her she 

was standing by the caddy house, rather ill at ease and trying to 

conceal the fact by engaging her nurse in an obviously unnatural 

conversation graced by startling and irrelevant grimaces from 

herself. 

 

"Well, it's certainly a nice day, Hilda," Dexter heard her say. 

She drew down the corners of her mouth, smiled, and glanced 

furtively around, her eyes in transit falling for an instant on 

Dexter. 

 

Then to the nurse: 

 

"Well, I guess there aren't very many people out here this morning, 

are there?" 

 

The smile again--radiant, blatantly artificial--convincing. 

 

"I don't know what we're supposed to do now," said the nurse, 

looking nowhere in particular. 

 

"Oh, that's all right.  I'll fix it up." 
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Dexter stood perfectly still, his mouth slightly ajar.  He knew 

that if he moved forward a step his stare would be in her line of 

vision--if he moved backward he would lose his full view of her 

face.  For a moment he had not realized how young she was.  Now he 

remembered having seen her several times the year before--in 

bloomers. 

 

Suddenly, involuntarily, he laughed, a short abrupt laugh--then, 

startled by himself, he turned and began to walk quickly away. 

 

"Boy!" 

 

Dexter stopped. 

 

"Boy--" 

 

Beyond question he was addressed.  Not only that, but he was 

treated to that absurd smile, that preposterous smile--the memory 

of which at least a dozen men were to carry into middle age. 

 

"Boy, do you know where the golf teacher is?" 

 

"He's giving a lesson." 

 

"Well, do you know where the caddy-master is?" 

 

"He isn't here yet this morning." 

 

"Oh."  For a moment this baffled her.  She stood alternately on her 

right and left foot. 

 

"We'd like to get a caddy," said the nurse.  "Mrs. Mortimer Jones 

sent us out to play golf, and we don't know how without we get a 

caddy." 

 

Here she was stopped by an ominous glance from Miss Jones, followed 

immediately by the smile. 

 

"There aren't any caddies here except me," said Dexter to the 
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nurse, "and I got to stay here in charge until the caddy-master 

gets here." 

 

"Oh." 

 

Miss Jones and her retinue now withdrew, and at a proper distance 

from Dexter became involved in a heated conversation, which was 

concluded by Miss Jones taking one of the clubs and hitting it on 

the ground with violence.  For further emphasis she raised it again 

and was about to bring it down smartly upon the nurse's bosom, when 

the nurse seized the club and twisted it from her hands. 

 

"You damn little mean old THING!" cried Miss Jones wildly. 

 

Another argument ensued.  Realizing that the elements of the comedy 

were implied in the scene, Dexter several times began to laugh, but 

each time restrained the laugh before it reached audibility.  He 

could not resist the monstrous conviction that the little girl was 

justified in beating the nurse. 

 

The situation was resolved by the fortuitous appearance of the 

caddy-master, who was appealed to immediately by the nurse. 

 

"Miss Jones is to have a little caddy, and this one says he can't 

go." 

 

"Mr. McKenna said I was to wait here till you came," said Dexter 

quickly. 

 

"Well, he's here now."  Miss Jones smiled cheerfully at the caddy- 

master.  Then she dropped her bag and set off at a haughty mince 

toward the first tee. 

 

"Well?"  The caddy-master turned to Dexter.  "What you standing 

there like a dummy for?  Go pick up the young lady's clubs." 

 

"I don't think I'll go out to-day," said Dexter. 

 

"You don't--" 
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"I think I'll quit." 

 

The enormity of his decision frightened him.  He was a favorite 

caddy, and the thirty dollars a month he earned through the summer 

were not to be made elsewhere around the lake.  But he had received 

a strong emotional shock, and his perturbation required a violent 

and immediate outlet. 

 

It is not so simple as that, either.  As so frequently would be the 

case in the future, Dexter was unconsciously dictated to by his 

winter dreams. 

 

 

II 

 

 

Now, of course, the quality and the seasonability of these winter 

dreams varied, but the stuff of them remained.  They persuaded 

Dexter several years later to pass up a business course at the 

State university--his father, prospering now, would have paid his 

way--for the precarious advantage of attending an older and more 

famous university in the East, where he was bothered by his scanty 

funds.  But do not get the impression, because his winter dreams 

happened to be concerned at first with musings on the rich, that 

there was anything merely snobbish in the boy.  He wanted not 

association with glittering things and glittering people--he wanted 

the glittering things themselves.  Often he reached out for the 

best without knowing why he wanted it--and sometimes he ran up 

against the mysterious denials and prohibitions in which life 

indulges.  It is with one of those denials and not with his career 

as a whole that this story deals. 

 

He made money.  It was rather amazing.  After college he went to 

the city from which Black Bear Lake draws its wealthy patrons. 

When he was only twenty-three and had been there not quite two 

years, there were already people who liked to say:  "Now THERE'S a 

boy--"  All about him rich men's sons were peddling bonds 

precariously, or investing patrimonies precariously, or plodding 

through the two dozen volumes of the "George Washington Commercial 

Course," but Dexter borrowed a thousand dollars on his college 
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degree and his confident mouth, and bought a partnership in a 

laundry. 

 

It was a small laundry when he went into it but Dexter made a 

specialty of learning how the English washed fine woollen golf- 

stockings without shrinking them, and within a year he was catering 

to the trade that wore knickerbockers.  Men were insisting that 

their Shetland hose and sweaters go to his laundry just as they had 

insisted on a caddy who could find golf-balls.  A little later he 

was doing their wives' lingerie as well--and running five branches 

in different parts of the city.  Before he was twenty-seven he 

owned the largest string of laundries in his section of the 

country.  It was then that he sold out and went to New York.  But 

the part of his story that concerns us goes back to the days when 

he was making his first big success. 

