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Elizabeth! Willard, the mother of George
Willard, was tall and gaunt® and her face was
marked with smallpox scars.® Although she was
but forty-five, some obscure disease? had taken the
fire out® of her figure. Listlessly® she went about
the disorderly old hotel looking at the faded wall-
paper and the ragged carpets and, when she was
able to be about,” doing the work of a chambermaid
among beds soiled by the slumbers of fat .traveling
men. Her husband, Tom Willard, a slender,
graceful man with square shoulders,® a quick
military step, and a black mustache, trained to
turn sharply up at the ends,® tried to put the wife
out of his mind. The presence of the tall ghostly
figure,'® moving slowly through the halls, he took
as a reproach!! to himself. When he thought of

1 Elizabeth [i/lizoba8]. 2 gaunt [J€ goint, 3 garnt] FFEEY,
Ay, 3 smallpox scars F§¥, FAEOWEIE. ¢ obscure [ob/skjus]
“disease WA HANYMK. © takenthe fireout JUGEARAERT. -6 Listlessly
BENEM, Bk FEW. 7 able to be about FBERH, Wik
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4 MOTHER

her he grew angry and swore.’> The hotel was
unprofitable and forever on the edge of failure!s
and he wished himself out of it. He thought of
the old house and the woman who lived there with
him as things defeated and done for.”* The hotel
in which he had begun life so hopefully was now a
mere ghost of what' a hotel should be.® As he
went spruce'® and businesslike!” through the streets
of Winesburg, he sometimes stopped and turned
quickly about'® as though fearing that the spirit
of the hotel and of the woman would follow him
even into the streets. ‘“Damn such a life, damn
it!”’2 he sputtered aimlessly.*!

‘Tom Willard had a passion for village politics®®
and for years had been the leading Democrat® in
a strbngly Republican community.®* Some day,
he told himself, the tide of things political®® will

12 swore ML, ANEEA 2 4. 13 on the edge of failure HiHdRYEE.
14 things...done for R;fX#E/24s. ‘“'done for’=ruined, tired qut..
15 mere ghost. . .should be BARGAYIRIGZ WS B. BRRFEIHFEER
Hefit, RERRMBAGGHTET. 16 spruce [spruzs] KRR, g
8. 17 businesslike {0y, 18 turned...about IREH. 19 spirit



¥ # 5

IEOFIES - FREVEEEENR © T AR R Rk - fh
B RBRERRISE - LB S TR A BB S
B > BEMES RIS T - BB 25
Fal AR R 3B FIRER » B A8 B M R et
MR T « B AR R T R I R LR
B ARSI » TG M IR A IR AR SRR
EEE A — g > SR T - T 00 S -
PE | M L SE B MR T

FEIR - HER RSB BORS B » fENEL RS ) 1R
KiGEE > BEEE R AMIERET - BERBAET
0 ERIEG—  — BT H O FIRE R ) 1 hde

of the hotel JEfFAYEEEE. 20 damn it BSFE. 2! sputtered aimlessly £
EfS3MER. 22 had a passion. . .politics #GRSERTcZ. 28 leading
Democrat [RE:ENGTTHD. 24 strongly Republican community £
B HEBEEANTS. community” J:[fE®. Republican 52
Democrat B = ABCHE, AL3BRLMBIE S, BHAREENSE A 28
tide of things political FSTAYAkDE, EUE.



6 MOTHER

turn in my favor®® and the years of ineffectual
service® count big* in the bestowal of rewards.?
He dreamed of going to Congress®® and even of
becoming governor.®® Once when a younger
member of the party®® arose at a political con-
ference®® and began to boast of his faithful service,
Tom Willard grew white with fury.®* ‘Shut up,
you,”’% he roared, glaring about.*®* “What do you
know of service? What are you but a boy? Look
at® what I've done here! I was a Democrat here
in Winesburg when it was a crime to be a Demo-
crat. In the old days they fairly hunted® us with
guns.” :
Between Elizabeth and her one son George
there was a deep unexpressed bond of sympathy,
based on a girlhood dream® that had long ago
died. In the son’s presence® she was timid and

26 turn in my favor FUGSEHFTAFMMEE. 27 ineffectual service
iM% count big—count for much Hil, A4k 29 bestowal
[bisftousl] of rewards $HERFYIRSREPEROOATH, AURAT BB —~EEIEAYSL
#&. 30 Congress %M aE4&25%, 0 Senate X House of-Represen-
tatives WYRIRETIR. BESHEIEERHENEE. Senators [FH RS
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8 MOTHER .

reserved, but sometimes while he hurried about
town intent upon his duties as a reporter, she went
into his room and closing the door knelt by a little
desk, made of a kitchen table, that sat near a
window. In the room by the desk she went
through a ceremony*' that was half a prayer, half
a demand, addressed to the skies.** In the boyish
figure*® she yearned to see something half forgotten
that had once been a part of herself recreated.**
‘The prayer concéméd that. “Even though I die,
I will in some way?*® keep defeat from*® you,” she
cried, and so deep was her determination that her
whole body shook. Her eyes glowed and she
clenched her fists.¥ “If I am dead and see him
becoming a meaningless drab figure*$ like myself,
I will come back,” she declared. I ask God now
to give me that privilege.*® I demand it. I will

41 went through a ceremony F375—Hif#%sX. *2 addressed to
the skies FFfuERERE. 43 boyish figure [3% Mige, 3% /figjua] Ax4F
Bufrde, 3. Y see something. . .tecreated [frirkrileitid] (3) 5B
B... @ WA “half forgotten...herself” BIg% ‘‘something” #Y,
“recreate” ['rekviclt] HRBHBET, N LAWERTA, A M3,
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pay for it.* God may beat me with his fists. I
will take any blow that may befall if but this my
boy be allowed to express something for us both.”
Pausing uncertainly, the woman stared about the
boy’s room. “And do not let him become smart??
and successful either,” she added vaguely.

The communion® between George Willard
and his mother was outWardIy a formal thing
without meaning.®® When she was ill and sat by
the window in her room he sometimes went in the
evehing to make her a visit.”* They sat by a
window that looked over the roof of a small frame
building into Main Street. By turning their heads
they could see, through another window, along an
édleyway"’? that ran behind the Main Street stores
and into the back door of Abner Groff’s bakery.
Sometimes as they sat thus a picture of village life
presented itself to them. At the back door of his
shop appeared Abner Groff with a stick or an

. 60 pay for it WIMGBIFAIFY, RIEHEREALL. o smart 1.
52 communion [ko'mjurnjen] ZE@k, EifR. 59 formal thing without
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empty milk bottle in his hand. For a long time
there was a feud®® between the baker and a grey
cat that belonged to Sylvester West, the druggist.
The boy and his mother saw the cat creep into the
door. of the bakery and presently emerge followed
by the baker who swore and waved his arms
about. The baker’s eyes were small and red and
his black hair and beard were filled with flour dust.
Sometimes he was so angry that, although the cat
had disappeared, he hurled sticks, bits of broken
glass, and even some of the tools of his trade
about.”” Once he broke a window at the back of
Sinning’s Hardware Store.”® In the alley the grey
cat crouched behind barrels® filled with torn
paper and broken bottles above which flew a black
swarm® of flies Once when she was alone, and
after watching a prolonged and ineffectual outbur§t
on the part of the baker,®! Elizabeth Willard put
her head down on her long white hands and wept.

e,

86 feud [fjurd] 7Rgn. 07 hurled...about R EY— I
63 Hardware Store i3k, 69 barrels -LiEHf, 2o B TERTIR.
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After that she did not look along the alleyway any
more,%® but tried to forget the contest between®®
the beared man and the cat. It seemed like a
rehearsal®* of her own life, terrible in its vividness.®?

In the evening when the son sat in the room
with his mother, the silence made them both feel
awkward.®® Darkness came on and the evening
train came in at the station. In the street below
feet tramped up and down upon a board sidewalk.%
In the station yard, after the evening train had
gone, there was a heavy silence. Perhaps Skinner
Leason, the express agent,’® moved a truck®® the
length of the station platform.” Over on Main
Street sounded a man’s voice, laughing. The door
of the express office banged.”™ George Willard
arose and crossing the room fumbled for™ the
doorknob. Sometimes he knocked against a chair,
making it scrape’ along the floor, By the window

62 did not. . .any more F{REkiZAHE. .. 63 contest between. ..
2 M. 6% rehearsal [ri/hozsal] #i7, Fik. 65 terrible in its
vividness B} A4 ALK, 86 silencs, ..awkward BIEARARE,
RHREREARY: 67 board sidewalx FiHE LA BIBGEAMRIATTE.
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sat the sick woman, perfectly still, listless. Her
long hands, white and bloodless, could be seen
drooping over the ends of the arms of the chair.
“I think you had better be out among the boys.

