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Summer 2026

Dear Rising Freshpeople,

We are so excited to teach you next year! To prepare for a rich and fun class in the
fall, please follow these instructions for summer reading:

1) Read every story in this packet carefully while...
2) Annotating according to our annotation instructions, and...
3) Answer all of the comprehension and discussion questions after every story

Thank you so much for leaning into your reading this summer. We're going to
have a great year!

All the best,
Mr, Weaver & Dr, Boots-Marshall

"Victory Lap” by George Saunders

"The Paper Menagerie” by Ken Liu

"Popsy" by Stephen King

"Death by Scrabble” by Charlie Fish

"The Tell Tale Heart" by Edgar Allen Poe

"The Yellow Wallpaper"” by Charlotte Perkins Gilman



Annotation Guide
Literature and Composition (9th Grade English)
Mr. Weaver and Dr. Boots-Marshall

What is an Annotation?

Annotation literally means “to add notes to,” so an annotation is a critical or
explanatory note (or body of notes) added to a text. Essentially, annotations are
an ongoing conversation between the reader and the text, so the reader can
achieve a deeper understanding of what they are reading,

Annotation Basics (that apply to any class, any subject)

How can I mark the text?
@ Highlight
@ Underline
@ Circle or box words or phrases
@ Brackets or parentheses
@ Use idea-appropriate symbols
@ Draw connecting arrows
@ Use punctuation to reflect your reaction {(exclamation marks,
question marks, efc.)
® Put a sticky note on it
@ Write your commentary about what you marked in the margins

When annotating, here are a few things you can do to deepen your understanding,
which apply to most kinds of texts:
® Circle unknown words and define them in the margins
® Underline/highlight repeated ideas, phrases, or situations.
® Draw connecting lines between ideas that are related.
@ Write questions you have about the reading in the margins.
@ In a difficult text; mark entire sections and put them in your own words.
@ Summarize the entire section or text on a sticky note and put it at the
beginning of the section. '
® Write a small note in the margin about an outside connection or real-life
example that comes to mind when you are reading.
@ Specifically look for themes, topics, or information which would
contribute to a class discussion (i.e. If your history class has been going



over the causes of the French Revolution, mark any evidence which would
provide more insight into that event.)

Annotation Requirements for Literature and Composition

1. You cannot underline or highlight without adding a note in the
margin—random highlighting can actually DECREASE
comprehension and retention.

2. You MUST include a 3-5 sentence summary at the end of a short

story.

3. We focus on literary analysis in this class, so your annotations
should be focused on noticing literary elements, Label imagery,
metaphor, character development, motif, clues to theme, significant
plot points, whenever you see them.

4. You MUST use a consistent system (with a key)

You can use this one...

chanacten &ue@qpmmf (with an explanation in the marginf)

Aﬁﬂong Lmagulg (with an explanation in the marginl)

nefmﬂug m.o&@ (with an explanation in the marginl)
Lains €o theme {with an explanation in the margin!)

per :

tymfion op congtuum (with an explanation in the margin!)

gzx\“-'v;ngg
EE.
;

u_fw fant (but with explanation WHY in margin!)
S
( ch@ new wond (but with definition in margin!)
—~— IV
— conneclion (but with note as to what it connects tol)

..0r create your own. But I have to see that you used an
intentional system of markings that have meaning and that you
interacted with the text frequently in a way that increased your

understanding of the literature and its literary elements,



B

Annotation Rubric

Competency: Actively Reading and Engaging the Text

No Evidence/Needs

Category Emergent Proficient Mastery
Improvement
¢ There are no s There are a few There are There are many
annotations. annotations. annotations on meaningful
& Nosummaries, almaost every page. annotations per page
® No comments, Some 1-3 word All required 1-5
questions, and summaries are at the sentence summaries
connections are in end of the text, are at the end of the
Frequency the margins. sections, or chapters. text, sections, or
Some comments, chapters.
questions, and frequent comments,
connections are in questions, and
the margins and open connections are in
space. margins and open
space.

o No variation in the e 2-3 different marks 4 - 6 different marks 7 — 10 different marks
types of annotation. from your chasen from your chosen from your chosen
and/or annotation key are annotation key are annotation key are
No marks that used regularly and used regularly and used regularly and

Variation identify the type of systematically but systematically. systematically.
annotation. they are not Annotation marks are Annotation
explained. explained. explanations are
detailed.

¢ No real analysis. e Attempting to find Finding deeper Questioning the text
Annotations merely deeper meaning. meaning. or asking questions of
summarize passages. | » Attempting to Uncovering what the the text.

Ivsi uncover what the text text reveals through Connecting a question
Analysis reveals. specific words and to a literary element,

¢ Attempting to identify

literary elements.

phrases.
!dentifying literary
elements.

theme, or character . .
development,




VICTORY LAP

Three days shy of her fifteenth birthday, Alison Pope paused
at the top of the stairs.

Say the staircase was marble. Say she descended and all
heads turned. Where was {special one}? Approaching now,
bowing slightly, he exclaimed, How can so much grace be
contained in one small package? Oops. Had he said small
package? And just stood there? Broad princelike face totally
bland of expression? Poor thing! Sorry, no way, down he
went, he was definitely not {special one}.

‘What about this guy, behind Mr. Small Package, standing
near the home entertainment center? With a thick neck of
farmer integrity yet tender ample lips, who, placing one
hand on the small of her back, whispered, Dreadfully sorry
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you had to endure that bit about the small package just now.
Let us go stand on the moon. Or, uh, in the moon. In the
moonlight.

Had he said, Let us go stand on the moon? If so, she

would have to be like, {eyebrows up}. And if no wry ac-

knowledgment was forthcoming, be like, Uh, I am not ex-
actly dressed for standing on the moon, which, as I
understand it, is super-cold?

Come on, guys, she couldn’t keep treading gracefully on
this marble stairwell in her mind forever! That dear old
white-hair in the tiara was getting all like, Why are those
supposed princes making that darling girl march in place ad
nausea? Plus she had a recital tonight and had to go fetch her
tights from the dryer.

Egads! One found oneself still standing at the top of the
stairs.

Do the thing where, facing upstairs, hand on railing, you
hop down the stairs one at a time, which was getting a lot
harder lately, due to, someone’s feet were getting longer
every day, seemed like.

Pas de chat, pas de chat.

Changement, changement.

Hop over thin metal thingie separating hallway tile from
living-room rug.

Curtsy to self in entryway mirror.

Come on, Mom, get here. We do not wish to be castri-
gated by Ms. Callow again in the wings.

Although actually she loved Ms. C. So strict! Also loved

TR ST TIETI TS

the other girls in class. And the girls from school. Loved
them. Everyone was so nice. Plus the boys at her school. Plus
the teachers at her school. All of them were doing their best.
Actually, she loved her whole town. That adorable grocer,
spraying his lettuce! Pastor Carol, with her large comfort-
able butt! The chubby postman, gesticulating with his pad-
ded envelopes! It had once been a mill town. Wasn’t that
crazy? What did that even mean?

Also she loved her house. Across the creek was the Rus-
sian church. So ethnic! That onion dome had loomed in her
window since her Pooh footie days. Also loved Gladsong
Drive. Every house on Gladsong was a Corona del Mar.
That was amazing! If you had a friend on Gladsong, you
already knew where everything was in his or her home.

Jeté, jeté, rond de jambe.

Pas de bourrée.

On 2 happy whim, do front roll, hop to your feet, kiss the
picture of Mom and Dad taken at Penney’s back in the Stone
Ages, when you were that little cutie right there {kiss} with
a hair bow bigger than all outdoors.

Sometimes, feeling happy like this, she imagined a baby
deer trembling in the woods.

‘Where’s your mama, little guy?