 

When he was twenty-three Mr. Hart--one of the gray-haired men who 

like to say "Now there's a boy"--gave him a guest card to the 

Sherry Island Golf Club for a week-end.  So he signed his name one 

day on the register, and that afternoon played golf in a foursome 

with Mr. Hart and Mr. Sandwood and Mr. T. A. Hedrick.  He did not 

consider it necessary to remark that he had once carried Mr. Hart's 

bag over this same links, and that he knew every trap and gully 

with his eyes shut--but he found himself glancing at the four 

caddies who trailed them, trying to catch a gleam or gesture that 

would remind him of himself, that would lessen the gap which lay 

between his present and his past. 

 

It was a curious day, slashed abruptly with fleeting, familiar 

impressions.  One minute he had the sense of being a trespasser--in 

the next he was impressed by the tremendous superiority he felt 

toward Mr. T. A. Hedrick, who was a bore and not even a good golfer 

any more. 

 

Then, because of a ball Mr. Hart lost near the fifteenth green, an 

enormous thing happened.  While they were searching the stiff 

grasses of the rough there was a clear call of "Fore!" from behind 

a hill in their rear.  And as they all turned abruptly from their 

search a bright new ball sliced abruptly over the hill and caught 

Mr. T. A. Hedrick in the abdomen. 
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"By Gad!" cried Mr. T. A. Hedrick, "they ought to put some of these 

crazy women off the course.  It's getting to be outrageous." 

 

A head and a voice came up together over the hill: 

 

"Do you mind if we go through?" 

 

"You hit me in the stomach!" declared Mr. Hedrick wildly. 

 

"Did I?"  The girl approached the group of men.  "I'm sorry.  I 

yelled 'Fore!'" 

 

Her glance fell casually on each of the men--then scanned the 

fairway for her ball. 

 

"Did I bounce into the rough?" 

 

It was impossible to determine whether this question was ingenuous 

or malicious.  In a moment, however, she left no doubt, for as her 

partner came up over the hill she called cheerfully: 

 

"Here I am!  I'd have gone on the green except that I hit 

something." 

 

As she took her stance for a short mashie shot, Dexter looked at 

her closely.  She wore a blue gingham dress, rimmed at throat and 

shoulders with a white edging that accentuated her tan.  The 

quality of exaggeration, of thinness, which had made her passionate 

eyes and down-turning mouth absurd at eleven, was gone now.  She 

was arrestingly beautiful.  The color in her cheeks was centered 

like the color in a picture--it was not a "high" color, but a son 

of fluctuating and feverish warmth, so shaded that it seemed at any 

moment it would recede and disappear.  This color and the mobility 

of her mouth gave a continual impression of flux, of intense life, 

of passionate vitality--balanced only partially by the sad luxury 

of her eyes. 

 

She swung her mashie impatiently and without interest, pitching the 

ball into a sand-pit on the other side of the green.  With a quick, 
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insincere smile and a careless "Thank you!" she went on after it. 

 

"That Judy Jones!" remarked Mr. Hedrick on the next tee, as they 

waited--some moments--for her to play on ahead.  "All she needs is 

to be turned up and spanked for six months and then to be married 

off to an old-fashioned cavalry captain." 

 

"My God, she's good-looking!" said Mr. Sandwood, who was just over 

thirty. 

 

"Good-looking!" cried Mr. Hedrick contemptuously, "she always looks 

as if she wanted to be kissed!  Turning those big cow-eyes on every 

calf in town!" 

 

It was doubtful if Mr. Hedrick intended a reference to the maternal 

instinct. 

 

"She'd play pretty good golf if she'd try," said Mr. Sandwood. 

 

"She has no form," said Mr. Hedrick solemnly. 

 

"She has a nice figure," said Mr. Sandwood. 

 

"Better thank the Lord she doesn't drive a swifter ball," said Mr. 

Hart, winking at Dexter. 

 

Later in the afternoon the sun went down with a riotous swirl of 

gold and varying blues and scarlets, and left the dry, rustling 

night of Western summer.  Dexter watched from the veranda of the 

Golf Club, watched the even overlap of the waters in the little 

wind, silver molasses under the harvest-moon.  Then the moon held a 

finger to her lips and the lake became a clear pool, pale and 

quiet.  Dexter put on his bathing-suit and swam out to the farthest 

raft, where he stretched dripping on the wet canvas of the 

springboard. 

 

There was a fish jumping and a star shining and the lights around 

the lake were gleaming.  Over on a dark peninsula a piano was 

playing the songs of last summer and of summers before that--songs 

from "Chin-Chin" and "The Count of Luxemburg" and "The Chocolate 



44 

 

Soldier"--and because the sound of a piano over a stretch of water 

had always seemed beautiful to Dexter he lay perfectly quiet and 

listened. 

 

The tune the piano was playing at that moment had been gay and new 

five years before when Dexter was a sophomore at college.  They had 

played it at a prom once when he could not afford the luxury of 

proms, and he had stood outside the gymnasium and listened.  The 

sound of the tune precipitated in him a sort of ecstasy and it was 

with that ecstasy he viewed what happened to him now.  It was a 

mood of intense appreciation, a sense that, for once, he was 

magnificently attune to life and that everything about him was 

radiating a brightness and a glamour he might never know again. 

 

A low, pale oblong detached itself suddenly from the darkness of 

the Island, spitting forth the reverberate sound of a racing motor- 

boat.  Two white streamers of cleft water rolled themselves out 

behind it and almost immediately the boat was beside him, drowning 

out the hot tinkle of the piano in the drone of its spray.  Dexter 

raising himself on his arms was aware of a figure standing at the 

wheel, of two dark eyes regarding him over the lengthening space of 

water--then the boat had gone by and was sweeping in an immense and 

purposeless circle of spray round and round in the middle of the 

lake.  With equal eccentricity one of the circles flattened out and 

headed back toward the raft. 