2

You are too much indoors,” she said, striving to
relieve the embarrassment of the departure.™ I
thought I would take a walk,” replied George
Willard, who felt awkward and confused.™

One evening in July, when the transient
guests™ who made the New Willard House™ their
temporary' homes had become scarce, and the
‘hallways,.lighted only by kerosene™ lamps turned
low,® were plunged®! in gloom, Elizabeth Willard
had an adventure. She had been ill in bed for.
several days and her son had not come to visit
her. She wasalarmed.®> The feeble blaze of life®
that remained in her body was blown into a flame
by her anxiety and she crept out of bed, dressed

7¢ striving...departure 7z 5] BB 7 AL IR AR Y 2 5,
75 (felt) confused (#78) FUrEEET. 76 transient [3% /treenzjant,
2 ftrenfjont] guests FERIFTHEINAA. 77 New Willard House
PRy, & Tom Willard FHEEMYRGI%. 7% hallvays 7EH
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and hurried along the hallway toward her son’s
room, shaking with exaggerated® fears. As she
went along she steadied herself with her hand,®
slipped along the papered walls of the hall and
breathed with difficulty. The air whistled through
her teeth.®® As she hurried forward she thought
how foolish she was. “He is concerned with boyish
affairs,” she told herself. “Perhaps he has now
begun to walk about in the evening with girls.”
Elizabeth Willard had a dread® of being seen
by guests in the hotel that had once belonged to
her father and the ownership of which still stood
recorded in her name in the county courthouse.®
"The hotel was continually losing patronage®® be-
cause of its shabbiness® and she thought of herself
as also shabby. Her own room was in an obscure
corner®! and when she felt able to work she volun-
tarily®® worked among the beds, preferring the

8% exaggetated [eg/zeedzoreitid] BYcny, Ny, MR KR [ig—1.
R5 steadied [stedid]...hand —#=pl{E: 4T~ 86 whistled.. .teeth 72
SRR, ZORFRR ST 57 dread EZRIEAMYING,
RN TE. 83 county courthouse W F#HiBs, "county” &M (state)
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" labor that could be done when the guests were
abroad® seeking trade among the merchants of
Winesburg. o
By the door of her son’s room the mother
knelt upon the floor and listened for some sound
from within. When she heard the boy moving
about -and talking in low tones a smile came to
her lips. George Willard had a habit of talking
aloud to himself** and to hear him doing so had
always given his mother a peculiar pleasure. The
habit in him, she felt, strengthened the secret
bond that existed between them. A thousand
times she had whispered to herself of the matter.
"« He is groping about, trying to find himself,” she
thought. ‘“He isnot a dull clod,®® all words and
smartness.’® Within him there is a secret some-
 thing that is striving to grow. It is the thing I
let be killed in myself.”
In the darkness in the hallway by the door
the sick woman arose” and started again toward

93 abroad=outdoors (FIg)). °* talking aloud to himself & &5E.
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— e

her own room. She was afraid that the door
would open and the boy come upon®” her. When
she had reached a safe distance and was about to
turn a corner into a second hallway she stopped
and bracing herself®® with her hands waited,
thinking to shake off a trembling® fit of weakmness
that had come upon her. The presence of the boy
in the room had made her happy. In her bed,
during the long hours alone, the little fears that
had visited her had become giants. Now they
were all gone. “When I get back to my room I
shall sleep,” she murmured gratefully.

But Elizabeth Willard was not to return to
her bed and to sleep. As she stood trembling in
the darkness the dcor of her son’s room opened
and the boy’s father, Tom Wﬂlard, stepped out.
In the light that streamed out at the door he stood
with the knob in his hand and talked. What he
said infuriated’ the woman.

7 comeuponiE . 93 Pbracing herself {f #RHE 4. 92 trem-
bling 5F of weakness B FHEENFTEEE. 100 the little fears f§IR 45
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Tom Willard was ambitious for'® his son.
He had always thought of himself as a successful
‘man, although nothing he had ever done had
turned out successfully.’®® However, when he
was out of sight of'** the New Willard House
and had no fear of coming upon his wife, he
swaggered'®® and began to dramatize'® himself as
one of the chief men of the town. He wanted
his son to succeed. He it was who had secured
for the boy the position®” on the Winesburg
Eagle. Now, with a ring of earnestness'®® in his
voice, he was advising concerning some course of
conduct.’  “I tell you what,’® George, you've
got to wake up,”’! he said sharply. “Will Hen-
derson has spoken to me three times concerning
the matter. He says you go along for hours not
hearing when you are spoken to!"® and acting like
a gawky'B girl, What ails you?”!* Tom Willard
laughed good-naturedly. “Well, I guess you’ll

102 ambitions for . 193 turned out successfully #5RLIRIF,
‘turnen out”’ ==proved to be, result. 19% outofsight of. . . B RAYHL A,
105 swaggered [Iswaged] B 545, 196 dramatize [f{dremotaiz] him-
self R4y SANMERL. .. 197 secured [si‘kjued].. .the position FEfBHy
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get over'’it,” he said. “I told Will that. You're
not a fool and you're not a woman. You're Tom
Willard’s son and you’ll wake up. T’m not afraid.
What you say clears things up.m® If being a
newspaper man had put the notion of becoming a
writer into your mind that’s all right. Only I
guess you’ll have to wake up to do that too, eh ?”*

Tom Willard went briskly'? along the hall-
way and down a flight of stairs' to the office,
The woman in the darkness could hear him laughing
and talking with a guest who was striving to wear
away'” a dull evening by dozing™® in a chair by
the office door. She returned to the door of her
son’s room. The weakness had passéd from her
body as by a miracle and she stepped boldly
along. A thousandideasraced through her head.!®!
When she heard the scraping of a chair and the
sound of a pen scratching upon paper, she again

115 gl‘less. -.over it F-EFEFIERIY, <1 gness” =1 think, ‘get
over''=ceased to be troubled, recover from. 116 clears...up (—-BH)
WAT. 117 briskly #84:500, v, 118 flight of stairs 5§,
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turned and went back along the hallway to her
own room.

A definite determination™ had come into
the mind of the defeated wife12s of the Winesburg
Hotel keeper. The determination was the result
of long years of quiet and rather ineffectual
thinking. “Now,” she told herself, “I will act.?**
There is something threatening my boy and 1
will ward it off.”’*2> The fact that the conversation
between Tom Willard and his son had been rather
quiet and natural, as though an understanding®¢
existed between them, maddened her. Although
for years she had hated her husband, her hatred
had always before been a quite impersonal thing.*
He had been merély a part of something else that
she hated. Now, and by the few words at the
door, he had become the thing personified.” -In
the darkness of her own room she clenched her
fists and glared about. Going to a cloth bag!®

122 definite determination WIfjsbiiz, %8 CHMERRIGTEIR .
123 defeated wile Jejiiiyds, ““defeated” J5fydriHHT. 1o+ L will
ot SRIFIREBAYITEY. 120 ward...off ffj. 126 an understanding 3§
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that hung on a nail by the wall she took out a
long pair of sewing scissors’ and held them in
her hand like a dagger. “I will stab him,” she
said aloud. “He has chosen to be the voice of
evil and I will kill him. When I have killed him
something will snap within myself and I will die
also. It will be a release™! for all of us.”

In her girlhood and before her marriage with
Tom Willard, Elizabeth had borne a somewhat
shaky reputation’® in Winesburg. .For years she
had been what is called ““stage-struck’?%® and had
paraded®®* through the streets with traveling men
guests’®® at her father’s hotel, Wearﬁg loud
clothes™®® and urging them to tell her of life in the
cities out of which they had come. Once she
startled the town' by putting on men’s clothes
and riding a bicycle down Main Street.

130 sewing-[’scuig] scissors {/sizoz] SRECHBYRDEITI. 131 release
[riflizs] f#fk. 132 borne...shaky reputation #4EFKEF, ‘‘shaky”’=
questionable. 133 stage-struck #E5isk.  13¢ paraded [po’reidid]} #HA
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In her own mind the tall dark girl had been
in those days much confused.. A great restlessness
was in her and it expressed itself in two ways.
First there was an uneasy desire for change, for
some big définite movement to her life. It was
this feeling that had turned her mind to the stage.
She dreamed of joining some company and wan-
déring over the world, seeing always new faces
and giving something out of herself to all people.
Sometimes at night she was quite beside herself
with the thought,® but when she tried to talk of
the matter to the members of the theatrical com-
panies' that came to Winesburg and stopped at

“her father’s hotel, she got nowhere.®® They did
not seem to know what she meant, or if she did
get something of her paséion expressed, they only
laughed. “It’s not like that,” they said. “It’s
as dull and uninteresting as this here. Nothing
comes of it.”’1#!

138 beside herself with the thought AUF5IFIBTEME,  beside
oneself ”=be in a high state of excitement.  13? theatrical [Bi/@trikel]
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With the traveling men when she walked
about with them, and later with Tom Willard, it
was quite different. Always they seemed to
understand and sympathize with her. On the
side streets of the village, in the darkness under
the trees, they took hold of her hand and she
thought that something unexpressed in herself
came forth and became a part of an unexpressed
something in them.*

And then there was the second expression of
her restlessness. When that came she felt for a
time released and happy. She did not blame the
men who walked with her and later she did not
blame Tom Willard. It was always the same,
beginning with kisses and ending, after strange
wild emotions,™® with peace™® and then sobbing
repentance.™ When she sobbed she put her hand
upon the face of the man and had always the
same thought. Even though he were large and

142 gomething unexpressed. . .them Z:ilids dr %75 H sk B B2k
PCEEIDE, BEELNARENREEFLESRT. 140 strange wild
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bearded she thought he had become suddenly a
little boy. She wondered why he did not sob also.