1 dor’t know, the deer said in the voice of Heather’s little
sister Becca.

Are you afraid? she asked it. Are you hungry? Do you
want me to hold you?
Okay, the baby deer said.
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Here came the hunter now, dragging the deer’s mother by
the antlers. Her guts were completely splayed. Jeez, that was
nice! She covered the baby’s eyes and was like, Don’t you
have anything better to do, dank hunter, than kill this baby’s
mom? You seem like 2 nice enough guy.

Is my mom killed? the baby said in Becca’s voice.

No, no, she said. This gentleman was just leaving.

The hunter, captivated by her beauty, toffed or doffed his
cap, and, going down on one knee, said, If I could will life
back into this fawn, I would do so, in hopes you might defer
one tender kiss upon our elderly forehead.

Go, she said. Only, for your task of penance, do not eat
her. Lay her out in a field of clover, with roses strewn about
her. And bestow a choir, to softly sing of her foul end.

Lay who out? the baby deer said.

No one, she said. Never mind. Stop asking so many ques-
tions.

Pas de chat, pas de chat.

Changement, changement.

She felt hopeful that {special one} would hail from far
away. The local boys possessed a certain je ne sais quoi,
which, tell the truth, she was not trés crazy about, such as:
actually named their own nuts. She had overheard that! And
aspired to work for CountyPower because the work shirts
were awesome and you got them free.

So ixnay on the local boys. A special ixnay on Matt Drey,
owner of the largest mouth in the land. Kissing him last
night at the pep rally had been like kissing an underpass:

Scary! Kissing Matt was like suddenly this cow in a sweater
is bearing down on you, who will not take no for an answer,
and his buge cow head is being flooded by chemicals that are
drowning out what little powers of reason Matt actually did
have. ’

What she liked was being in charge of her. Her body, her
mind. Her thoughts, her career, her future.

That was what she liked.

So beit.

We might have a slight snack.

Un petit repas.

Was she special? Did she consider herself special? Oh,
gosh, she didn’t know. In the history of the world, many had
been more special than her. Helen Keller had been awesome;
Mother Teresa was amazing; Mrs. Roosevelt was quite chip-
per in spite of her husband, who was handicapped, which, in
addition, she had been gay, with those big old teeth, long
before such time as being gay and First Lady was even con-
ceptual. She, Alison, could not hope to compete in the cate-
gory of those ladies. Not yet, anyway!

There was so much she didn’t know! Like how to change
the oil. Or even check the oil. How to open the hood. How
to bake brownies. That was embarrassing, actually, being a
girl and all. And what was a mortgage? Did it come with the
house? When you breast-fed, did you have to like push the
milk out?

Egads. Who was this wan figure, visible through the living-
room window, trotting up Gladsong Drive? Kyle Boot, palest
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kid in all the land? Still dressed in his weird cross-country
toggles?

Poor thing. He looked like a skeleton with a mullet. Were
those cross-country shorts from the like Charlie’s Angels
days or guoi? How could he run so well when he seemed to
have literally no muscles? Every day he ran home like this,
shirtless with his backpack on, then hit the remote from
down by the Fungs’ and scooted into his garage without
breaking stride.

You almost had to admire the poor goof.

They’d grown up together, been little beaners in that mu-
tual sandbox down by the creek. Hadn’t they bathed to-
gether when wee or some such crud? She hoped that never
got out. Because in terms of friends, Kyle was basically down
to Feddy Slavko, who walked leaning way backward and
was always retrieving things from between his teeth, an-
nouncing the name of the retrieved thing in Greek, then
re-eating it. Kyle’s mom and dad didn’t let him do squat. He
had to call home if the movie in World Culture might show

bare boobs. Each of the items in his lunch box was clearly
labeled.

Pas de bourrée.

And curtsy.

Pour quantity of Cheez Doodles into compartmentalized
old-school Tupperware dealie.

Thanks, Mom, thanks, Dad. Your kitchen rocks.

Shake Tupperware dealie back and forth like panning for
gold, then offer to some imaginary poor gathered round.

AT TR R e

Please enjoy. Is there anything else I can do for you folks?

You have already done enough, Alison, by even deigning
to speak to us. . .

That is so not true! Don’t you understand, all wnov_,.o de-
serve respect? Each of us is a rainbow.

Uh, really? Look at this big open sore on my poor shriv-
eled flank.

Allow me to fetch you some Vaseline.

That would be much appreciated. This thing kills.

But as far as that rainbow idea? She believed that. People
were amazing. Mom was awesome, Dad was awesome, her
teachers worked so bard and had kids of their own, and
some were even getting divorced, such as Mrs. Dees, but still
always took time for their students. What she found espe-
cially inspiring about Mrs. Dees was that, even though Mr.
Dees was cheating on Mrs. Dees with the lady who ran the
bowling alley, Mrs. Dees was still teaching the best course
ever in Erthics, posing such questions as: Can goodness win?
Or do good people always get shafted, evil being more reck-
less? That last bit seemed to be Mrs. Dees taking a shot at
the bowling-alley gal. But seriously! Is life fun or scary? Are
people good or bad? On the one hand, that clip of those
gauntish pale bodies being steamrolled while fat German la-
dies looked on chomping gum. On the other hand, some-
times rural folks, even if their particular farms were on hills,
stayed up late filling sandbags.

In their straw poll she had voted for people being good
and life being fun, with Mrs. Dees giving her a pitying glance
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as she stated her views: To do good, you just have to decide
to do good. You have to be brave. You have to stand up for
what’s right. At that last, Mrs. Dees had made this kind of
groan. Which was fine. Mrs. Dees had a lot of pain in her
life, yet, interestingly? Still obviously found something fun
about life and good about people, because otherwise why
sometimes stay up so late grading you come in next day all
exhausted, blouse on backward, having messed it up in the
early-morning dark, you dear discombobulated thing?

Here came a knock on the door. Back door. In-ter-est-ing.
Who could it be? Father Dmitri from across the way? UPS?
FedEx? With un petit check pour Papa?

Jeté, jeté, rond de jambe.

Pas de bourrée,

Open door, and—

Here was a man she did not know. Quite huge fellow, in
one of those meter-reader vests.

Something told her to step back in, slam the door. But
that seemed rude.

Instead she froze, smiled, did {eyebrow raise} to indicate:
May I help you? :

Kyle Boot dashed through the garage, into the living area,
where the big clocklike wooden indicator was set at All Out.
Other choices included: Mom & Dad Out; Mom Qut; Dad
Out; Kyle Out; Mom & Kyle Out; Dad & Kyle Out; and
AllIn.

Why did they even need All In? Wouldn’t they know it
when they were All In? Would he like to ask Dad that? Who,
in his excellent totally silent downstairs woodshop, had de-
signed and built the Family Status Indicator? - .

Ha.

Ha ha.

On the kitchen island was a Work Notice.

Scout: New geode on deck. Place in yard per in-
cluded drawing. No goofing. Rake areas first, put
down plastic as I bhave shown you. Then lay in
white rock. THIS GEODE EXPENSIVE. Pls take
seriously. No reason this should not be done by
time I get home. This = five (5) Work Points.

Gar, Dad, do you honestly feel it fair that I should have to
slave in the yard until dark after a rigorous cross-country
practice that included sixteen 440s, eight 880s, a mile-for-
time, 2 kajillion Drake sprints, and a five-mile Indian relay?

Shoes off, mister.

Yoinks, too late. He was already at the TV. And had left
an incriminating trail of microclods. Way verboten. Could
the microclods be hand-plucked? Although, problem: if he
went back to hand-pluck the microclods, he'd leave an in-
criminating new trail of microclods.

He took off his shoes and stood mentally rehearsing a
little show he liked to call WHAT I¥ . . . RIGHT NOW?