 

"Who's that?" she called, shutting off her motor.  She was so near 

now that Dexter could see her bathing-suit, which consisted 

apparently of pink rompers. 

 

The nose of the boat bumped the raft, and as the latter tilted 

rakishly he was precipitated toward her.  With different degrees of 

interest they recognized each other. 

 

"Aren't you one of those men we played through this afternoon?" she 

demanded. 

 

He was. 

 

"Well, do you know how to drive a motor-boat?  Because if you do I 
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wish you'd drive this one so I can ride on the surf-board behind. 

My name is Judy Jones"--she favored him with an absurd smirk-- 

rather, what tried to be a smirk, for, twist her mouth as she 

might, it was not grotesque, it was merely beautiful--"and I live 

in a house over there on the Island, and in that house there is a 

man waiting for me.  When he drove up at the door I drove out of 

the dock because he says I'm his ideal." 

 

There was a fish jumping and a star shining and the lights around 

the lake were gleaming.  Dexter sat beside Judy Jones and she 

explained how her boat was driven.  Then she was in the water, 

swimming to the floating surfboard with a sinuous crawl.  Watching 

her was without effort to the eye, watching a branch waving or a 

sea-gull flying.  Her arms, burned to butternut, moved sinuously 

among the dull platinum ripples, elbow appearing first, casting the 

forearm back with a cadence of falling water, then reaching out and 

down, stabbing a path ahead. 

 

They moved out into the lake; turning, Dexter saw that she was 

kneeling on the low rear of the now uptilted surf-board. 

 

"Go faster," she called, "fast as it'll go." 

 

Obediently he jammed the lever forward and the white spray mounted 

at the bow.  When he looked around again the girl was standing up 

on the rushing board, her arms spread wide, her eyes lifted toward 

the moon. 

 

"It's awful cold," she shouted.  "What's your name?" 

 

He told her. 

 

"Well, why don't you come to dinner to-morrow night?" 

 

His heart turned over like the fly-wheel of the boat, and, for the 

second time, her casual whim gave a new direction to his life. 

 

 

III 
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Next evening while he waited for her to come down-stairs, Dexter 

peopled the soft deep summer room and the sun-porch that opened 

from it with the men who had already loved Judy Jones.  He knew the 

sort of men they were--the men who when he first went to college 

had entered from the great prep schools with graceful clothes and 

the deep tan of healthy summers.  He had seen that, in one sense, 

he was better than these men.  He was newer and stronger.  Yet in 

acknowledging to himself that he wished his children to be like 

them he was admitting that he was but the rough, strong stuff from 

which they eternally sprang. 

 

When the time had come for him to wear good clothes, he had known 

who were the best tailors in America, and the best tailors in 

America had made him the suit he wore this evening.  He had 

acquired that particular reserve peculiar to his university, that 

set it off from other universities.  He recognized the value to him 

of such a mannerism and he had adopted it; he knew that to be 

careless in dress and manner required more confidence than to be 

careful.  But carelessness was for his children.  His mother's name 

had been Krimslich.  She was a Bohemian of the peasant class and 

she had talked broken English to the end of her days.  Her son must 

keep to the set patterns. 

 

At a little after seven Judy Jones came down-stairs.  She wore a 

blue silk afternoon dress, and he was disappointed at first that 

she had not put on something more elaborate.  This feeling was 

accentuated when, after a brief greeting, she went to the door of a 

butler's pantry and pushing it open called:  "You can serve dinner, 

Martha."  He had rather expected that a butler would announce 

dinner, that there would be a cocktail.  Then he put these thoughts 

behind him as they sat down side by side on a lounge and looked at 

each other. 

 

"Father and mother won't be here," she said thoughtfully. 

 

He remembered the last time he had seen her father, and he was glad 

the parents were not to be here to-night--they might wonder who he 

was.  He had been born in Keeble, a Minnesota village fifty miles 

farther north, and he always gave Keeble as his home instead of 
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Black Bear Village.  Country towns were well enough to come from if 

they weren't inconveniently in sight and used as footstools by 

fashionable lakes. 

 

They talked of his university, which she had visited frequently 

during the past two years, and of the near-by city which supplied 

Sherry Island with its patrons, and whither Dexter would return 

next day to his prospering laundries. 

 

During dinner she slipped into a moody depression which gave Dexter 

a feeling of uneasiness.  Whatever petulance she uttered in her 

throaty voice worried him.  Whatever she smiled at--at him, at a 

chicken liver, at nothing--it disturbed him that her smile could 

have no root in mirth, or even in amusement.  When the scarlet 

corners of her lips curved down, it was less a smile than an 

invitation to a kiss. 

 

Then, after dinner, she led him out on the dark sun-porch and 

deliberately changed the atmosphere. 

 

"Do you mind if I weep a little?" she said. 

 

"I'm afraid I'm boring you," he responded quickly. 

 

"You're not.  I like you.  But I've just had a terrible afternoon. 

There was a man I cared about, and this afternoon he told me out of 

a clear sky that he was poor as a church-mouse.  He'd never even 

hinted it before.  Does this sound horribly mundane?" 

 

"Perhaps he was afraid to tell you." 

 

"Suppose he was," she answered.  "He didn't start right.  You see, 

if I'd thought of him as poor--well, I've been mad about loads of 

poor men, and fully intended to marry them all.  But in this case, 

I hadn't thought of him that way, and my interest in him wasn't 

strong enough to survive the shock.  As if a girl calmly informed 

her fiancé that she was a widow.  He might not object to widows, 

but-- 

 

"Let's start right," she interrupted herself suddenly.  "Who are 
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you, anyhow?" 

 

For a moment Dexter hesitated.  Then: 

 

"I'm nobody," he announced.  "My career is largely a matter of 

futures." 

 

"Are you poor?" 

 

"No," he said frankly, "I'm probably making more money than any man 

my age in the Northwest.  I know that's an obnoxious remark, but 

you advised me to start right." 