In her room, tucked away'#® in a corner of
the old Willard House, Elizabéth Willard lighted
a lamp and put it on a dressing table™ that stood
by the door. A thought had come into her mind
and she went to a closet™® and brought out a
small square box and set it on the table. The box
contained material for make-up™ and had been
left with other things by a theatrical 'company
that bhad once been stranded’ in Winesburg.
Elizabeth Willard had decided that she would be
beautiful. Her hair was still black and there was
a great mass of it'*! braided and coiled’® about
her head. The scene that was to take place' in
the office below began to grow in her mind. No
ghostly worn-out figure™ should confront Tom
Willard, but something quite unexpected and

136 tncked away FEA. . 147 dressing table {bit5. 148 closet
EEi. 140 makeup fyd, {bEE. 190 stranded (HMGIBRTIAY) J
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startling. Tall and with dusky cheeks and hair
that fell in a mass from her shoulders, a figure
should™ come striding down the stairway before
the startled loungers™® in the hotel office. The
figure would be silent—it would be swift and
terrible. As a tigress whose cub' had been
threatened®® would she appear, coming out of the
shadows,'® stealing noiselessly along and holding
the long wicked scissors in her hand.

With a little" broken sob'® in her throat,
Elizabeth Willard blew out the light that stood
upon the table and stood weak and trembling in
the darkness. The strength that had been as a
‘miracle in her body left®! and she half reeled
across the floor, clutching at the back of the chair
in which she had spent so many long days staring
out over the tin roofs into the main street of
Winesburg. In the hallway there was the sound
of footsteps and George Willard came in at the

156 Tall. . .shoulder SR Z THAY ‘a figure” 5. 156 loungers
[Mlaundzoz] EEBEHATA. 157 cub (F&kNY) K. 158 Asa tigress...
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door. Sitting in a chair beside his mother he
began to talk. “I'm going to get out of'*® here,”
he said. “I don’t know where I shall go or what
I shall do but I am going away.”

The woman in the chair waited and trembled.
An impulse came to her. “I suppose you had
better wake up,” she said. “You think that?
You will go to the city and make money, eh? It
will be better for you, you think, to be a business
man, to be brisk and smart and alive?’’1%% She
waited and trembled.

The son shook his head. I suppose I can’t
make you understand, but oh, I wish I could,”¢*
he said earnestly. “I can’t even talk to father
about it. I don’t try. There isn’t any use.’®® I
don’t know what I shall do. I just want to go
away and look at people and think.”

Silence fell upon the room where the boy and

woman sat together. Again, as on the other

162 get out of=go away from. 163 brisk and smart and alive
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evenings, they were embarrassed. After a time
the boy tried again to talk. “1I suppose it won’t
be for a year or two but I've been thinking about
it,” he said, rising and going toward the door.
“Something father said makes it sure that I shall
have to go away.” He fumbled with the dcor
knob. In the room the silence became unbearable
to the woman. She wanted to cry out Wifh joy
because of the words that had come from the lips
of her son, but the expression of joy had become
impossible to her. “I think you had better go
out among the boys. You are too much indoors,”
she said. “I thought I would go for a little
walk,” replied the son stepping awkwardly out of
the room and closing the door.
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THE PHILOSOPHER

Doctor Parcival was a large man with a
drooping mouth' covered by a yellow mustache.
He always wore a dirty white waistcoat out of
the pockets of which protruded® a number of the
kind of black cigars known as stogies.® His teeth
were black and irregular* and there was something
strange about his eyes. The lid of the left eye
twitched;® it fell down and snapped up;® it was
exactly as though the lid of the eye were a
window shade’ and someone stood inside the
doctor’s head playing with the cord.

. Doctor Parcival had a liking for the boy, -

George Willard. It began when George had been |
working for a year on the Winesburg Eagle® and
the acquaintanceship was entirely a matter of the °
~ doctor’s own making.

1 drooping mouth FEfy#s. 2 protruded Zekny; MZEmNY
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In the late afternoon Will Henderson, owner
and editor of the Eagle, went over to Tom Willy’s
saloon.® Along an alleyway he went and slipping
in at the back door of the saloon began drirnking
a drink made of a combination of sloe gin and
soda water. Will Henderson was a sensualist'® and
had reached the age of forty-five. He imagined
the gin renewed the youth in him. Like most
sensualists he enjoyed talking of women, and for
an hour he lingered about gossiping®* with Tom
Willy. The saloon keeper was a short, broad-
shouldered man with peciﬂiarly marked hands.}?
That flaming kind of birthmark' that sometimes
paints with red the faces of men and women had
touched with red Tom Willy’s fingers and the
backs of his hands. As he stood by the bar'
talking to Will Henderson he rubbed the hands
together. As he grew more and more excited the

® saloon SEFENTHAIANREE, —ALABSEE E saloon. 10 sen-
sualist (fsemsjuslist) {h#EEB%e; Mgktaed, HBAESHR spiritoal
TSy sensual, I% sensual pleasure EPRsdiAYHsE. 11 lingered...
gossiping P¥gkA s, 12 marked hands ZEAMEHRY, HFEMIYE.
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red of his fingers deepened. It was as though the
hands had been dipped in blood that had dried
and faded.

As Will Henderson stood at the bar looking
at the red hands and talking of women, his
assistant, George Willard, sat in the office of the
Winesburg Eagle and listened to the talk of Doctor
Parcival. )

Doctor Parcival appeared immediately after
Will Henderson had disappeared: One might
have supposed that the doctor had been watching
from his office window and had seen the editor
- going along the alleyway. Coming in at the front
door and finding himself a chair,'® he lighted one
of the stogies and crossing his legs began to talk.
He seemed intent upon convincing'® the boy of
the advisability!” of adopting a line of conduct’®
that he was himself unable to define.*®

15 finding himself a chair SRE@MAG, WHOREBTHLETTZ
. 16 upon comvincing Z M. 17 advisability 25, HEHEE.
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“If you have your eyes open you will see
that although I call myself a doctor I have
mighty®® few patients,” he began. “There is a
reason for that. It is not an accident® and it is
not because I do not know as much_of medicine??
as anyone here. I do not want patients. The
reason, you see,?® does not appear on the surface.
It lies in fact in my character, which has, if you
think about it, many strange turns.?* Why I
want to talk to you of the matter I don’t know.
I might-keep still and get more credit in your
eyes.? 1 have a desire to make you admire me,
that’s a fact. I don’t know why. That’s why 1
talk. It’s very amusing, eh?”'?®

- Sometimes the doctor launched into®” long
tales concerning himself. To the boy the tales
were very real and full of meaning. He began
to admire the fat unclean-looking man and, in

20 mighty ‘AR very W§:, FHEIETE  mightily”. 21 gecident
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the afternoon when Will Henderson had gone,
looked forward*® with keen interest to the doctor’s
coming.

Doctor Parcival had been in Winesburg about
five years. He came from Chicago and when he
arrived was drunk and got into a fight with Albert
Longworth, the baggageman. The fight concerned
a trunk and ended by the doctor’s being escorted®
to the village lockup.?®* When he was released
he rented a room above* a shoe-repairing shop?®®
at the lower end of Main Street? and put out the
sign that announced himself asa doctor. Although
he had but few patients and these of the poorer
sort who were unable to pay,** he seemed to have
plenty of money for his needs. He slept in the

office that was unspeakably dirty and dined at

Biff Carter’s lunch room® in a small frame
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building® opposite the railroad® station. In the
summer the lunch room was filled with flies and
Biff Carter’s white apron was more dirty than his .
floor. Doctor Parcival did not mind. Into the
lunch room he stalked®® and deposited twenty
cents upon the counter. “Feed me what you
wish for that,” he said laughing. “Use up® food
that you wouldn’t otherwise sell. It makes no
differerice to me. I am a man of distinction,*
you see. Why should I concern myself with*
what I eat.”

. The tales that Doctor Pareival told George
Willard began nowhere and ended nowhere.
Sometimes -the boy thought they must all be
inventions,*? a pack of lies.*® And then again he
was convinced that they contained the Yery essence
of truth.

“I was a reporter like you here,” Doctor
Parcival began. “It was in a town in Towa**—or

36 frame building AEHYET- 37 railroad SEER—ASERERNRTE.
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was it in TIllinois?* I don’t remember and
anyway it makes no difference. Perhaps I am
trying to conceal my identity*® and don’t want
to be very definite. Have you ever thought it
strange that I have money for my needs* although
I do nothing? I may have stolen a great. sum
of money or been involved* in a murder before
I came here. There is food for thought* in
that, eh? If you were a really smart newspaper
reporter you would look me up.?® In Chicago
there was a Doctor Cronin who was murdered.
Have you heard of that? Some men murdered
him and put him in a trunk. In the early
morning they hauled the trunk across the city.
It sat on the back of an express wagon®! and they
were on the seat as unconcerned as anything.’®
Along they went through quiet streets where
everyone was asleep. The sun was just coming

45 Illinois fili'noi] 2EFM 45, 7= Michigan > 5, Towa FH. HLIY
e, BERMZ A, 46 my identity SkibAkiE H. BEAL, £HE
iEH, S, 47 (for my) needs HJNZEH.  *9 been involved in
.. GEEBE, HHM. 20 food for thought ffifg—RungZek:: BANYRE:.
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up over the lake.®® Funny, eh® —just to think of
-them smoking pipes and chattering as they drove
along as unconcerned as I am now. Perhaps I
was one of those men. That would be a strange
turn of things,”® now wouldn’t it, eh?” Again
Doctor Parcival began his tale: “Well, anyway
there T was, a reporter on a paper just as you
are here, running about and getting little items?®®
to print. My mother was poor. She took in
washing, Her dream was to make me a Presby-
terian® minister and I was studying with that
end in view.%®

“My father had been insane for a number of
years. He was in an asylum® over at Dayton,
Ohio.®® There you see I have let it slip out!®
All of this took place in Ohio, right here®® in
Ohio. There is a clew® if you ever get the notion
of looking me up.