WHAT IF they came home RIGHT NOW?
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It’s a funny story, Dad! I came in thoughtlessly! Then re-
alized what I’d done! I guess, when I think about it, what ’'m
happy about? Is how quickly I self-corrected! The reason I
came in so thoughtlessly was, I wanted to get right to work,
Dad, per your note!

He raced in his socks to the garage, threw his shoes into
the garage, ran for the vacuum, vacuumed up the micro-
clods, then realized, holy golly, he had thrown his shoes into
the garage rather than placing them on the Shoe Sheet as
required, toes facing away from the door for ease of donnage
later.

He stepped into the garage, placed his shoes on the Shoe
Sheet, stepped back inside.

Scout, Dad said in his head, has anyone ever told you that
even the most neatly maintained garage is going to have
some oil on its floor, which is now on your socks, being
tracked all over the tan Berber?

Oh gar, his ass was grass.

But no—celebrate good times, come on—no oil stain on
rug.

He tore off his socks. It was absolutely verboten for him
to be in the main living area barefoot. Mom and Dad com-
ing home to find him Tarzaning around like some sort of
white trasher would not be the least fucking bit—

Swearing in your head? Dad said in his head. Step up,
Scout, be 2 man. If you want to swear, swear aloud.

I don’t want to swear aloud.

Then don’t swear in your head.

Mom and Dad would be heartsick if they could hear the
swearing he sometimes did in his head, such as crap-cunt
shit-turd dick-in-the-ear butt-creamery. Why couldn’t he
stop doing that? They thought so Emﬁ% of him, mn_b&wm
weekly braggy emails to both sets of grandparents, -such as:
Kyle’s been super-busy keeping up his grades while running
varsity cross-country though still a sophomore, while set-
ting aside a little time each day to manufacture such hum-
dingers as cunt-swoggle rear-fuck—

What was wrong with him? Why couldn’t he be grateful
for all that Mom and Dad did for him, instead of—

Cornhole the ear-cunt.

Flake-fuck the pale vestige with a proddering dick-knee.

You could always clear the mind with a hard pinch on
your own minimal love handle.

Ouch.

Hey, today was Tuesday, a Major Treat day. The five (5)
new Work Points for placing the geode, plus his existing two
(2) Work Points, totaled seven (7) Work Points, which,
added to his eight (8) accrued Usual Chore Points, made fif-
teen (15) Total Treat Points, which could garner him a Major
Treat (for example, two handfuls of yogurt-covered raisins)
plus twenty free-choice TV minutes, although the particular
show would have to be negotiated with Dad at time of
cash-in.

One thing you will not be watching, Scout, is America’s
Most Outspoken Dirt Bikers.

Whatever.
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Whatever, Dad.

Really, Scout? “Whatever”? Will it be “whatever” when I
take away all your Treat Points and force you to quit
cross-country, as I have several times threatened to do if a
little more cheerful obedience wasn’t forthcoming?

No, no, no. I don’t want to guit, Dad. Please. I'm good at
it. You'll see, first meet. Even Matt Drey said—

Who is Matt Drey? Some ape on the football team?

Yes.

Is his word law?

No.

What did he say?

Little shit can run.

Nice talk, Scout. Ape talk. Anyway, you may not make it
to the first meet. Your ego seems to be overflowing its banks.
And why? Because you can jog? Anyone can jog. Beasts of
the field can jog.

I’'m not quitting! Anal-cock shit-bird rectum-fritz! Please,
I’'m begging you, it’s the only thing I’m decent at! Mom, if he
makes me quit I swear to God Il

Drama doesn’t suit you, Beloved Only.

If you want the privilege of competing in a team sport,
Scout, show us that you can live within our perfectly reason-
able system of directives designed to benefit you.

Hello.

A van had just pulled up in the St. Mikhail’s parking lot.

Kyle walked in a controlled, gentlemanly manner to the
kitchen counter. On the counter was Kyle’s Traffic Log,

which served the dual purpose of (1) buttressing Dad’s argu-
ment that Father Dmitri should build a soundprécf retain-
ing wall and (2} constituting a data set for a possible Science
Fair project for him, Kyle, entitled, by Dad, “Correlation of
Church Parking Lot Volume vs. Day of Week, with” Ancil-
lary Investigation of Sunday Volume Throughout Year.”

Smiling agreeably as if he enjoyed filling out the Log, Kyle
very legibly filled out the Log:

Vehicle: VAN.
Color: GRAY.
Make: CHEVY.
Year: UNKNQOWN.

A guy got out of the van. One of the usual Rooskies.
“Rooskie” was an allowed slang. Also “dang it.” Also “holy
golly.” Also “crapper.” The Rooskie was wearing a jean
jacket over a hoodie, which, in Kyle’s experience, was not
unusual church-wear for the Rooskies, who sometimes came
directly over from Jiffy Lube still wearing coveralls.

Under “Vehicle Driver” he wrote, PROBABLE PARISH-
IONER. _

That sucked. Stank, rather. The guy being a stranger, he,
Kyle, now had to stay inside until the stranger left the .nnwmr.
borhood. Which totally futzed up his geode placing. He’d be
out there until midnight. What a detriment!

The guy put on a Day Glo-vest. Ah, dude was a meter
reader.




Victory Lap

The meter reader looked left, then right, leaped across the
creek, entered the Pope backyard, passed between the
soccer-ball rebounder and the in-ground pool, then knocked
on the Pope door.

Good leap there, Boris.

The door swung open.

Alison.

Kyle’s heart was singing. He'd always thought that was
just a phrase. Alison was like a national treasure. In the dic-
tionary under “beauty” there should be a picture of her in
that jean skort. Although lately she didn’t seem to like him
all that much.

Now she stepped across her deck so the meter reader
could show her something. manﬁEDm clectrical wrong on
the roof? The guy seemed eager to show her. >nﬂﬁm__? he
had her by the wrist. And was like tugging.

That was weird. Wasn’t it? Something had never been
weird around here before. So probably it was fine. Probably
the guy was just a really new meter reader?

Somehow Kyle felt like stepping out onto the deck. He
stepped out. The guy froze. Alison’s eyes were scared-horse
eyes. The guy cleared his throat, turned slightly to let Kyle
see something.

A knife.

The meter reader had a knife.

Here’s what you're doing, the guy said. Standing right
there until we leave. Move a muscle, I knife her in the heart.
Swear to God. Got it?
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Kyle’s mouth was so spitless all he could do was make his
mouth do the shape it normally did when saying Yes.

Now they were crossing the yard. Alison threw herself to
the ground. The guy hauled her up. She threw herself down.
He hauled her up. It was odd seeing Alison tossed like a rag
doll in the sanctuary of the perfect vard her dad had made
for her. She threw herself down.

The guy hissed something and she rose, suddenly docile.

In his chest Kyle felt the many directives, Major and
Minor, he was right now violating. He was on the deck shoe-
less, on the deck shirtless, was outside when a stranger was
near, had engaged with that stranger.

Last week Sean Ball had brought a wig to school to more
effectively mimic the way Bev Mirren chewed her hair when
nervous. Kyle had briefly considered intervening. At Evening
Meeting, Mom had said that she considered Kyle’s decision
not to intervene judicious. Dad had said, That was none of
your business. You no.ﬁ_& have been badly hurt. Mom had
said, Think of all the resources we've invested in you, Be-
loved Only. Dad had said, I know we sometimes strike you
as strict but you are literally all we have.

They were at the soccer-ball rebounder now, Alison’s arm
up behind her back. She was making a low repetitive sound
of denial, like she was trying to invent a noise that would
adequately comumunicate her feelings about what she’d just
this instant realized was going to happen to her.