 

There was a pause.  Then she smiled and the corners of her mouth 

drooped and an almost imperceptible sway brought her closer to him, 

looking up into his eyes.  A lump rose in Dexter's throat, and he 

waited breathless for the experiment, facing the unpredictable 

compound that would form mysteriously from the elements of their 

lips.  Then he saw--she communicated her excitement to him, 

lavishly, deeply, with kisses that were not a promise but a 

fulfillment.  They aroused in him not hunger demanding renewal but 

surfeit that would demand more surfeit . . . kisses that were like 

charity, creating want by holding back nothing at all. 

 

It did not take him many hours to decide that he had wanted Judy 

Jones ever since he was a proud, desirous little boy. 

 

 

IV 

 

 

It began like that--and continued, with varying shades of 

intensity, on such a note right up to the dénouement.  Dexter 

surrendered a part of himself to the most direct and unprincipled 

personality with which he had ever come in contact.  Whatever Judy 

wanted, she went after with the full pressure of her charm.  There 

was no divergence of method, no jockeying for position or 

premeditation of effects--there was a very little mental side to 

any of her affairs.  She simply made men conscious to the highest 

degree of her physical loveliness.  Dexter had no desire to change 
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her.  Her deficiencies were knit up with a passionate energy that 

transcended and justified them. 

 

When, as Judy's head lay against his shoulder that first night, she 

whispered, "I don't know what's the matter with me.  Last night I 

thought I was in love with a man and to-night I think I'm in love 

with you--"--it seemed to him a beautiful and romantic thing to 

say.  It was the exquisite excitability that for the moment he 

controlled and owned.  But a week later he was compelled to view 

this same quality in a different light.  She took him in her 

roadster to a picnic supper, and after supper she disappeared, 

likewise in her roadster, with another man.  Dexter became 

enormously upset and was scarcely able to be decently civil to the 

other people present.  When she assured him that she had not kissed 

the other man, he knew she was lying--yet he was glad that she had 

taken the trouble to lie to him. 

 

He was, as he found before the summer ended, one of a varying dozen 

who circulated about her.  Each of them had at one time been 

favored above all others--about half of them still basked in the 

solace of occasional sentimental revivals.  Whenever one showed 

signs of dropping out through long neglect, she granted him a brief 

honeyed hour, which encouraged him to tag along for a year or so 

longer.  Judy made these forays upon the helpless and defeated 

without malice, indeed half unconscious that there was anything 

mischievous in what she did. 

 

When a new man came to town every one dropped out--dates were 

automatically cancelled. 

 

The helpless part of trying to do anything about it was that she 

did it all herself.  She was not a girl who could be "won" in the 

kinetic sense--she was proof against cleverness, she was proof 

against charm; if any of these assailed her too strongly she would 

immediately resolve the affair to a physical basis, and under the 

magic of her physical splendor the strong as well as the brilliant 

played her game and not their own.  She was entertained only by the 

gratification of her desires and by the direct exercise of her own 

charm.  Perhaps from so much youthful love, so many youthful 

lovers, she had come, in self-defense, to nourish herself wholly 
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from within. 

 

Succeeding Dexter's first exhilaration came restlessness and 

dissatisfaction.  The helpless ecstasy of losing himself in her was 

opiate rather than tonic.  It was fortunate for his work during the 

winter that those moments of ecstasy came infrequently.  Early in 

their acquaintance it had seemed for a while that there was a deep 

and spontaneous mutual attraction--that first August, for example-- 

three days of long evenings on her dusky veranda, of strange wan 

kisses through the late afternoon, in shadowy alcoves or behind the 

protecting trellises of the garden arbors, of mornings when she was 

fresh as a dream and almost shy at meeting him in the clarity of 

the rising day.  There was all the ecstasy of an engagement about 

it, sharpened by his realization that there was no engagement.  It 

was during those three days that, for the first time, he had asked 

her to marry him.  She said "maybe some day," she said "kiss me," 

she said "I'd like to marry you," she said "I love you"--she said-- 

nothing. 

 

The three days were interrupted by the arrival of a New York man 

who visited at her house for half September.  To Dexter's agony, 

rumor engaged them.  The man was the son of the president of a 

great trust company.  But at the end of a month it was reported 

that Judy was yawning.  At a dance one night she sat all evening in 

a motor-boat with a local beau, while the New Yorker searched the 

club for her frantically.  She told the local beau that she was 

bored with her visitor, and two days later he left.  She was seen 

with him at the station, and it was reported that he looked very 

mournful indeed. 

 

On this note the summer ended.  Dexter was twenty-four, and he 

found himself increasingly in a position to do as he wished.  He 

joined two clubs in the city and lived at one of them.  Though he 

was by no means an integral part of the stag-lines at these clubs, 

he managed to be on hand at dances where Judy Jones was likely to 

appear.  He could have gone out socially as much as he liked--he 

was an eligible young man, now, and popular with down-town fathers. 

His confessed devotion to Judy Jones had rather solidified his 

position.  But he had no social aspirations and rather despised the 

dancing men who were always on tap for the Thursday or Saturday 
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parties and who filled in at dinners with the younger married set. 

Already he was playing with the idea of going East to New York.  He 

wanted to take Judy Jones with him.  No disillusion as to the world 

in which she had grown up could cure his illusion as to her 

desirability. 

 

Remember that--for only in the light of it can what he did for her 

be understood. 

 

Eighteen months after he first met Judy Jones he became engaged to 

another girl.  Her name was Irene Scheerer, and her father was one 

of the men who had always believed in Dexter.  Irene was light- 

haired and sweet and honorable, and a little stout, and she had two 

suitors whom she pleasantly relinquished when Dexter formally asked 

her to marry him. 