53 (over) the lake FejzkZz X, JEERZHEHIE Lake Michigan.
5%t Funny, eh fIfF54f. 55 would be a strange turn of things JBiR
—pREERgdE. 56 items AL T(H. 57 Presbyterion [prezbi/-
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“I was going to tell you of my brother.
That’s the object of all this. That’s what I'm
getting at.®* My brother was a railroad painter®
and had a job on the Big Four.®® You know that
road runs through Ohio here. With other men he
lived in a box car® and away they went from
town to town painting the railroad property—
switches,® crossing gates,® bridges, and stations.

“The Big Four paints its stations a mnasty
orange color. How I hated that color! My
brother was always covered with it. On pay
days™ he used to get drunk and come home
wearing his paint-covered clothes and bringing
his money with him. He did not give it to
mother but laid it in a pile™® on our kitchen table.

“About the house he went in the clothes |
covered with the nasty orange colored paint. I
can see the picture.™ My mother, who was

6+ I'm getting at $kPimng HEL, RPrBErBEannnYy. O railroad
painter 5% RRFRE RIROITEE. painter JUTENEEME TR HEEERE,
P EmARE 2 S artist. 66 Big Four i The Cleveland,
Cincinnati, Chicago, ane St. Louis Railroad PGREILZBE. BEBERER
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small and had red, sad-looking eyes, would come
into the house from a little shed at the back.”
That’s where she spent her time over the washtub™
scrubbing people’s dirty clothes.™ In she would
come’ and stand by the table, rubbing her eyes
with her apron that was covered with soap-suds.

- “<Don’t touch it! Don’t you dare touch
that money’, my brother roared, and then he
himself took five or ten dollars and went tramping
off’" to the saloons. When he had spent what he
had taken he came back for more.”®* He never
gave my mother any money at all' but stayed
about™ wuntil he had spent it all, a little at a
time. Then he went back to his job with the
painting crew® on the railroad. After he had
gone things began to arrive at our house, groceries®!
and such things. Sometimes there would be a
dress for mother or a pair of shoes for me.

73 shed at the back Fe{EWACHEEIYEE- 7¢ over the washtub
JispAEgiakgk k. 75 scrubbing...clothes R Ak SRR E,
%M ““people” —%g, ‘‘scrubbing” FEFNTLE. 76 In she would
come==She would come in, {25 H:, IEFES. 77 tramping off B



"B K 63

A —BHRISEA » FAWHEE > I Ea Bk i
S8k - IV I B DL IV T 5 AV
BEARAINLT - BB » WSO o Al
gt S
ITAEHER | FEAEEE | | RN FAEE
T o R S M E LB » SEsR b Mok
PISIEGHRET - MACAA R BEE T o R TS
% - AT TR —08E » B M AL » HEl—B
—BHESEREFIS I - SeE— R W TR G E % b
T AR T2 8 AR I R L R BIR R

A - B UFF R R — KRR » SRR -

Pedrp ik, 78 for more=for more money. 79 stayed about AR
WAEFBINE, TWRAAEREH. 80 painting crew [lrur] ¥EEFR K
81 groceries {/grousarizz] AR5



64 THE PHILOSOPHER

“Strange, eh? My mother loved my brother
much more than she did me, although he never
said a kind word to either of us and always raved®
up and down threatening us if we dared so much
as touch® the money that sometimes lay on the
table three days.

“We got. along pretty well.®* I studied to
be a minister and prayed. I was a regular ass®
about saying prayers. You should have heard®®
-me. When my father died I prayed all night,
just as I did sometimes when my brother was in
town drinking and going about buying the things
for us. In the evening after supper I knelt by
the table where the money lay and prayed for
hours. When no one was looking I stole a dollar
or two and put it in my pocket. That makes me
laugh now but then it was terrible. It-was on
my mind all the time. I got six dollars a week
from my job on the paper® and always took it

82 raved (up and down) &3 (Z4eZ 45, 2. < up and down®”
=bluntly ({5E). 83 so much as touch HIEMF—T. 8+ got
along pretty well. “‘to get along’*=to get on (%) Aj%. 85 regular
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straight®® home to mother. The few dollars I
stole from my brother’s pile® I spent on myself,
you know, for trifles, candy and cigarettes and
such things.

“When my father died at the asylum over at
Dayton, I went- over there. I borrowed some
money from the man for whom I worked and
went on the train at night. It wasraining. In the
asylum they treated me as though I were a king.

“The men who had jobs in the asylum had
found out I was a newspaper reporter.”? That
made them afraid. There had been some negli-
gence,”® some carelessness, you see,”® when father
was ill. They thought perhaps I would write it
up® in the paper and make a fuss.”® I never
intended to do anything of the kind.2

‘“Anyway, in I went to the room where my
father lay dead and blessed the dead body. I
wonder what put that notion into my head.”

88 took it straight home —@£flgslt. 8% my brother's pile St 3F
W O(PiEnyERSE) i 90 you Imow BlE, #F “FEHEE ZE
1 had found out I was...reporter, #& “‘I was” Zikf{H ‘“that” 5t
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Wouldn’t my brother, the painter, have laughed,
though.®®* There I stood over the dead body and
spread out my hands. The superintendent® of
the asylum and some of his helpers came in and
stood about looking -sheepish.’® It was very
afhusing. I spread out my hands and said, ‘Let
peace brood over? this carcass.’'®®* That’s what
I said.”

Jumping to his feet and breaking off the tale,
Doctor Parcival began to walk up and down in
the office of the Winesburg Eagle where George
Willard sat listening. He was awkward and, as
the office was small, continually knocked against
things.’® “What a fool I am to be talking,” he
said. = “That is not my object in coming here and
forcing my acquaintanceship upon you.* I have

something else in mind.' You are a reporter just

98 ywouldn’'t my...though HJERY ““though” RB—EfLmigAy I
BUJRE, A ST T 85XE. 99 superintendent [s{j)u(z)psrin‘ten-
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as I was once and you have attracted my atten-
tion. You may end by becoming just such another
fool.1°¢ T want to warn you and keep on warning'®?
you. That’s why I seek you out.” %%

Doctor Parcival began talking of George
Willard’s attitude toward men. It seemed to the
boy that the man had but one object in view,®
to make everyone seem despicable.™® ‘I want to
fill you with hatred and contempt so that you
will be a superior being,”’ ! he declared. ‘“Look
at my brother. There was a fellow, eh? 2 He
despised everyone, you see. You have no idea
with what contempt he looked upon mother and
me. And was he not our superior? You know
he was. You have not seen him and yet I have
made you feel that. I have given you a sense
of it. He is dead. Once when he was drunk he
lay down on the tracks? and the car in which he
lived with the other painters ran over him.”

106 you may end...fool fRUT—EFFER—WAEHRGET Bt
E RN SR — 4. 107 keep on warning AERINBEEE. 108 seek
out H7%; MEHAA; 1 Fpge. 199 but one object in view ZJHERA
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One day in August Doctor Parcival had an
adventure in Winesburg. For a month George
Willard had been going each morning to spend
an hour in the doctor’s office. The visits came
about through a desire on the part of the doctor™*
to read to the boy from the pages of a book he
was in the process of writing."® To write the
book® Doctor Parcival declared was the object
of his coming to Winesburg to live.

On the morning in August before the coming
of the boy, an incident had happened’ in the
doctor’s office. There had been an accident on
Main Street. A team of horses had been frightened
by a train and had run away. A little girl, the
daughter of a farmer, had been thrown from a
buggy''® and killed.-

On Main Street everyone had become excited
and a cry for doctors had gone up. All three of
the active practitioners™® of the town had come

114 desire on the part...doctor HJESMIFTE (FHAETENY) F2.
115 in the precess of writing $%tsk. 118 To write the book...to
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quickly but had found the child dead. From the

‘crowd someone had run to the office of Doctor
Parcival who had bluntly™® refused to go down
out of his office to the dead child. The useless
cruelty of his refusal'™ had passed unnoticed.'®?
Indeed, the man who had come up the stairway
to summon him had hurried away without hearing
the refusal.

All of this, Doctor Parcival did not know and
when George Willard came to his office he found
the man shaking with terror. - “What I have
done will arouse®® the people of this town,” he
declared excitedly. “Do I not know human
nature? Do I not know what will happen?
Word of my refusal will be whispered about.
Presently men will get together in groupsm and
talk of it. They will come here. We will quarrel
and there will be talk of hanging.’®® Then they
will come again bearing a rope in their hands.”