He was just a kid. There was nothing he could do. In his
chest he felt the lush release of pressure that always resulted
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when he submitted to a directive. There at his feet was the
geode. He should just look at that until they left. It was a
great one. Maybe the greatest one ever. The crystals at the
cutaway glistened in the sun. It would look nice in the yard.
Once he placed it. He’d place it once they were gone. Dad
would be impressed that even after what had occurred he'd
remembered to place the geode.

That’s the ticket, Scout.

We are well pleased, Beloved Only.

Super job, Scout.

Holy crap. It was happening. She was marching along all
meek like the trouper he’d known she’d be. He’d had her in
mind since the baptism of what’s-his-name. Sergei’s kid. At
the Russian church. She’d been standing in her yard, her dad
or some such taking her picture.

He'd been like, Hello, Betty.

Kenny had been like, Little young, bro.

He’d been like, For you, grandpa.

When you studied history, the history of cultures, you
saw your own individual time as hidebound. There were
various theories of acquiescence. In Bible days a king might
ride through a field and go: That one. And she would be
brought unto him. And they would duly be betrothed and if
she gave birth unto a son, super, bring out the streamers, she
was a keeper. Was she, that first night, digging it? Probably
not. Was she shaking like a leaf? Didn’t matter. What mat-
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tered was offspring and the furtherance of the lineage. Plus
the exaltation of the king, which resulted in righteous kingly
power. .

1

Here was the creek.

He marched her through.

The following bullet points remained in the decision ma-
trix: take to side van door, shove in, follow in, tape wrists/
mouth, hook to chain, make speech. He had the speech
down cold. Had practiced it both in his head and on the re-
corder: Calm your heart, darling, I know you're scared be-
cause you don’t know me yet and didn’t expect this today
but give me a chance and you will see we will fly bigh. See
am putting the knife right over bere and I don’t expect I'll
have to use it, right?

If she wouldn’t get in the van, punch hard in gut. Then
pick up, carry to side van door, throw in, tape wrists/mouth, -
hook to chain, make speech, etc., etc.

Stop, pause, he said.

Gal stopped.

Fucksake. Side door of the van was locked. How undisci-
plined was that. Ensuring that the door was unlocked was
clearly indicated on the pre-mission matrix. Melvin ap-
peared in his mind. On Melvin’s face was the look of hot
disappointment that had always preceded an ass whooping,
which had always preceded the other thing. Put up your
hands, Melvin said, defend yourself.

True, true. Little error there. Should have double-checked
the pre-mission matrix.
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No biggie.

Joy not fear.

Melvin was dead fifteen years. Mom dead twelve.

Little bitch was tarned around now, looking back at the
house. That willfulness wouldn’t stand. That was going to
get nipped in the bud. He'd have to remember to hurt her
early, establish a baseline.

Turn the fuck around, he said.

She turned around.

He unlocked the door, swung it open. Moment of truth. If
she got in, let him use the tape, they were home free. Hed
picked out a place in Sackett, big-ass cornfield, dirt road
leading in. If fuckwise it went good they’d pick up the free-
way from there. Basically steal the van. It was Kenny’s van.
He’d borrowed it for the day. Screw Kenny. Kenny had once
called bim stupid. Too bad, Kenny, that remark just cost you
one van. If fuckwise it went bad, she didn’t properly arouse
him, he'd abort the activity, truncate the subject, heave the
thing out, clean van as necessary, go buy corn, return van to
Kenny, say, Hey, bro, here’s a shitload of corn, thanks for the
van, I never could’ve bought a suitable quantity of corn in
my car. Then lay low, watch the papers like he’d done with
the nonarousing redhead out in—

Gal gave him an imploring look, like, Please don’t.

Was this a good time? To give her one in the gut, knock
the wind out of her sails?

It was.

He did.
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The geode was beautiful. What a beautiful geode. What
made it beautiful? What were the principal characteristics of
a beautiful geode? Come on, think. Come on, concentrate.

She’ll recover in time, Beloved Only.

None of our affair, Scout.

We’re amazed by your good judgment, Beloved Only.

Dimly he noted that Alison had been punched. Eyes on
the geode, he heard the little oof.

His heart dropped at the thought of what he was letting
happen. They’d used goldfish snacks as coins. They’d made
bridges out of rocks. Down by the creek. Back in the day. Oh
God. He should’ve never stepped outside. Once they were
gone he’d just go back inside, pretend he’d never stepped out,
make the model-railroad town, still be making it when Mom
and Dad got home. When eventually someone told him
about it? He'd make a certain face. Already on his face he
could feel the face he would make, like, What? Alison?
Raped? Killed? Ok God. Raped and killed while I inno-
cently made my railroad town, sitting cross-legged and un-
aware on the floor like a tiny little—

No. No, no, no. They’d be gone soon. Then he could go
inside. Call 911. Although then everyone would know he’d
done nothing. All his future life would be bad. Forever hed
be the guy who’d done nothing. Besides, calling wouldn’t do
any good. They’d be long gone. The parkway was just across
Featherstone, with like a million arteries and cloverleafs or
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whatever spouting out of it. So that was that. In he'd go. As
soon as they left. Leave, leave, leave, he thought, so I can go
inside, forget this ever—

Then he was running. Across the lawn. Oh God! What
was he doing, what was he doing? Jesus, shit, the directives
he was violating! Running in the yard (bad for the sod);
transporting a geode without its protective wrapping; hop-
ping the fence, which stressed the fence, which had cost a
pretty penny; leaving the yard; leaving the yard barefoot;
entering the Secondary Area without permission; entering
the creek barefoot (broken glass, dangerous microorgan-
isms), and, not only that, oh God, suddenly he saw what this
giddy part of himself intended, which was to violate a direc-
tive so Major and absolute that it wasn’t even a directive,
since you didn’t need a directive to know how totally verbo-
ten it was to—

He burst our of the creek, the guy still not turning, and let
the geode fly into his head, which seemed to emit a weird
edge-seep of blood even before the skull visibly indented and
the guy sat right on his ass.

Yes! Score! It was fun! Fun dominating a grown-up! Fun
using the most dazzling gazelle-like leg speed ever seen in the
history of mankind to dash soundlessly across space and mas-
ter this huge galoot, who otherwise, right now, would be—

What if he hadn’t? .

God, what if he hadn’t?

He imagined the guy bending Alison in two like a pale

garment bag while pulling her hair and thrusting bluntly, as
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he, Kyle, sat cowed and obedient, tiny railroad viaduct
grasped in his pathetic babyish—

* Jesus! He skipped over and hurled the geode through the
windshield of the van, which imploded, .wmomc.n.mum. an in-
ward rain of glass shards that made the sound of thousands
of tiny bamboo wind chimes.

He scrambled up the hood of the van, retrieved the geode.

Really? Really? You were going to ruin her life, ruin my
life, you cunt-probe dick-munch ass-gashing Animal? Who’s
bossing who now? Gash-ass, jizz-lips, turd-munch—

He’d never felt so strong/angry/wild. Who’s the man?
Who’s your daddy? Whar else must he do? To ensure that
Animal did no further harm? You still moving, freak? Got a
plan, stroke-dick? Want a skull gash on top of your existing
skull gash, big man? You think I won’t? You think I—

Easy, Scout, you're out of control.

Slow your motor down, Beloved Only.

Quiet. I'm the boss of me.

FUCK!

What the hell? What was he doing on the ground? Had he
tripped? Did someone wonk him? Did a branch fall? God
damn. He touched his head. His hand came away bloody.

The beanpole kid was bending. To pick something up. A
rock. Why was that kid off the porch? Where was the knife?

Where was the gal?

Crab-crawling toward the creek.
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Flying across her yard.

Going into her house.