 

Summer, fall, winter, spring, another summer, another fall--so much 

he had given of his active life to the incorrigible lips of Judy 

Jones.  She had treated him with interest, with encouragement, with 

malice, with indifference, with contempt.  She had inflicted on him 

the innumerable little slights and indignities possible in such a 

case--as if in revenge for having ever cared for him at all.  She 

had beckoned him and yawned at him and beckoned him again and he 

had responded often with bitterness and narrowed eyes.  She had 

brought him ecstatic happiness and intolerable agony of spirit. 

She had caused him untold inconvenience and not a little trouble. 

She had insulted him, and she had ridden over him, and she had 

played his interest in her against his interest in his work--for 

fun.  She had done everything to him except to criticise him--this 

she had not done--it seemed to him only because it might have 

sullied the utter indifference she manifested and sincerely felt 

toward him. 

 

When autumn had come and gone again it occurred to him that he 

could not have Judy Jones.  He had to beat this into his mind but 

he convinced himself at last.  He lay awake at night for a while 

and argued it over.  He told himself the trouble and the pain she 

had caused him, he enumerated her glaring deficiencies as a wife. 

Then he said to himself that he loved her, and after a while he 

fell asleep.  For a week, lest he imagined her husky voice over the 
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telephone or her eyes opposite him at lunch, he worked hard and 

late, and at night he went to his office and plotted out his years. 

 

At the end of a week he went to a dance and cut in on her once. 

For almost the first time since they had met he did not ask her to 

sit out with him or tell her that she was lovely.  It hurt him that 

she did not miss these things--that was all.  He was not jealous 

when he saw that there was a new man to-night.  He had been 

hardened against jealousy long before. 

 

He stayed late at the dance.  He sat for an hour with Irene 

Scheerer and talked about books and about music.  He knew very 

little about either.  But he was beginning to be master of his own 

time now, and he had a rather priggish notion that he--the young 

and already fabulously successful Dexter Green--should know more 

about such things. 

 

That was in October, when he was twenty-five.  In January, Dexter 

and Irene became engaged.  It was to be announced in June, and they 

were to be married three months later. 

 

The Minnesota winter prolonged itself interminably, and it was 

almost May when the winds came soft and the snow ran down into 

Black Bear Lake at last.  For the first time in over a year Dexter 

was enjoying a certain tranquility of spirit.  Judy Jones had been 

in Florida, and afterward in Hot Springs, and somewhere she had 

been engaged, and somewhere she had broken it off.  At first, when 

Dexter had definitely given her up, it had made him sad that people 

still linked them together and asked for news of her, but when he 

began to be placed at dinner next to Irene Scheerer people didn't 

ask him about her any more--they told him about her.  He ceased to 

be an authority on her. 

 

May at last.  Dexter walked the streets at night when the darkness 

was damp as rain, wondering that so soon, with so little done, so 

much of ecstasy had gone from him.  May one year back had been 

marked by Judy's poignant, unforgivable, yet forgiven turbulence-- 

it had been one of those rare times when he fancied she had grown 

to care for him.  That old penny's worth of happiness he had spent 

for this bushel of content.  He knew that Irene would be no more 
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than a curtain spread behind him, a hand moving among gleaming tea- 

cups, a voice calling to children . . . fire and loveliness were 

gone, the magic of nights and the wonder of the varying hours and 

seasons . . . slender lips, down-turning, dropping to his lips and 

bearing him up into a heaven of eyes. . . .  The thing was deep in 

him.  He was too strong and alive for it to die lightly. 

 

In the middle of May when the weather balanced for a few days on 

the thin bridge that led to deep summer he turned in one night at 

Irene's house.  Their engagement was to be announced in a week 

now--no one would be surprised at it.  And to-night they would sit 

together on the lounge at the University Club and look on for an 

hour at the dancers.  It gave him a sense of solidity to go with 

her--she was so sturdily popular, so intensely "great." 

 

He mounted the steps of the brownstone house and stepped inside. 

 

"Irene," he called. 

 

Mrs. Scheerer came out of the living-room to meet him. 

 

"Dexter," she said, "Irene's gone up-stairs with a splitting 

headache.  She wanted to go with you but I made her go to bed." 

 

"Nothing serious, I--" 

 

"Oh, no.  She's going to play golf with you in the morning.  You 

can spare her for just one night, can't you, Dexter?" 

 

Her smile was kind.  She and Dexter liked each other.  In the 

living-room he talked for a moment before he said good-night. 

 

Returning to the University Club, where he had rooms, he stood in 

the doorway for a moment and watched the dancers.  He leaned 

against the door-post, nodded at a man or two--yawned. 

 

"Hello, darling." 

 

The familiar voice at his elbow startled him.  Judy Jones had left 

a man and crossed the room to him--Judy Jones, a slender enamelled 
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doll in cloth of gold: gold in a band at her head, gold in two 

slipper points at her dress's hem.  The fragile glow of her face 

seemed to blossom as she smiled at him.  A breeze of warmth and 

light blew through the room.  His hands in the pockets of his 

dinner-jacket tightened spasmodically.  He was filled with a sudden 

excitement. 

 

"When did you get back?" he asked casually. 

 

"Come here and I'll tell you about it." 

 

She turned and he followed her.  She had been away--he could have 

wept at the wonder of her return.  She had passed through enchanted 

streets, doing things that were like provocative music.  All 

mysterious happenings, all fresh and quickening hopes, had gone 

away with her, come back with her now. 

 

She turned in the doorway. 

 

"Have you a car here?  If you haven't, I have." 

 

"I have a coupé." 

 

In then, with a rustle of golden cloth.  He slammed the door.  Into 

so many cars she had stepped--like this--like that--her back 

against the leather, so--her elbow resting on the door--waiting. 

She would have been soiled long since had there been anything to 

soil her--except herself--but this was her own self outpouring. 