120 bluntly 44s; HLIRHL. 121 cruelty. ..refusal {GAYIELRE,
“useless cruelty” BB BRERET, Ekdnbien, IfpE omelty §
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Doctor Parcival shook with fright.’®® I have
a presentiment,” *" he declared emphatically. “It
may be that what I am talking about will not
‘occur this morning. It may be put off'™ until
to-night but I will be hanged. Everyone will get
excited. I will be hanged to a lamp-post’ on
Main Street.”

Going to the door of his dirty little office,
‘Doctor Parcival looked timidly down the stairway
leading to'®® the street. When he returned the
fright that had been in his eyes was beginning to
be replaced by doubt.’ Coming on tip-toe'®
across the room he tapped George Willard on the
shoulder. “If not now, sometime,” he whispered,
shaking his head. “In theend™ I will be

crucified,®* uselessly crucified.”
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Doctor Parcival began to plead with George
Willard. “You must pay attention to me,” he
urged. “If something happens perhaps you will
be able to write the book that I may never get
written.™® The idea'® is very simple, so simple
that if you are not careful you will forget it. Itis
‘this—that everyone in the world is Christ and
they are all crucified. That’s what I want to say.
Don’t you forget that. Whatever happens, don’t
you dare let yourself forget.”?57

135 may never get written WLEFAEERK. 196 theidea (IF# LAF
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THE STRENGTH OF GOD

The Reverend! Curtis Hartman was pastor®
of the Presbyterian Church® of Winesburg,* and
had been in that position ten years. He was forty
years old, and by his nature® very silent and
reticent. To preach, standing in the pulpit before
the people, was always a hardship for him and
from Wednesday morning until Saturday evening
he thought of nothing but the two sermons that
must be preached on Sunday. ZEarly on Sunday
morning he went into a little room called a study
in the bell tower of tte church and prayed. In
his prayers there was one note that always pre-
dominated.® “Give me strength and courage for
Thy work,” O Lord!” he plead, kneeling on the
bare floor and bowing his head in the presence of
the task that lay before him.

1 The Reverend FKIGIYEE, 0B Rev. MEEFHMAEIL 42
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The Reverend Hartman was a tall man with
a brown beard. His wife, a stout, nervous® woman,
was the daughter of a manufacturer of underwear
at Cleveland, Ohio. The minister himself was
rather a favorite? in the town. The elders™ of the
church liked him because he was quiet and un.
pretentious and Mrs. White, the banker’s wife,
thought him scholarly and refined.

The Presbyterian Church held itself somewhat
aloof from?! the other churches of Winesburg. It
was larger and more imposing and its minister was
better paid. He even had a carriage of his own
and on summer evenings sometimes drove about
town with his wife. Through Main Street and up
and down!® Buckeye®® Sireet he went, bowing
gravely to the people,' while his wife, afire with
secret pride,™ looked at him out of the corners of
her eyes? and worried lest the horse become
frightened and run away.

8 nervous ANy, WMTEHEEH4E.  ° was rather a favorite —
BSESERRNIIA. 10 The elders M ANBESAIEEFES. 11 held
itself somewhat aloof from... M H BZiIFEE. 12 up and down (the
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For a good many years after he came to
Winesburg things went well with Gurtis Hartman.®
He was not one to arouse keen enthusiasm among
the worshippers'” in his church but on the other
hand®™ he made no enemies. In reality he was
much in earnest and sometimes suffered prolonged
periods of remorse because he could not go crying
the word of God in the highways and byways of
the town. He wondered if the flame of the spirit?®
really burned in him and dreamed of a day when
a strong sweet new current of power would come
like a great wind into his voice and his soul and
the people would tremble before the spirit of God
made manifest in him. “I am a poor stick®! and
that will never® really happen to me,” he mused
dejectedly and then a patient smile® lit up®* his
features.?* “Oh well, I suppose I'm doing well
snough,’’*® he added philosophically.

18 thin;gs went well with Curtis Hartman #3einis (73 with =
Hy). 17 worshipper {5t 18 on the other hand —FH, (). . .4
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The room in the bell tower of the church,
where on Sunday mornings the minister prayed
for an increase in him of the power of God,* had
but one window. It was long and narrow and
swung outward on a hinge like a door. On the
window, made of little leaded panes, was a design
showing the Chirst laying his hand upon the head
of a child. One Sunday morning in the summer as
he sat by his desk in the room with a large Bible
opened before him, and the sheets of his sermon
scattered about, the minister was shocked to see,
in the upper room®® of the house next door,” a
woman lying in her bed and smoking a cigarette
while she read a book. Curtis Hartman went on
tip-toe® to the window and closed it softly. He
was horror stricken®' at the thought of a woman
smoking and trembled also to think that his eyes,
just raised from the pages of the book of God, had
looked upon the bare shoulders and white throat
of a woman. With his brain in a whirl he went

27 for an increase in him of the power of God ﬁﬂﬂ%ﬂ%ﬂnﬂlﬁ« .
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down into the pulpit and preached a long sermon
without once thinking of*® his gestures or his
voice. The sermon attracted unusual attention
because of its power and clearness. ‘I wonder if
she is listening, if my voice is carrying a message®?
into her soul,” he thought and began to hope that
on future Sunday mornings he might be able to
say words that would touch and awaken the
woman apparently far gone in secret sin.?*

The house next door to the Presbyterian
Church, through the windows of which the minister
had seen the sight that had so upset him, was
.occupied by two women. Aunt Elizabeth Swift, a
grey competent-looking widow®® with money in
the Winesburg National Bank, lived there®® with
her daughter Kate Swift, a school teacher. The
school teacher was thirty years old and had a neat
trim-looking figure. She had few friends and bore
a reputation of having a sharp tongue.®* When

32 without once thinking of . . . —zk 7M. 33 amessage=what
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he began to think about her, Curtis Hartman
remembered that she had been to Europe and had
lived for two years in New York City. “Perhaps
after all her smoking means nothing,”’*® he thought.
He began to remember that when he was a student
in college and occasionally read mnovels, good,
although somewhat worldly women,* had smoked
through the pages®® of a book that had once fallen
into his hands. With a rush of new determination
he worked on*! his sermons all through the week*?
and forgot, in his zeal to reach the ears and the
soul of this new listener, both his embarrassment
in the pulpit and the necessity of prayer in the
study on Sunday mornings.

Reverend Hartman’s experience with women
had been somewhat limited. He was the son of a
wagon maker from Muncie, Indiana, and had
worked his way through college.”® The daughter
of the underwear manufacturer had boarded in a

38 means nothing (M) HEEEREGRE, WRBFIVE.
39 good, although somewhat worldly women SRR, R
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house where he lived during his school days and
he had married her after a formal and prolonged
courtship,** carried on*® for the most part by the
girl herseif. On his marriage day the underwear
manufacturer had given his daughter five thousand
doilars and he promised to leave her at least twice
that amount*® in his will. The minister had
thought himself fortunate in marriage and had
never permitted himself to think of other women.
Ha did not want to think of other women. What
he wanted was to do the work of God quietly and
earnestly.

In the soul of the minister a struggle awoke.
From wanting'” to reach the ears of Kate Swift,
and through his sermons*® to delve into her soul,
he began to want also to look again at the figure
lying white and quiet in the bed. On a Sunday
morning when he could not sleep because of his
thoughts® he arose and went to walk in the

2+ prolonged courtship JZMIAYsRZE.  *5 carried on I E
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streets. When he had gone along Main Street
almost to the old Richmond place he stopped and
picking up a stone rushed off to the room in the
bell tower. -With the stone he broke out a corner
of the window and then locked the door and sat
down at the desk before the open Bible to wait.?
When the shade of the window®! to Kate Swift’s
room®? was raised he could see, through the hole,
directly into her bed, but she was not there. She
also had arjsen and had gone for a walk and the
hand that raised the shade was the hand of Aunt
Elizabeth Swift. _ _
The minister almost wept with joy®® at this
deliverence from the carnal-desire® to “peep”’ and
went back to his own house praising God. In an
ill moment® he forgot, however, to stop® the
hole in the window. The piece of glass broken
out at the corner of the window just nipped off
the bare heel of the boy®’ standing motionless and
looking with rapt eyes into the face of the Christ.

50 {0 wait 2EESEAE R Kate Swift. 51 the shade of the window
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Curtis Hartman forgot his sermon on that
Sunday morning. He talked to his congregation®s.
and in his talk said that it wasa mistake for people
to think"of their minister as a man set aside® and
intended by nature to lead a blameless life.®®
“Out of my own experience I know that we, who
are the ministers of God’s word,* are beset by the
same temptations that assail you,” he declared.
“I have been tempted and have surrendered to
temptation. It is only the hand of God, placed
beneath my head, that has raised me up. As he
has raised me so®® also will he raise you. Do not
.despair. In your hour of sin®® raise your eyes to
the skies and you will be again and again saved.”

Resolutely the minister put the thoughts of
the woman in the bed out of his mind® and began
to be something like a lover®® in the presence
‘of his wife. One evening when they drove out
together he turned the horse out of Buckeye Street

5% congregation B FNyEEE. 59 a man set aside #iiflie—
#iA. 60 io lead a blameless life B —FERTILAEATTEIATET
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and in the darkness on Gospel Hill, above Water-
works Pond, put his arm about Sarah Hartman’s
waist. "When he had eaten breakfast in the
morning and was ready to retire to his study at
the back of his house he went around the table
and kissed his wife on the cheek. When thoughts
of Kate Swift came into his head,® he smiled and
raised his eyes to the skies. ‘Intercede for me,
Master,” he muttered, “keep me in the narrow®’
path intent on Thy work.”