Fuck it, everything was fucked. Better hit the road. With
what, his good looks? He had like eight bucks total.

Ah Christ! The kid had smashed the windshield! With the
rock! Kenny was not going to like that one bit.

He tried to stand but couldn’t. The blood was just pour-
ing out. He was not going to jail again. No way. He’d slit his
wrists. Where was the knife? He’d stab himself in the chest.
That had nobility. Then the people would know his name.
Which of them had the balls to samurai themselves with a
knife in the chest?

None.

Nobody.

Go ahead, pussy. Do it.

No. The king does not take his own life. The superior
man silently accepts the mindless rebuke of the rabble. Waits
to rise and fight anew. Plus he had no idea where the knife
was. Well, he didn’t need it. He’d crawl into the woods, kill
something with his bare hands. Or make a trap from some
grass. Ugh. Was he going to barf? There, he had. Right on
his lap.

Figures you'd blow the simplest thing, Melvin said.

Melvin, God, can’t you see my head is bleeding so bad?

A kid did it to you. You're a joke. You got fucked by a kid.

Oh, sirens; perfect. .

Well, it was a sad day for the cops. He’d fight them hand
to hand. Hed sit until the last moment, watching them draw
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near, doing a silent death mantra that would centralize all
his life power in his fists.

+ He sat thinking about his fists. They. were huge granite
boulders. They were a pit bull each: He tried to get up.
Somehow his legs weren’t working. He hoped.the cops
would get here soon. His head really hurt. When he touched
up there, things moved. It was like he was wearing a gore
cap. He was going to need a bunch of stitches. He hoped it
wouldn’t hurt too much. Probably it would, though.

Where was that beanpole kid?
Oh, here he was.

Looming over him, blocking out the sun, rock held high,
velling something, but he couldn’t tell what, because of the
ringing in his ears.

Then he saw that the kid was going to bring the rock
down. He closed his eyes and waited and was not at peace at
all but instead felt the beginnings of a terrible dread welling
up inside him, and if that dread kept growing at the current
rate, he realized in a flash of insight, there was a name for

the place he would be then, and it was Hell.

Alison stood at the kitchen window. She’d peed herself.
Which was fine. People did that. When super-scared. She’d
noticed it while making the call. Her hands had been shak-
ing so bad. They still were. One leg was doing that Thumper
thing. God, the stuff he’d said to her. Hed punched her.
He’d pinched her. There was a big blue mark on her arm.
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How could Kyle still be out there? But there he was, in those
comical shorts, so confident he was goofing around, hands
clenched over his head like a boxer from some cute alt uni-
verse where a kid that skinny could actually win a fight
against a guy with a knife.

Wait.

His hands weren’t clenched. He was holding the rock,
shouting something down at the guy, who was on his knees,
like the blindfolded prisoner in that video they’d seen in His-
tory, about to get sword-killed by a formal dude in a helmet.

Kyle, don’t, she whispered.

For months afterward she had nightmares in which Kyle
brought the rock down. She was on the deck trying to scream
his name but nothing was coming out. Down came the rock.
Then the guy had no head. The blow just literally dissolved
his head. Then his body tumped over and Kyle turned to her
with this heartbroken look of, My life is over. L killed a guy.

Why was it, she sometimes wondered, that in dreams we
can’t do the siraplest things? Like a erying puppy is standing
on some broken glass and you want to pick it up and brush
the shards off its pads but you can’t because you're balancing
a ball on your head. Or you’re driving and there’s this old
guy on crutches, and you go, to Mr. Feder, your Driver’s Ed
teacher, Should I swerve? And he’s like, Uh, probably. But
then you hear this big clunk and Feder makes a negative
mark in his book.

Sometimes she’d wake up crying from the dream about
Kyle. The last time, Mom and Dad were already there,

27

going, That’s not how it was. Remember, Allie? How did it
happen? Say it. Say it out loud. Allie, can you tell Mommy
and Daddy how it really happened? =~

I ran outside, she said. I shouted. ) :

" That’s right, Dad said. You shouted. Shouted like 2

champ.

And what did Kyle do? Mom said.

Put down the rock, she said.

A bad thing happened to you kids, Dad said. But it could
have been worse.

So much worse, Mom said.

But because of you kids, Dad said, it wasn’t.

You did so good, Mom said.

Did beautiful, Dad said,




"Victory Lap” Reading Questions

1. The story Is told from the perspectives of three different characters: Alison, Kyle, and the intruder.
How does this shifting point of view affect the reader’s understanding of the events?

N

2. What motivates Kyle to Intervene in the attack? How does his decision-making process unfold in
his mind?

3. How does Kyle change over the course of the story? Do you think his actions at the end represent
growth or simply instinct?

4, How do Kyle's parents influence the way he processes the situation? Do you think their rules
helped or harmed him in this moment?

5. The titie "Victory Lap” suggests triumph. Who, if anyone, wins in this story? What different
meanings might the title have?

6. How does the story explore the Idea of agency—having control over one's own actions? Which
characters struggle with this, and how?




The Paper Menagerie

Ken Liu

One of my earliest memories starts with me sobbing. I
refused to be soothed no matter what Mom and Dad tried.

Dad gave up and left the bedroom, but Mom took me
into the kitchen and sat me down at the breakfast table.

“Kan, kan.” Look, look, she said, as she pulled a sheet of
wrapping paper from on top of the fridge. For years, Mom
carefully sliced open the wrappings around Christmas gifts
and saved them on top of the fridge in a thick stack.

She set the paper down, plain side facing up, and began
to fold it. I stopped crying and watched her, curious.

She turned the paper over and folded it again. She pleated,
packed, tucked, rolled, and twisted until the paper disappeared
between her cupped hands. Then she lifted the folded-up
paper packet to her mouth and blew into it, like a balloon.

“Kan,” she said. “Laohu.” Look, a tiger. She put her hands
down on the table and let go. A little paper n,mﬁ. stood on the
table, the size of two fists placed together. The skin of the tiger
was the pattern on the wrapping paper, white background
with red candy canes and green Christmas trees.

I reached out to Mom’s creation. Its tail twitched, and it
pounced playfully at my finger. “Rawrr-sa,” it growled, the
sound somewhere between 2 cat and rustling newspapers.

I laughed, startled, and stroked its back with my index
finger. The paper tiger vibrated under my finger, purring,

“Zhe jiao zhezhi,” Mom said. This is called origami.
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I didn’t know this at the time, but Mom’s breath was
special. She breathed into her paper animals so that they
shared her breath, and thus moved with her life. This was
her magic.

Dad had picked Mom out of a catalogue.

One time, when I was in high school, I asked Dad about
the details. He was trying to get me to speak to Mom again.

He had signed up for the introduction service back in
the spring of 1973. Flipping through the pages steadily, he
had spent no more than a few seconds on each page until he
saw the picture of Mom.

I’ve never seen this picture. Dad described it: Mom was
sitting in 2 chair, her side to the camera, wearing a tight
green silk cheongsam. Her head was turned to the camera
so that her long black hair was draped artfully over her
chest and shoulder. She looked out at him with the eyes of
a calm child.

“That was the last page of the catalogue I saw” he said.

The catalogue said she was eighteen, loved to dance,
and spoke good English because she was from Hong Kong,
None of these facts turned out to be true.

He wrote to her, and the company passed their messages
back and forth. Finally, he flew to Hong Kong to meet her.

“The people at the company had been writing her
responses. She didn't know any English other than ‘hello’
and ‘good-bye’”

What kind of woman puts herself into a catalogue so that
she can be bought? The high school me thought I knew so
much about everything. Contempt felt good, like wine.

Instead of storming into the office to demand his money
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back, he paid a waitress at the hotel restaurant to translate
for them.