 

With an effort he forced himself to start the car and back into the 

street.  This was nothing, he must remember.  She had done this 

before, and he had put her behind him, as he would have crossed a 

bad account from his books. 

 

He drove slowly down-town and, affecting abstraction, traversed the 

deserted streets of the business section, peopled here and there 

where a movie was giving out its crowd or where consumptive or 

pugilistic youth lounged in front of pool halls.  The clink of 

glasses and the slap of hands on the bars issued from saloons, 

cloisters of glazed glass and dirty yellow light. 
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She was watching him closely and the silence was embarrassing, yet 

in this crisis he could find no casual word with which to profane 

the hour.  At a convenient turning he began to zigzag back toward 

the University Club. 
 

"Have you missed me?" she asked suddenly. 

 

"Everybody missed you." 

 

He wondered if she knew of Irene Scheerer.  She had been back only 

a day--her absence had been almost contemporaneous with his 

engagement. 

 

"What a remark!"  Judy laughed sadly--without sadness.  She looked 

at him searchingly.  He became absorbed in the dashboard. 

 

"You're handsomer than you used to be," she said thoughtfully. 

"Dexter, you have the most rememberable eyes." 

 

He could have laughed at this, but he did not laugh.  It was the 

sort of thing that was said to sophomores.  Yet it stabbed at him. 

 

"I'm awfully tired of everything, darling."  She called every one 

darling, endowing the endearment with careless, individual 

comraderie.  "I wish you'd marry me." 

 

The directness of this confused him.  He should have told her now 

that he was going to marry another girl, but he could not tell her. 

He could as easily have sworn that he had never loved her. 

 

"I think we'd get along," she continued, on the same note, "unless 

probably you've forgotten me and fallen in love with another girl." 

 

Her confidence was obviously enormous.  She had said, in effect, 

that she found such a thing impossible to believe, that if it were 

true he had merely committed a childish indiscretion--and probably 

to show off.  She would forgive him, because it was not a matter of 

any moment but rather something to be brushed aside lightly. 
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"Of course you could never love anybody but me," she continued.  "I 

like the way you love me.  Oh, Dexter, have you forgotten last 

year?" 

 

"No, I haven't forgotten." 

 

"Neither have I!" 

 

Was she sincerely moved--or was she carried along by the wave of 

her own acting? 

 

"I wish we could be like that again," she said, and he forced 

himself to answer: 

 

"I don't think we can." 

 

"I suppose not. . . .  I hear you're giving Irene Scheerer a 

violent rush." 

 

There was not the faintest emphasis on the name, yet Dexter was 

suddenly ashamed. 

 

"Oh, take me home," cried Judy suddenly; "I don't want to go back 

to that idiotic dance--with those children." 

 

Then, as he turned up the street that led to the residence 

district, Judy began to cry quietly to herself.  He had never seen 

her cry before. 

 

The dark street lightened, the dwellings of the rich loomed up 

around them, he stopped his coupé in front of the great white bulk 

of the Mortimer Joneses house, somnolent, gorgeous, drenched with 

the splendor of the damp moonlight.  Its solidity startled him. 

The strong walls, the steel of the girders, the breadth and beam 

and pomp of it were there only to bring out the contrast with the 

young beauty beside him.  It was sturdy to accentuate her 

slightness--as if to show what a breeze could be generated by a 

butterfly's wing. 

 

He sat perfectly quiet, his nerves in wild clamor, afraid that if 
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he moved he would find her irresistibly in his arms.  Two tears had 

rolled down her wet face and trembled on her upper lip. 

 

"I'm more beautiful than anybody else," she said brokenly, "why 

can't I be happy?"  Her moist eyes tore at his stability--her mouth 

turned slowly downward with an exquisite sadness:  "I'd like to 

marry you if you'll have me, Dexter.  I suppose you think I'm not 

worth having, but I'll be so beautiful for you, Dexter." 

 

A million phrases of anger, pride, passion, hatred, tenderness 

fought on his lips.  Then a perfect wave of emotion washed over 

him, carrying off with it a sediment of wisdom, of convention, of 

doubt, of honor.  This was his girl who was speaking, his own, his 

beautiful, his pride. 

 

"Won't you come in?"  He heard her draw in her breath sharply. 

 

Waiting. 

 

"All right," his voice was trembling, "I'll come in." 

 

 

V 

 
 

It was strange that neither when it was over nor a long time 

afterward did he regret that night.  Looking at it from the 

perspective of ten years, the fact that Judy's flare for him 

endured just one month seemed of little importance.  Nor did it 

matter that by his yielding he subjected himself to a deeper agony 

in the end and gave serious hurt to Irene Scheerer and to Irene's 

parents, who had befriended him.  There was nothing sufficiently 

pictorial about Irene's grief to stamp itself on his mind. 

 

Dexter was at bottom hard-minded.  The attitude of the city on his 

action was of no importance to him, not because he was going to 

leave the city, but because any outside attitude on the situation 

seemed superficial.  He was completely indifferent to popular 

opinion.  Nor, when he had seen that it was no use, that he did not 

possess in himself the power to move fundamentally or to hold Judy 
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Jones, did he bear any malice toward her.  He loved her, and he 

would love her until the day he was too old for loving--but he 

could not have her.  So he tasted the deep pain that is reserved 

only for the strong, just as he had tasted for a little while the 

deep happiness. 

 

Even the ultimate falsity of the grounds upon which Judy terminated 

the engagement that she did not want to "take him away" from Irene-- 

Judy, who had wanted nothing else--did not revolt him.  He was 

beyond any revulsion or any amusement. 

 

He went East in February with the intention of selling out his 

laundries and settling in New York--but the war came to America in 

March and changed his plans.  He returned to the West, handed over 

the management of the business to his partner, and went into the 

first officers' training-camp in late April.  He was one of those 

young thousands who greeted the war with a certain amount of 

relief, welcoming the liberation from webs of tangled emotion. 