And now began the real struggle in the soul
of the brown-bearded minister. By chance he
discovered that Kate Swift was in the habit of
lying in her bed®® in the evenings and reading a
book. A lamp stood on a table by the side of the
bed and the light streamed down upon her white
shoulders and bare throat. On the evening when
he made the discovery the minister sat at the desk
in the study from nine until after eleven and when

66 came into one’s head—remind. 67 keep me in the narrow path
intent on Thy work fkdi—L3bEH), narrow cf. Bible Matt. 7. 14
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her light was put out stumbled out of the church
to spend two more hours walking and praying in
the strects. He did not want to kiss the shoulders
and the throat of Kate Swift and had not allowed
his mind to dwell on shch thoughts.®® He did not
know what he wanted. “I am God’s child and he
must save me from myself,” he cried, in the
darkness under the trees as he wandered in the
streets. By a tree he stood and looked at the sky
that was covered with hurrying clouds.™ He
began to falk to God intimately and closely.
“Please, Father,”! do not forget me. Give me
power to go to-morrow and repair the hole in the
window. Lift my eyes again to the skies. Stay
with me, Thy servant, in his hour of need.”"®

Up and down through the silent streets walked
the minister and for days and weeks™ his soul was
troubled. He could not understand the temptation
that had come to him nor could he fathom the

69 not allowed one’s mind fo dwell on such thoughts 75 {1 AU
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reason for its coming. In a way™ he began to
blame God, saying to himself that he had tried to
keep his feet in the true path™ and had not run
about seeking sin. “Through my days as a young
man and all through my life here I have gone
quietly about my work,” he declared. ‘“Why now
should I be tempted? What have I done that this
burden should be laid on’®. me?”

Three times during the early fall’” and winter
of that year Curtis Hartman crept out of his house
to the room in the bell tower to sit in the darkness
looking at the figure of Kate Swift lying in her
bed and later went to walk and pray in the streets.
He could not understand himself. For weeks he
would go along scarcely thinking™ of the school
teacher and telling himself that he had conquered
the carnal desire to look at her body. And then
something would happen.”™ Ashe sat in the study
of his own house, hard at work on a sermon, he

7% Tn a way FERHEETEIE L. 79 tried to keep his feet in the true path
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would become nervous and begin to walk up and
down the room. I will go out into the streets,”
he told himself and even as he let himself in at
the church door he persistently denied to himself
the cause of his being there. I will not repair
the hole in the window and I will train myself to
come here at night and sit in the presence of this
woman without raising my eyes. 1 will not
be defeated in this thing. The Lord has devised
this temptation as a test of my soul and I will
grope my way®® out of darkness into the light of
righteousness.”

One night in January when it was bitter cold
and snow lay deep®® on the streets of Winesburg
Curtis Hartman paid his last visit to the room in
the bell tower of the church. It was past nine
o’clock when he left his own house and he set out
so hurriedly that he forgot to put on his over-
shoes. In Main Street no one was abroad®® but

80 grope my way IR H CHEIL. 81 lay deep PRIRMBGA.
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Hop Higgins the night watchman®® and in the
whole town no one was awake but the watchman
and young George Willard, who sat in the office
of the Winesburg Eagle’* trying to write a story.
Along the street to the church went the minister,
plowing through the drifts and thinking that this
time he would utterly give way to sin.*® *I want
to look at the woman and to think of kissing her
shoulders and I am going to let myself think what
I choose,” he declared bitterly and tears came into
his eyes. He began to think that he would get
out of the ministry and try some other way of
life. «1I shall go to some city and get into busi-
ness,” he declared. “If my nature is such that I
cannot resist sin, I shall give myself over to®® sin.
At least I shall not be a hypocrite, preaching
the word of God with my mind thinking of the
shoulders and neck of a woman who does not
belong to me.” '

83 night watchman {f%. 8¢ Winesburg Eagle f#ifir. 85 give
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It was cold in the room of the bell tower of
the church on that January night and almost as
soon as he came into the room Curtis Hartman knew
that if he stayed he would be ill. His feet were wet
from tramping in the snow®” and there was no fire.
In the room in the house next door Kate Swift
had not yet appeared. With grim determination®®
the man sat down to wait. Sitting in the chair
and gripping the edge of the desk on which lay
the Bible he stared into the darkness thinking the
blackest thoughts of his life.® He thought of his
~wife and for the moment almost hated her. “She
has always been ashamed of passion and has
cheated me,” he thought. ‘“Man has a right to
expect living passion and beauty in a woman.
He has no right to forget that heis an animal and
in me there is something that is Greek.®® I will
throw off the woman of my bosom®® and seek

87 from tramping in the snow iz from 7 because of 23F.
83 with grim determination %#Aih#k. 80 the blackest thoughts of life
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other women. I will besiege this school teacher.
I will fly in the face of all men®® and if I am a
creature of carnal lusts®® I will live then for my
lusts.”

The distracted man trembled from head to
foot, partly from cold, partly from the struggle in
which he was engaged.®* Hours passed and a
fever assailed his body. His throat began to hurt
and his teeth chattered. His feet on the study
floor felt like two cakes of ice. Still he would not
give up.?> “I will see this woman and will think
the thoughts I have never dared to think,” he
‘told himself, gripping the edge of the desk and
waiting. ‘ '

Curtis Hartman came near dying®® from the
effects of that night of waiting in the church, and
he »foﬁnd in the thing that happened what he took
to be the way of life for him.>” On other evenings

-

92 {o fly in the face of all men JEFR—EINIA, EHEEBTHNALY
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when he had waited he had not been able to see,

through the little hole in the glass, any part of the
school teacher’s room except that occupied by her
bed. In the darkness he had waited until the
woman suddenly appeared sitting in the bed in
her white night-robe. When the light was turned
up she propped herself up among the pillows and
read a book. Sometimes she smoked one of the
cigarettes. Only her bare shoulders and throat
were visible.

On the January night, after he had come near
dying with cold and after his mind haé two or
three times actually slipped away into an odd land
of fantasy®® so that he had by an exercise of wil}
power to force himself back into consciousness,”
Kate Swift appeared. In the room next door a
lamp was lighted and the waiting man stared into

an empty bed. Then upon the bed before hi$ eyes
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a naked woman threw herself. Lying face down-
ward'® she wept and beat with her fists upon the
pillow. With a final outburst of weeping she half
arose, and in the presence of the man who had
waited to look and to think thoughts the woman
of sin began to pray. In the lamplight her figure,
slim and strong, looked like the figure of the boy
in the presence of the Christ on the leaded'
window.

Curtis Hartman never remembered how he
got out of the church. With a cry he arose,
dragging the heavy desk along the floor. The
Bible fell, making a great clatter in the silence.
When the light in the house next door went out
he stumbled down the stairway and into the
street. Along the street he went and ran in at the
door of the Winesburg Eagle. To George Willard,
who was tramping up and down in the office
undergoing a struggle of his own,’ he began to
talk half incoherently. “The ways of God'*® are

100 Lying face downward {l:BA75. 101 Jeaded-=set in lead.
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II6 THE STRENGTH OF GOD

beyond human understanding,”'®* he cried, running
‘n quickly and closing the door. He began to
advance upon'® the young man, his eyes glowing
and his voice ringing with fervor. I have found
the light,”” he cried. “After ten years in this
town, God has manifested himself to me in the
body of a woman.” His. voice dropped and he
began to whisper. “I did not understand,” he
said. ‘“What I took to be a trial of my soul'®
was only a preparation for a new and more beauti-
ful fervor of the spirit.®” God has appeared to
me in the person of Kate Swift, the school teacher,
kneeling naked on a bed.'® Do you know Kate
Swift?  Although she may not be aware of it, she
is an instrument of God, bearing the message of
truth."100

Reverend Curtis Hartman turned and ran out
of the office. At the door he-stopped, and after

104 are beyond human understanding JEAIAET . 195 advance
upon FEIE. 195 What T took to be a trial of my soul {EERMEE Tl
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looking up and down the deserted street,’® turned
again to George Willard. I am delivered. Have
no fear.” He held up a bleeding fist for the young
man to see. “I smashed the glass of the window,”
he cried. “ Now it will have to be wholly replaced.
The strength of God was in me and I broke it with

my fist.”

116 the deserted street fF AFSIVIRE .
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MILK BOTTLES

I lived, during that summer, in a large room
on the top floor of an old house on the North Side
in Chicago.! It was August and the night was
hot. Until after midnight I sat—the sweat trick-
ling down? my back—under a lamp, laboring to
feel my way into the lives of the fanciful people®
who were trying also to live in the tale* on which
I was at work.

It was a hopeless affair.