“She would look at me, her eyes halfway between scared
and hopeful, while I spoke. And when the girl began
translating what I said, shed start to smile slowly” He flew
back to Connecticut and began to apply for the papers for her
to come to him. I was born a year later, in the Year of the Tiger.

A

At my request, Mom also made a goat, a deer, and
a water buffalo out of wrapping paper. They would run
around the living room while Laohu chased after them,
growling. When he caught them he would press down until
the air went out of them and they became just flat, folded-
up pieces of paper. I would then have to blow into them to
re-inflate them so they could run around some more.

Sometimes, the animals got into trouble. Once, the
water buffalo jurnped into a dish of soy sauce on the table
at dinner. (He wanted to wallow, like a real water buffalo.) I
picked him out quickly but the capillary action had already
pulled the dark liquid high up into his legs. The sauce-
softened legs would not hold him up, and he collapsed onto
the table. T dried him out in the sun, but his legs became
crooked after that, and he ran around with a limp. Mom
eventually wrapped his legs in saran wrap so that he could
wallow to his heart’s content (just not in soy sauce).

Also, Laohu liked to pounce at sparrows when he and I
played in the backyard. But one time, a cornered bird struck
back in desperation and tore his ear. He whimpered and
winced as I held him and Mom patched his ear together

THE PAPER MENAGERIE

with tape. He avoided birds after that.

And then one day, I saw a TV documentary about
sharks and asked Mom for one of my own. She made the
shark, but he flapped about on the table unhappily. I filled
the sink with water, and put him in. He swam around and
around happily. However, after a while he became soggy
and translucent, and slowly sank to the bottom, the folds
coming undone. I reached in to rescue him, and all T ended
up with was a wet piece of paper.

Laohu put his front paws together at the edge of the sink
and rested his head on them. Ears drooping, he made a low
grow] in his throat that made me feel guilty.

Mom made a new shark for me, this time out of tinfoil
The shark lived happily in a large goldfish bowl. Laohu
and I liked to sit next to the bowl to watch the tinfoil shark
chasing the goldfish, Laohu sticking his face up against the
bowl on the other side so that I saw his eyes, magnified to
the size of coffee cups, staring at me from across the bowl.

When I was ten, we moved to a new house across town.
Two of the women neighbours came by to welcome us.
Dad served thern drinks and then apologized for having to
run off to the utility company to straighten out the prior
owner’s bills. “Make yourselves at home. My wife doesn’t
speak much English, so dont think she’s being rude for not
talking to you”

While I read in the dining room, Mom unpacked in the
kitchen. The neighbours conversed in the living room, not
trying to be particularly quiet.

“He seems like a normal enough man. Why did he do
that?”
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“Something about the mixing never seems right. The child
looks unfinished. Slanty eyes, white face. A little monster”

“Do you think he can speak English?”

The women hushed. After a while they came into the
dining room.

“Hello there! What's your name?”

“Jack,” 1 said.

“That doesn’t sound very Chinesey””

Mom came into the dining room then. She smiled at
the women. The three of them stood in a triangle around
me, smiling and nodding at each other, with nothing to say,
until Dad came back

R

Mark, one of the neighbourhood boys, came over with
his Star Wars action figures. Obi-Wan Kenobi’s light sabre
lit up and he could swing his arms and say, in a tinny voice,
“Use the Force!” I didn’t think the figure looked much like
the real Obi-Wan at all.

Together, we watched him repeat this performance five
tirnes on the coffee table. “Can he do anything else?” I asked.

Mark was annoyed by my question. “Look at all the
details;” he said.

I looked at the details. T wasn’t sure what I was
supposed to say.

Mark was disappointed by my response. “Show me your toys”

I didn't have any toys except my paper menagerie. I
brought Laohu out from my bedroom. By then he was very
worn, patched all over with tape and glue, evidence of the
years of repairs Mom and I had done on him. He was no
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longer as nimble and sure-footed as before. I sat him down
on the coffee table. I could hear the skittering steps of the
other animals behind in the hallway, timidly peeking into
the living room.

“Xiao laohu,” 1 said, and stopped. I switched to English.
“This is Tiger” Cautiously, Laohu strode up and purred at
Mark, sniffing his hands.

Mark examined the Christmas-wrap pattern of Lachu’s
skin. “That doesn’t look like a tiger at all. Your Mom makes
toys for you from trash?”

I had never thought of Laohu as trash. But looking at
him now; he was really just a piece of wrapping paper.

Mark pushed Obi-Wan's head again. The lightsaber
flashed; he moved his arms up and down. “Use the Force!”

Laohu turned and pounced, knocking the plastic figure
off the table. It hit the floor and broke and Obi-Wan’s head
rolled under the couch.

“Rawwww,” Laohu laughed. I joined him.

Mark punched me, hard. “This was very expensive! You
can't even find it in the stores now. It probably cost more
than what your Dad paid for your Mom!”

I stumbled and fell to the floor. Laohu growled and leapt
at Mark’s face.

Mark screamed, more out of fear and surprise than pain.
Laohu was only made of paper, after all.

Mark grabbed Laohu and his snarl was choked off as
Mark crumpled him in his hand and tore him in half. He
balled up the two pieces of paper and threw them at me.
“Here’s your stupid cheap Chinese garbage.”

After Mark left, T spent a long time trying, without
success, to tape together the pieces, smooth out the paper,

S



KEN LIU

and follow the creases to refold Laohu. Slowly, the other
animals came into the living room and gathered around us,
me and the torn wrapping paper that used to be Lachu.

My fight with Mark didn’t end there. Mark was popular
at school. I never want to think again about the two weeks
that followed.

I came home that Friday at the end of the two weeks.
“Xuexiao hao ma? Mom asked. How was school? 1 said
nothing and went to the bathroom. I looked into the mirror.
I look nothing like her, nothing.

At dinper I asked Dad, “Do I have a chink face?”

Dad put down his chopsticks. Even though I had
never told him what happened in school, he seemed to
understand. He closed his eyes and rubbed the bridge of his
nose. “No. You don’t”

Mom looked at Dad, not understanding. She looked
back at me. “Sha jiao chink?” What does chink mean?

“English,” I said. “Speak English.”

She tried. “What happen?”

I pushed the chopsticks and the bowl before me away:
stir-fried green peppers with five-spice beef. “We should eat
American food”

Dad tried to reason. “A lot of families cook Chinese
sometimes.”

“We are not other families” I looked at him. Other
Sfamilies dor’t have Moms who dor’t belong.

Helooked away. And then he put a hand on Mond’s shoulder.
“T'll get you a cookbook™

Mom turned to me. “Bu haochi?” The food doesr't taste good?

“English,” I said, raising my voice. “Speak English”
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Mom reached out to touch my forehead, feeling for my
temperature.

“Fashao la?” Do you have a fever?

I brushed her hand away. “I'm fine. Speak English!” I
was shouting.

“Speak English to him.” Dad said to Mom. “You knew
this was going to happen someday. What did you expect?”

Mom dropped her hands to her sides. She sat, looking
from Dad to me, and back to Dad again. She tried to speak,
stopped, and tried again, and stopped again.

“You have to,” Dad said. “T've been too easy on you. Jack
needs to fit in”

Mom looked at him. “If I say ‘love; I feel here” She
pointed to her lips. “If I say ‘ai,’ I feel here” She put her
hand over her heart.

Dad shook his head. “You are in America”

Mom hunched down in her seat, looking like the water
buffalo when Laohu used to pounce on him and squeeze
the air of life out of him.

“And I want some real toys?”

Dad bought me a full set of Star Wars action figures. I
gave the Obi-Wan Kenobi to Mark.

I packed the paper menagerie in a large shoebox and put
it under the bed.