 

 

VI 

 

 

This story is not his biography, remember, although things creep 

into it which have nothing to do with those dreams he had when he 

was young.  We are almost done with them and with him now.  There 

is only one more incident to be related here, and it happens seven 

years farther on. 

 

It took place in New York, where he had done well--so well that 

there were no barriers too high for him.  He was thirty-two years 

old, and, except for one flying trip immediately after the war, he 

had not been West in seven years.  A man named Devlin from Detroit 

came into his office to see him in a business way, and then and 

there this incident occurred, and closed out, so to speak, this 

particular side of his life. 

 

"So you're from the Middle West," said the man Devlin with careless 

curiosity.  "That's funny--I thought men like you were probably 

born and raised on Wall Street.  You know--wife of one of my best 
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friends in Detroit came from your city.  I was an usher at the 

wedding." 

 

Dexter waited with no apprehension of what was coming. 

 

"Judy Simms," said Devlin with no particular interest; "Judy Jones 

she was once." 

 

"Yes, I knew her."  A dull impatience spread over him.  He had 

heard, of course, that she was married--perhaps deliberately he had 

heard no more. 

 

"Awfully nice girl," brooded Devlin meaninglessly, "I'm sort of 

sorry for her." 

 

"Why?"  Something in Dexter was alert, receptive, at once. 

 

"Oh, Lud Simms has gone to pieces in a way.  I don't mean he ill- 

uses her, but he drinks and runs around--" 

 

"Doesn't she run around?" 

 

"No.  Stays at home with her kids." 

 

"Oh." 

 

"She's a little too old for him," said Devlin. 

 

"Too old!" cried Dexter.  "Why, man, she's only twenty-seven." 

 

He was possessed with a wild notion of rushing out into the streets 

and taking a train to Detroit.  He rose to his feet spasmodically. 

 

"I guess you're busy," Devlin apologized quickly.  "I didn't 

realize--" 

 

"No, I'm not busy," said Dexter, steadying his voice.  "I'm not 

busy at all.  Not busy at all.  Did you say she was--twenty-seven? 

No, I said she was twenty-seven." 
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"Yes, you did," agreed Devlin dryly. 

 

"Go on, then.  Go on." 

 

"What do you mean?" 

 

"About Judy Jones." 

 

Devlin looked at him helplessly. 

 

"Well, that's--I told you all there is to it.  He treats her like 

the devil.  Oh, they're not going to get divorced or anything. 

When he's particularly outrageous she forgives him.  In fact, I'm 

inclined to think she loves him.  She was a pretty girl when she 

first came to Detroit." 

 

A pretty girl!  The phrase struck Dexter as ludicrous. 

 

"Isn't she--a pretty girl, any more?" 

 

"Oh, she's all right." 

 

"Look here," said Dexter, sitting down suddenly, "I don't 

understand.  You say she was a 'pretty girl' and now you say she's 

'all right.'  I don't understand what you mean--Judy Jones wasn't a 

pretty girl, at all.  She was a great beauty.  Why, I knew her, I 

knew her.  She was--" 

 

Devlin laughed pleasantly. 

 

"I'm not trying to start a row," he said.  "I think Judy's a nice 

girl and I like her.  I can't understand how a man like Lud Simms 

could fall madly in love with her, but he did."  Then he added: 

"Most of the women like her." 

 

Dexter looked closely at Devlin, thinking wildly that there must be 

a reason for this, some insensitivity in the man or some private 

malice. 

 

"Lots of women fade just like THAT," Devlin snapped his fingers. 
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"You must have seen it happen.  Perhaps I've forgotten how pretty 

she was at her wedding.  I've seen her so much since then, you see. 

She has nice eyes." 

 

A sort of dullness settled down upon Dexter.  For the first time in 

his life he felt like getting very drunk.  He knew that he was 

laughing loudly at something Devlin had said, but he did not know 

what it was or why it was funny.  When, in a few minutes, Devlin 

went he lay down on his lounge and looked out the window at the New 

York sky-line into which the sun was sinking in dull lovely shades 

of pink and gold. 

 

He had thought that having nothing else to lose he was invulnerable 

at last--but he knew that he had just lost something more, as 

surely as if he had married Judy Jones and seen her fade away 

before his eyes. 
 

The dream was gone.  Something had been taken from him.  In a sort 

of panic he pushed the palms of his hands into his eyes and tried 

to bring up a picture of the waters lapping on Sherry Island and 

the moonlit veranda, and gingham on the golf-links and the dry sun 

and the gold color of her neck's soft down.  And her mouth damp to 

his kisses and her eyes plaintive with melancholy and her freshness 

like new fine linen in the morning.  Why, these things were no 

longer in the world!  They had existed and they existed no longer. 

 

For the first time in years the tears were streaming down his face. 

But they were for himself now.  He did not care about mouth and 

eyes and moving hands.  He wanted to care, and he could not care. 

For he had gone away and he could never go back any more.  The 

gates were closed, the sun was gone down, and there was no beauty 

but the gray beauty of steel that withstands all time.  Even the 

grief he could have borne was left behind in the country of 

illusion, of youth, of the richness of life, where his winter 

dreams had flourished. 

 

"Long ago," he said, "long ago, there was something in me, but now 

that thing is gone.  Now that thing is gone, that thing is gone.  I 

cannot cry.  I cannot care.  That thing will come back no more." 
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Biography of Kate Chopin 
  

by Neal Wyatt (taken directly from 

http://archive.vcu.edu/english/engweb/webtexts/hour/katebio.html) 

 
 

“Kate Chopin was born Kate O'Flaherty in St. Louis, Missouri in 1850 to 

Eliza and Thomas O'Flaherty. She was the third of five children, but her 

sisters died in infancy and her brothers (from her father's first marriage) in 

their early twenties. She was the only child to live past the age of twenty-five. 