I became involved® in the efforts of the
shadowy people® and they in turn’ became involved
in the fact of the hot uncomfortable room, in the

fact that, although it was what the farmers of

1 North Side in Chicago 723 iEE, g8 North Side, South Side,
West Side #{ L drJLsEE B, 2647y, North 82 South S7e
A FIMBUE, BrEERssstiEl, West Side BiS LA KBHING BT
$%. 2 trickling down FREsdedy, 3 LT —Bl—EhiE T4 3 fanciful
people EZKISHEHFIRYRASASs.  * live in the tale 4if¥eficdit, W
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the Middle West® call “good corn-growing weath-
er” it was plain hell® to be alive in Chicago.
Hand in hand the shadowy people of my fanciful
world and myself groped our way through a forest
in which the leaves had all been burned off the
trees. -The hot ground burned the shoes off our
feet. We were striving to make our way through®
the forest and into some cool beautiful city. The
fact is, as you will clearly understand, I was a
little off my head.™

When I gave up the struggle™ and got to my
feet!® the chairs in the room danced about. They
also were running aimlessly through a burning
land and striving to reach some mythical city.
“I'd better get out of here and go for a walk or go
jump into the lake and cool myself off,” I thought.

I went down out of my room and into the
street. On a lower floor of the house lived two
burlesque™ actresses who had just come in from

8 Middle West $pEpE i A2 4, RIEPES. ° plain
hell ki, 3%, < plain” 52245, 10 make our way through &8 . . 3%,
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their evening’s work and who now sat in their
room talking. * As I reached the street something
heavy whirled past’® my head and broke on the
stone pavement. A white liquid spurted over'®
my clothes and the voice of one of the actresses
could be heard coming from the one lighted room
of the house. ““Oh, hell!'™™ We live such damned
lives,’ we do,” and we work in such a town! A
dog is better off!*® And now they are going to
take booze away?! from us too! I come home
from working in that hot theatre on a hot night
like this and what do I see—a half-filled bottle of
spoiled milk standing on a window sill!

“I won't stand it!*®* T got to smash*® every-
thing!” she cried.

I walked eastward from my house. From the
northwestern end of the city great hordes of men
women and children had come to spend the night

16 whitled past —¥clelisisiziBds. 16 spurted [sportid] over %
e 3Rl 17 O, hell 18, FH2=. 18 such damned lives FTEEEIENG 4
i 19 we do FIRBUMINY “We live...lives” N9ikgE, TEEREE
20 better off FIF—ENHGEE (NGLIFEEFLE). 21 take booze [buzz]
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out of doors, by the shore of the lake. It was
stifling®* hot there too and the air was heavy with
a sense of struggle.?* On a few hundred acres of
flat land, that had formerly been a swamp,®® some
two million people were fighting for the peace and
quiet of slee-p and not getting it. Out of the half
darkness, beyond the little strip of park land® at
the water’s edge, the huge empty houses of
Chicago’s fashionable folk®® made a greyish-blue
blot against the sky. “Thank the gods,” 1
thought, “there are some people who can get out
of here, who can go to the moutains or the sea-
shore or to Europe.” I stumbled in the half
darkness over® the legs of a woman who was lying
and trying to sleep on the grass. A baby lay
beside her and when she sat up it began to cry.
I muttered an apology® and stepped aside and as
I did so my foot struck a half-filled milk bottle
and I knocked it over, the milk running out on

24 stifling [staiffin] hot ffj#k.  2° sense of struggle HLLRAAYER.
26 formerly...swamp [swomp] ¥MTRFEBEZH. 27 little strip
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the grass. “Oh, I'm sorry. Please forgive me,”
T cried. “Never mind,” the woman answered,
““the milk is sour.”

He is a tall stoop-shouldered man with pre-
maturely® greyed hair and works as a copy writer®
in an advertising agency® in Chicago—an agency
where I also have sometimes been employed—and
on that might in August I met him, walking with
quick eager strides along the shore of the lake and
past the tired petulant people.®* He did not see
me at first and I wondered at the evidence of life®
in him when everyone else seemed half dead; but
a street lamp hanging over a mnearby roadway
threw its light down upon my face and he pounced.?®
“Here you,* come up to my place,” he cried
sharply. “I've got something to show you. I
was on my way down to see you. That’s where
I was going,” he lied as he hurried me along.

31 prematurely [/prizmoftjueli] SEEIIRIEHIER. 32 copy writer 2.
33 advertising [fedvotaiziy} agency fgispt. 3% tired petulant [/petju-
lent] poople FF{RGRIIAIN. 35 evidence of life AAAyMigdipGET
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We went to his apartment on a street leading
back from the lake and the park. German, Polish,
Italian and Jewish families, equipped with soiled
blankets and the ever-present half-filled bottles of
milk, had come prepared to spend the night out
of doors; hut the American families in the crowd
were giving up the struggle to find a co.1 spot and
a little stream of them trickled along the sidewalks,
going back to hot beds in the hot houses.

It was past one o’clock and my friend’s apart-
ment was disorderly®® as well as hot. He ex-
plained that his wife, with their two éhﬂdren, had
gone home to visit her mother on a farm near
Springfield, Illinois.®

We took off our coats and sat down. My
friend’s thin cheeks were flushed and his eyes
shone. ““Youn know—well—you see,”” he began and
then hesitated and laughed like an embarrassed
schoolboy. “Well now,” he began again, “I've

38 disorderly [disfordeli] 4mgkf¥, 7L 39 Springfield, Ilijnois
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long been wanting to write something real, some-
thing besides advertisements.® I suppose I'm silly
but that’s the Way I am. It's been my dream to
write something stirring and big. I suppose it’s
the dream of a lot of advertising writers, eh?*
Now look here—don’t you go laughing. I think
I've done it.”

He explained that he had written something
concerning Chicago, the capital and heart as he
said, of the whole Central West.*> He grew angry.
“People come here from the East or from farms,
or from little holes of towns*® like I came from and
they think it smart to run Chicago into the
ground,”** he declared. I thought I'd show ’em
up,”* he added, jumping up and walking ner-
vously about the room.

He handed me many sheets of paper covered
with hastily scrawled words,** but I protested and
asked him to read it aloud. He did, standing

40 advertisement [dvoltaizmont], xEFH] fod/vartismont]. %1 eh?
ZWE? 2 Central West==Middle West.  #3 little holés of towns i}
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with his face turned away from me. There was a
quiver*” in his voice. The thing he had written
concerned some mythical town I had never seen.
He called it Chicago, but in the same breath spoke
of great streets flaming with color, ghostlike build-
ings flung up*® into night skies and a river, running
down a path of gold into the boundless West. It
was the city, I told myself, I and the people of my
story had been trying to find earlier on that same
evening, when because of the heat I went a little
off my head and could not work any more. The
people of the city, he had written a.boﬁt, were a
cool-headed, brave people, marching forward to
some spiritual triumph, the promise of which was
inherent® in the physical aspects®™ of the town.
Now I am one who, by the careful cultivation®!
of certain traits in my character, have succeeded
in building up the more brutal side of my nature,
but I cannot knock women and children down in

57 quiver EFHBEEEA. 4% flung wp ABAHALE. 29 in-
herent [in‘hioront] E#H0Y, Fislsay. 50 physical aspects HnbIgaL, B
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order to get aboard®® Chicago street-cars, nor can
T tell an author to his face®® that I think his work
is rotten.?*

“You're all right, Ed. You'regreat. You've
knocked out® a regular soc-dolager of a master-
piece® here. Why you sound as good™ as Henry
Mencken®® writing about Chicago as the literary
centre of America, and you've lived in Chicago
and he never did. The only thing I can see
you've missed is a little something about the
stockyards,® and you can put that in later,” I
added and prepared to depart.

““What'’s this?”” 1T asked, picking up a half-
dozen sheets of paper that lay on the floor by my
chair. Ireaditeagerly. And when I had finished
reading it he stammered and apologized and then,
stepping across the room, jerked® the sheets out

52 getaboard JE ) (FH, EH4E). 579 tell...fo his face H7E...
fpiyEzE. 9t rotten ARIFRY, 4mEEkNy.  ©5 knocked out LM T -
56 regular...masterpiece e T TFIAEEIE. “*soc-dolager” [sok'dols-
dzel FRBEAT—H2. 57 Why you...good W8, RER (FERFIHEM &
HuBkE. sound” F7%, fEEE4. 9% Heory Mencken FNSEBLHT
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of my hand and threw them out at an open
window. “I wish you hadn’t seen that. It’s
something else I wrote about Chicago,” he ex-
plained.' He was flustered.® ‘

“You see the night was so hot, and, down at
the office, I had to write a condensed-milk adver-
tisement, just as I was sneaking away®® to come
home and work on this other thing, and the street-
car was so crowded and the people stank so,% and
when I finally got home here—the wife being
gone—the place was a mess.®* Well, I couldn’t
write and I was sore. It’s been my chance, you
see, the wife and kids being gone and the house
being quiet. I went for a walk. I thinkIwenta
little off my head. Then I came home and wrote
that stuff I've just thrown out of the window.”

He grew cheerful again. “Oh, well--it’s all
right. Writing that fool thing stirred me up and
enabled me to write this other stuff, this real stuff
I showed you first, about Chicago.”

s1 flustered L, iR,  ©2 sneaking away {3 (H%). 63 stank



G B i39

R » S E I ER M ETASET - [HRE
FRB - R0 5 AR N i - 1A
JRRRTE - FTRAURT -

[ 1R 4l B 3 TR B T AT T TR
o, BT ~EEEMNEYL ) R EBERKELCES
N > 15 BRI » AR IR )
5 B F BB A A % T — PR
WIEIR - TAE BRI T - S E R
W I8 BB NTIR T » RIS -
TSR 1 b - BRI BREL T « % T—
FIpE » G T RN T kT -

BSBERIET « T > E—E B0 - %S
TR » IR BRI > B
BT TR > WA IR T -+ ]

so BLEINEY. “stank” B 'rstink” 6558 3. 62 mess BHL, BLLAE.