The next morning, the animals had escaped and taken over
their old favourite spots in my room. I caught them all and put
them back into the shoebox, taping the lid shut. But the animals
made so much noise in the box that I finally shoved it into the
corner of the attic as far away from my room as possible.

If Mom spoke to me in Chinese, I refused to answer her.
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After a while, she tried to use more English. But her accent
and broken sentences ernbarrassed me. I tried to correct her.
Eventually, she stopped speaking altogether if I was around.

Mom began to mime things if she needed to let me know
something. She tried to hug me the way she saw American
mothers do on TV. I thought her movements exaggerated,
uncertain, ridiculous, graceless. She saw that I was annoyed,
and stopped.

“You shouldn't treat your mother that way” Dad said.
But he couldn’t look me in the eyes as he said it. Deep in his
heart, he must have realised that it was a mistake to have
tried to take a Chinese peasant girl and expect her to fit in
the suburbs of Connecticut.

Mom learned to cook American style. I played video
games and studied French.

Every once in a while, I would see her at the kitchen
table studying the plain side of a sheet of wrapping paper.
Later a new paper animal would appear on my nightstand
and try to cuddle up to me. I caught them, squeezed them
until the air went out of them, and then stuffed them away
in the box in the attic.

Mom finally stopped making the animals when I was
in high school. By then her English was much better, but
I was already at that age when I wasn't interested in what
she had to say whatever language she used.

Sometimes, when I came home and saw her tiny body
busily moving about in the kitchen, singing a song in
Chinese to herself, it was hard for me to believe that she gave
birth to me. We had nothing in common. She might as well
be from the Moon. I would hurry on to my room, where I
could continue my all-American pursuit of happiness.

[
IF

THE PAPER MENAGERIE

Dad and I stood, one on each side of Mom, lying on
the hospital bed. She was not yet even forty, but she looked
much older.

For years she had refused to go to the doctor for the
pain inside her that she said was no big deal. By the time an
ambulance finally carried her in, the cancer had spread far
beyond the limits of surgery.

My mind was not in the room. It was the middle of
the on-campus recruiting season, and I was focused on
resumes, transcripts, and strategically constructed interview
schedules. I schemed about how to lie to the corporate
recruiters most effectively so that they'd offer to buy me. I
understood intellecturally that it was terrible to think about
this while your mother lay dying. But that understanding
didn’t mean I could change how I felt.

She was conscious. Dad held her left hand with both of
his own. He leaned down to kiss her forehead. He seemed
weak and old in a way that startled me. I realized that I
knew almost as little about Dad as I did about Mom.

Mom smiled at him. “T’'m fine”

She turned to me, still smiling. “I know you have to go back
to school” Her voice was very weak and it was difficult to hear
her over the hum of the machines hooked up to her. “Go. Don't
worry about me. This is not a big deal. Just do well in school”

I reached out to touch her hand, because I thought that was
what ] was supposed to do. I was relieved. ] was already thinking
about the flight back, and the bright California sunshine.

She whispered something to Dad. He nodded and left
the room.

“Jack, if — ” she was caught up in a fit of coughing, and
could not speak for some time, “IfI...don’t make it, dor’t be
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too sad and hurt your health. Focus on your life. Just keep
that box you have in the attic with you, and every year, at
Qingming, just take it out and think about me. T'll be with
you always”

Qingming was the Chinese Festival for the Dead. When
I'was very young, Mom used to write a letter on Qingming
to her dead parents back in China, telling them the good
news about the past year of her life in America. She would
read the letter out loud to me, and if ] made a comment
about something, she would write it down in the letter too.

Then she would fold the letter into a paper crane, and
release it, facing west. We would then watch, as the crane
flapped its crisp wings on its long journey west, toward the
Pacific, toward China, toward the graves of Morn’s family.

It had been many years since I last did that with her.

“T don’t know anything about the Chinese calendar? I
said. “Tust rest, Mom”

“Just keep the box with you and open it once in a while.
Just open — ” She began to cough again.

“It’s okay, Mom.” I stroked her arm awkwardly.

“Haizi, mama ai ni —” Her cough took over again. Sor,
Mom loves you. An image from years ago flashed into my
memory: Mom saying ai and then putting her hand over
her heart.

“All right, Mom. Stop talking”

Dad came back, and I said that I needed to get to the
airport early because I didn’t want to miss my flight.

She died when my plane was somewhere over Nevada.

WA

Dad aged rapidly after Mom died. The house was too big
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for him and had to be sold. My girlfriend Susan and I went
to help him pack and clean the place.

Susan found the shoebox in the attic. The paper
menagerie, hidden in the non-insulated darkness of the attic
for so Jong, had become brittle, and the bright wrapping
paper patterns had faded.

“I've never seen origami like this” Susan said. “Your
Imum was an amazing artist”

The paper animals did not move. Perhaps whatever
magic had animated them stopped when Mom died. Or
perhaps I had only imagined that these paper constructions
were once alive. The memory of children could not be
trusted.

It was the first weekend in April, two years after Morm'’s
death. Susan was out of town on one of her endless trips as
a Management Consultant and I was home, lazily flipping
through the TV channels.

I paused at a documentary about sharks. Suddenly I
saw; in my mind, Mom's hands as they folded and refolded
tinfoil to make a shark for me, while Laohu and 1 watched.

A rustle. I looked up and saw that a ball of wrapping
paper and torn tape was on the floor next to the bookshelf.
I'walked over to pick it up for the trash.

‘The ball of paper shifted, unfurled itself, and I saw that it
was Laohu, who I hadn't thought about in a very long time.
“Rawrr-sa.” Mom must have put him back together after I
had given up.

He was smaller than I remembered. Or maybe it was just
that back then my fists were smaller.

Susan had put the paper animals around our apartment
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as decoration. She probably left Laohu in a hidden corner
because he looked so shabby.

I sat down on the floor, and reached out a finger. Laohu’s
tail twitched, and he pounced playfully. I laughed, stroking
his back. Laohu purred under my hand.

“How've you been, old buddy?”

Laohu stopped playing. He got up, jumped with feline
grace into my lap, and proceeded to unfold himself.

In my lap was a square of creased wrapping paper, the
plain side up. It was filled with dense Chinese characters. I
had neverlearned to read Chinese, but I knew the characters
for son, and they were at the top, where youd expect them
in a letter addressed to you, written in Mom’s awkward,
childish handwriting.

I'went to the computer to check the Internet. Today was
Qingming.

I took the letter with me downtown, where I knew
the Chinese tour buses stopped. I stopped every tourist,
asking, “Nin hui du zhongwen ma?” Can you read Chinese?
I hadn't spoken Chinese in so long that I wasn't sure if they
understood.

A young woman agreed to help. We sat down on a bench
together, and she read the letter to me aloud. The language
that I had tried to forget for years came back, and I felt
the words sinking into me, through my skin, through my
bones, until they squeezed tight around my heart.
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Son,

We haven't talked in a long time. You are so angry
when I try to touch you that I'm afraid. And I think maybe
this pain I feel all the time now is something serious.

So I decided to write to you. I'm going to write in the
paper animals I made for you that you used to like so
much.

The animals will stop moving when I stop breathing.
But if I write to you with all my heart, I'll leave a little of
myself behind on this paper, in these words. Then, if you
think of me on Qingming, when the spirits of the departed
are allowed to visit their families, youw'll make the parts
of myself I leave behind come alive too. The creatures I
made for you will again leap and run and pounce, and
maybe you'll get to see these words then.

Because I have to write with all my heart, I need to
write fo you in Chinese.

All this time I still haven't told you the story of my
life. When you were little, I always thought I'd tell you the
story when you were older, so you could understand. But
somehow that chance never came up.