In 1855, at five and a half, she was sent to The Sacred Heart Academy, a 

Catholic boarding school in St. Louis. Her father was killed two months later 

when a train on which he was riding crossed a bridge that collapsed. For the 

next two years she lived at home with her mother, grandmother, and great-

grandmother, all of them widows. Her great-grandmother, Victoria Verdon 

Charleville oversaw her education and taught her French, and music. Kate 

O'Flaherty grew up surrounded by smart, independent, single women. They 

were also savvy and came from a long line of ground breaking women: 

Victoria's own mother had been the first woman in St. Louis to obtain legal 

separation from her husband, after which she raised her five children and ran 

a shipping business on the Mississippi. Until Kate was sixteen, no married 

couples lived in her home, although it was full of brothers, uncles, cousins, and 

borders. 

http://archive.vcu.edu/english/engweb/webtexts/hour/katebio.html
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She returned to the Sacred Heart Academy, where the nuns were known for 

their intelligence, and was top of her class. She won medals, was elected into 

the elite Children of Mary Society, and delivered the commencement address. 

After graduation she was a popular, if cynical, debutante.  

She grew up during the Civil War and this caused her to be separated from 

the one friend she had made at the Sacred Heart Academy, Kitty Garesche. 

Her family were slave holders and supported the South. St. Louis was a pro-

North city, and the Gareshe's were forced to move. After the war, Kitty 

returned and she and Chopin were friends until Kitty entered Sacred Heart as 

a nun. There is no other evidence that Chopin had any other close female 

friendships. 

Kate's grandmother died three days before Christmas in 1863. Kate's half-

brother, George, died in the war of typhoid fever on Mardi Gras Day. Her 

father had died on All Saints day, eight years previously, and these unhappy 

incidents combined to create a strong skepticism of religion in Chopin. 

In 1870, at the age of twenty, she married Oscar Chopin, twenty-five, and the 

son of a wealthy cotton-growing family in Louisiana. He was French Catholic 

in background, as was Kate. By all accounts he adored his wife, admired her 

independence and intelligence, and "allowed" her unheard of freedom. After 

their marriage, they lived in New Orleans where she had five boys and two 

girls, all before she was twenty-eight. Oscar was not an able business man, 

and they were forced to move to his old home in a small Louisiana parish. 

Oscar died of swamp fever there in 1882 and Kate took over the running of 

his general store and plantation for over a year. 

In 1884 she sold up and moved back to St. Louis to live with her mother. 

Sadly, Eliza died the next year, leaving Kate alone with her children again. To 

support herself and her young family, she began to write. She was 

immediately successful and wrote short stories about people she had known in 

Louisiana. The Awakening was inspired by a true story of a New Orleans 

woman who was infamous in the French Quarter. 

Her first novel, At Fault, was published in 1890, followed by two collections of 

her short stories, Bayou Folk in 1894 and A Night in Acadia in 1897. The 

Awakening was published in 1899, and by then she was well known as both a 

local colorist and a woman writer, and had published over one hundred 

stories, essays, and sketches in literary magazines. 
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As a writer, Kate Chopin wrote very rapidly and without much revision. She 

usually worked in her home surrounded by her children. The content and 

message of The Awakening caused an uproar and Chopin was denied 

admission into the St. Louis Fine Art Club based on its publication. She was 

terribly hurt by the reaction to the book and in the remaining five years of her 

life she wrote only a few short stories, and only a small number of those were 

published. She paid the price for defying societal rules. " 

 While reading The Awakening remember that it is,  "a tale of a young woman 

who struggles to realize herself - and her artistic ability" (Huf, 69) and 

remember that Chopin, as well as Edna, was on a quest for artistic 

acceptance. That quest ended in an abrupt and frustrated manner when she 

died of a cerebral hemorrhage on August 22 1904”. 

The Story of an Hour  by Kate Chopin: 

When reading the story, keep in mind the following guiding 

questions (again, you are NOT writing these out in the 

summer) : 

 

• Just as Kate Chopin was perceived as a woman who defied societal 

expectations/norms, Mrs. Mallard (in the story) also exhibited 

personality traits/perceptions not typical of a woman of her time. Think 

about the ways in which this main character did not seem to have the 

common responses a woman would have had when the story was 

published in 1894.  

 

• Reflect on the wording in the story that suggests Mrs. Mallard’s feelings 

of being “trapped” within the societal expectations for married woman/a 

female of her time.  

 

• The ending of the story, at first reading, seems very ironic to most 

readers (“…the joy that kills”). Think about what effects this particular 

ending has in relationship to the overarching theme of the story.  

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.assumption.edu/HTML/Academic/users/ady/HHRomanticism/HHChopin/kate3.jpg
http://www.vcu.edu/engweb/eng384/katebib.htm#Huf
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The Story of An Hour 

By 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. 
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She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression 

and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, 

whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue 

sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of 

intelligent thought. 

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

What was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. 

But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the 

sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air. 

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to 

recognize this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was 

striving to beat it back with her will--as powerless as her two white 

slender hands would have been. When she abandoned herself a little 

whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and 

over under the breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look 

of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and 

bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed 

every inch of her body. 

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held 

her. A clear and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion 

as trivial. She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, 

tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save with 

love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter 

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

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

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

live for herself. There would be no powerful will bending hers in that 

blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a right to 

impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel 

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

brief moment of illumination. 

And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often she had not. What did it 

matter! What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the face of 

this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as the 

strongest impulse of her being! 
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"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering. 

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the 

keyhold, imploring for admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg; open 

the door--you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For 

heaven's sake open the door. 

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

elixir of life through that open window. 

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, 

and summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She 

breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she 

had thought with a shudder that life might be long. 

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

was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like 

a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister's waist, and together they 

descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom. 

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. 

    When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease--of the joy      

that kills.  

 

Kate Chopin 