140 MILK BOTTLES

And so T went home and to bed, having in
this odd way®® stumbled upon® another bit of the
kind of writing that is—for better or worse®™—
really presenting the lives of the people of these
towns and cities—sometimes in prose, sometimes
in stirring colorful song. It was the kind of thing
Mr. Sandburg®® or Mr. Masters® might have done
after an evening’s walk on a hot night in, say
West Congress Street™ in Chicago.

The thing I had read of Ed’s, centred about
a half-filled bottle of spoiled milk standing dim in
the moon-light on a window sill. There had been
a moon earlier on that August evening, a new
moon, a thin crescent™ golden streak in the sky.
What had happened to my friend, the advertising
writer, was something like this—I ﬁgured it all out
as I lay sleepless in bed after our talk.

65 in this odd way ZiE2eibiigs.  ©6 having...stumbled upon
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I am sure I do not know whether or not it is
true that all advertising writers and newspaper
men, want to do other kinds of writing, but Ed
did all right. The August day that had preceded
the hot night had been a hard one for him to get
through.” All day he had been wanting to be at
home in his quiet apartment producing literature,”
rather than sitting in an office and writing adver-
tisements. In the late afternoon, when he had
thought his desk cleared for the day, the boss of
the copy writers came and ordered him to write a
page advertisement for the magazines on the
subject of condensed milk. ‘“We got a chance to
get a new account™ if we can knock out some
crackerjack’ stuff in a hurry,” he said. “I'm
sorry to have to put it up to’ you on such a rotten
hot day, Ed, but we’re up against it. Let’s see if
you've got some of the old pep™ in you. Get
down to hardpan’ now and knock out something
snappy™ and unusual before you go home.”

72 :get through i (—3K), 5. 73 producing literature 847 A1k,
7% new account FilgFYEE. 75 crackerjack [/lrakadgok] stuff #EniTEY
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Ed had tried. He put away the thoughts he
bad been having about the city beautiful—the
glowing city of the plains—and got right down to%
business. He thought about milk, milk for little
children, the Chicagoans of the future, milk that
would produce a little cream to put in the coffee
of advertising writers in the morning, sweet fresh
milk to keep all his brother and sister Chicagoans
robust and strong. What Ed really wanted was a
long cool drink®! of something with a kick® in it,
but he tried to make himself think he wanted a
drink of milk. He gave himself over to thoughts
of milk, milk condensed and yellow, milk warm
from the cows his father owned when he was a
boy—his mind launched a little boat and he set
out on a sea of milk.

Out of it all he got what is called an original
advertisement. The sea of milk on which he sailed
became a mountain of cans of condensed milk, and

80 got right down to %z (B T{R). 91 long cool drink &Y
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out of that fancy he got his idea. He made a
crude sketch for a picture showing wide rolling
green fields with white farm houses. Cows grazed
on the green hills and at one side of the picture a
barefooted boy was driving a herd of Jersey cows®3
out of the sweet fair land and down a lane into a
kind of funnel at the small end of which was a tin
of the condensed milk. Over the picture he put a
heading:3* “The health and freshness of a whole
countryside is condensed into one can of Whitney-
Wells Condensed Milk.” The head copy writer
said it was a humdinger.®

And "then Ed went home. He wanted to
begin writing about the city beautiful at once and
so didn’t go out to dinner, but fished about®® in the
ice chest®” and found some cold meat out of which
he made himself a sandwich. Also, he poured him-
self a glass of milk, but it was sour. “Oh, damn!”
he said-and poilred it into the kitchen sink.%®

83 Tersey cows IUEPFIUSFEITRMN FrEEasHd, 142, SRR
8% heading . 85 humdinger [Thamdinge] TEZMYHFE, TAEHMEL.
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As Ed explained to me later, he sat down and
tried to begin writing his real stuff at once, but he
couldn’t seem to get into it. The last hour in the
office, the trip home in the hot smelly car, and the
taste of the sour milk in his mouth had jangled®
his nerves. The truth is that Ed has a rather
sensitive, finely balanced nature, and it had got
mussed®® up.

He took a walk and tried to think, but his
mind wouldn’t stay where he wanted it to. Edis
now a man of nearly forty and on that night his
mind ran back to his young manhood in the
- city,—and stayed there.. Like other boys who
- had become grown men in Chicago, he had come
to the city from a farm at the edge of a prairie
town, and like all such town and farm boys, he
had come filled with vague dreams.

What things he had hungered to do and be in
Chicago!. What he had done you can fancy. For
one thing he had got himself married and now

89 jangled #ifl. 99 mussed @3k
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lived in the apartment on the North Side. To
give a real picture of his life during the twelve or
fifteen years that had slipped away since he was a
young man would involve writing a novel, and
that is not my purpose. |

Anyway, there %e was in his room-—come
home from his walk—and it was hot and quiet
and he could not manage to get into his master-
piece. How still it was in the apartment with the
wife and children away! His mind stayed on the
subject of his youth in the city.

He remembered a night of his young manhood
when he had gone out to walk, just as he did on
that August evening. Then his life wasn’t com-
plicated by the fact of the wife and children and
he lived alone in his room; but something had got
on his nerves®! then, too. On that évening long
ago he grew restless in his room and went out to
walk. It was summer and first he went down by

91 got on his nerves {FEIHEE.
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the river where ships were being loaded and then
to a crowded park where girls and young fellows
walked about.

He grew bold and spoke to a woman who sat
alone on a park bench. She let him sit beside her
and, because it was dark and she was silent, he
began to talk. The night had made him senti-
mental. ‘“Human beings are such hard things to
set at. I wish I could get close to someone,” he
said. “Oh, you goon!® What you doing? You
ain’t trying to kid someone? ’?® asked the woman.

Ed jumped up and walked away. He went
into a long street lined with dark silent buﬂdings
and then stoppec:t and looked about. What he
wanted was to believe that in the apartment
buildings were people who lived intense eager lives,
who had great dreams, who were capable of great
adventures. “They are really only separated from
me by the brick walls,” was what he told himself
on that night.

92 you go on fsEf:. 93 kid someone JLEGZE.
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It was then that the milk bottle themie first
got hold of him. He went into an alleyway to
look at the backs of the apartment buildings and,
on that evening also, there was a moon. Its light
fell ﬁpon a long rcw of half-filled bottles standing
on window sills.

Something within him ‘went a little sick®* and
he hurried out of the alleyway and into the street.
A man and woman walked past him and stopped
before the entrance to one of the buildings.
Hoping they might be lovers, he concealed himself
in the entrance to another building to listen to
their conversation.

The couple turned out to be a man and wife?®
and they were quarreling. Ed heard the woman’s
voice saying: “You come in here. You can’t
put that over on me.?®* You say you just want to
take a walk, but I know you. You want to go
out and blow in some money.”” What I'd like to
know is, why you don’t loosen up a little for me.”?®

9% went a little sick HEEAREFM. 9% man and wifesk g 9% put
that over on me IRIFLLHIFEEIR. “ put over” =place in authority over.
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That is the story of what happened to Ed,
when, as a young man, he went to walk in the
city in the evening, and when he had become a
man of forty and went out of his house wanting to
dream and to think of a city beautiful, much the
same sort of thing happened again. Perhaps the
writing of the condensed milk advertisement and
the taste of the sour milk he had got out of the ice
box had something to do with®® his mood; but,
anyway, milk bottles, like a refrain in a song, got
into his ‘brain. They seemed to sit and mock at
him from the windows of all the buildings in all
the streets, and when he turned to look at people,
he met the crowds from the West and the North-
west, Sides going to the park and the lake. At
the head of each little group of people marched a
woman who carried a milk bottle in her hand.

And so, on that August night, Ed went home
angry and disturbed, and in anger wrote of his
city. Like the burlesque actress in my own house

99 had something to do with FEEEE.
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he wanted to smash something, and, as milk
bottles were in his mind, he wanted to smash milk
bottles. “I could grasp the neck of a milk bottle.
Tt fits the hand so neatly.’® I could kill a man
or woman with such a thing,” he thought des-
perately.

fle wrote, you see, the five or six sheets I had
read in that mood and then felt better. And
after that he wrote about the ghostlike buildings
flung into the sky by the hands of a brave adven-
turous people and about the river that runs down
a path of gold, and into the boundlessAVVest.

" As you have already concluded, the city he
described in his masterpiece was: lifeless, but the
city he, m a queer way, expressed in what he
wrote about the milk bottle could not be forgotten.
It frightened you a little but there it was and in
spite of his anger or perhaps because of it, a lovely
singing. quality had got into the thing. In those
few. scrawled pages the miracle had been iivdr-ked.

100 fits so neatly HEIFE, BEEF.
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T was a fool not to have put the sheets into my
pocket. - When I went down out of his apartment
that evening I did look for them in a dark alley-
way, but they had become lost in a sea of fub-
bish!®! that had leaked over the tops of a long row
of tin ash cans'™ that stood at the foot of a
stairway leading from the back doors of the apart-
ments above.

101 sea of rubbish B2 i, BHAGEIET. 192 tin ash cans FEE}
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