I'was born in 1957, in Sigulu Village, Hebei Province.
Your grandparents were both from very poor peasant
Jamilies with few relatives. Only a few years after I was
born, the Great Famines struck China, during which thirty
million people died. The first memory I have was waking
up to see my mother eating dirt so that she could fill her
belly and leave the last bit of flour for me.

Things got better after that. Sigulu is famous for ifs
zhezhi papercrafi, and my mother taught me how to make
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paper animals and give them life. This was practical
magic in the life of the village. We made paper birds
to chase grasshoppers away from the fields, and paper
tigers to keep away the mice. For Chinese New Year my
friends and I made red paper dragons. I'll never forget
the sight of all those little dragons zooming across the sky
overhead, holding up strings of exploding firecrackers to
scare away all the bad memories of the past year. You
would have loved it.

Then came the Cultural Revolution in 1966.
Neighbour turned on neighbour, and brother against
brother. Someone remembered that my mother’s
brother, my uncle, had left for Hong Kong back in
1946, and became a merchant there. Having a relative
in Hong Kong meant we were spies and enemies of the
people, and we had to be struggled against in every
way. Your poor grandmother — she couldn't take the
abuse and threw herself down a well. Then some boys
with hunting muskets dragged your grandfather away
one day into the woods, and he never came back.

There I was, a ten-year-old orphan. The only relative I
had in the world was my uncle in Hong Kong. I snuck away
one night and climbed onto a freight train going south.

Down in Guangdong Province a few days later, some
men caught me stealing food from a field. When they heard
that I was trying to get to Hong Kong, they laughed. “Its
your lucky day. Our trade is to bring girls to Hong Kong”

They hid me in the bottom of a truck along with other
girls, and smuggled us across the border.

We were taken to a basement and told to stand up and
look healthy and intelligent for the buyers. Families paid
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the warehouse a fee and came by to look us over and select
one of us to “adopt”

The Chin family picked me to take care of their two
boys. I got up every morning at four to prepare breakfast.
I fed and bathed the boys. I shopped for food. I did the
laundry and swept the floors. I followed the boys around
and did their bidding. At night Iwas locked into a cupboard
in the kitchen to sleep. If Iwas slow or did anything wrong I
was beaten. If the boys did anything wrong I was beaten. If
I'was caught trying to learn English I was beaten.

“Why do you want to learn English?” Mr. Chin asked.
“You want to go to the police? We'll tell the police that you
are a mainlander illegally in Hong Kong. Theyd love to
have you in their prison

Six years I lived like this. One day, an old woman who
sold fish to me in the morning market pulled me aside.

“1 know girls like you. How old are you now, sixteen?
One day, the man who owns you will get drunk, and he’ll
look at you and pull you to him and you can't stop him.
The wife will find out, and then you will think you really
have gone to hell. You have to get out of this life. I know
someone who can help”

She told me about American men who wanted Asian
wives. If I can cook, clean, and take care of my American
husband, he'll give me a good life. It was the only hope I
had. And that was how I got into the catalogue with all
those lies and met your father. It is not a very romantic
story, but it is my story. In the suburbs of Connecticut, I
was lonely. Your father was kind and gentle with me, and
I was very grateful to him. But no one understood me,
and I understood nothing.
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But then you were born! I was so happy when I looked
into your face and saw shades of my mother, my father,
and myself. I had lost my entire family, all of Sigulu,
everything I ever knew and loved. But there you were,
and your face was proof that they were real. I hadn't
made them up.

Now I had someone to talk to. I would teach you my
language, and we could together remake a small piece of
everything that I loved and lost. When you said your first
words to me, in Chinese that had the same accent as my
mother and me, I cried for hours. When I made the first
zhezhi animals for you, and you laughed, I felt there were
no worries in the world,

You grew up a little, and now you could even help your
father and me talk to each other. I was really at home now.
I finally found a good life. I wished my parents could be
here, so that I could cook for them, and give them a good
Iife too. But my parents were no longer around. You know
what the Chinese think is the saddest feeling in the world?
Its for a child to finally grow the desire to take care of his
parents, only to realize that they were long gone.

Son, I know that you do not like your Chinese eyes,
which are my eyes. I know that you do not like your
Chinese hair, which is my hair. But can you understand
how much joy your very existence brought to me? And can
you understand how it felt when you stopped talking to me
and won't let me talk to you in Chinese? I felt I was losing
everything all over again.

Why won't you talk to me, son? The pain makes it
hard to write.

A2
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The young woman handed the paper back to me. I could
not bear to look into her face.

Without looking up, I asked for her help in tracing out
the character for ai on the paper below Mom’s letter. I wrote
the character again and again on the paper, intertwining my
pen strokes with her words.

The young woman reached out and put a hand on my
shoulder. Then she got up and left, leaving me alone with
my mother.

Following the creases, I refolded the paper back into
Lachu. T cradled him in the crook of my arm, and as he
purred, we began the walk home.
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The Paper Menagerie Reading Questions (summer)

Directions: Answer the following questions in complete sentences after you read the short story.
Use evidence from the text to support your answers.

1. What is the central conflict of “The Paper Menagerie”? Why? Why does Jack take out his
frustrations on his mom? Why is she his scapegoat? Is this treatment to his mom fait? Why or

why not?

2. How do you feel about Jack, his dad, and mom by the resolution? Why? Have your feelings
for them changed since the beginning of the story? Why or why not?

3. What is the tone of the short story’s resolution to you? Why? How can it be sweet? How can
it be tragic?

4. Why does Liu include the motifs of a tiger (Laohu) and ai (heart) throughout the short story?
What can they symbolize or suggest as a theme?

5. Jack seeks an “all-American pursuit of happiness.” What is an all-American pursuit of
happiness? Why? Is it actually attainable? Why or why not?
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oment he thought the Night Flier would kill him anyway.
hen in the mirror he saw the door of the men’s room open
by itself.

" He doesn’t need me, Dees thought. He must have eatern very
well tonight. He immediately threw up again, this time directly
onto the reflection of his own staring face.

The door wheezed shut on its pneumatic elbow.

Dees stayed right where he was for the next three minutes
or so; stayed there until the approaching sirens-were almost on
top of the terminal; stayed there until he heard the cough and
roar of an airplane engine.

The engine of a Cessna Skymaster 337, almost undoubtedly.

Then he walked out of the bathroom on legs like stilts, struck
the far wall of the corridor outside, rebounded, and walked
back into the terminal. He slid in a pool of blood, and almost
fell.

“Hold it mister” a cop screamed behind him. “Hold it right
there! One move and you're dead!”

Deed didn’t even turn around.

“Press, dickface,”” he said, holding up his camera in one hand
and his ID card in the other. He went to one of the shattered
windows with exposed film still straggling from his camera like
long strips of brown confetti, and stood there watching the
Cessna accelerate down Runway 5. For a moment it was a black
shape against the billowing fire of the genny and the auxiliary
tanks, a shape that looked quite a lot like a bat, and then it was
up, it was gone, and the cop was slamming Dees up against the
wall hard enough to make his nose bleed and he didn’t care,

R L he didn’t care about anything, and when the sobs began to tear

~ their way out of his chest again he closed his eyes, and still he
saw the Night Flier’s bloody urine striking the porcelain, be-
.coming visible, and switling down the drain.
.He thought he would see it forever.

heridan was cruising slowly down the long blan

length of the shopping mall when he saw the little ki

¢ push out through the main doors under the lighte

sign which read COUSINTOWN. It was a boy-chil:
perhaps a big three and surely no more than five. On his fac
was an expression to which Sheridan had become exquisite:
attuned. He was trying not to cry but soon would. -

Sheridan paused for a moment, feeling the familiar soft was
of self-disgust . . . though every time he took a child, that feelin
grew a little less urgent. The first time he hado’t slept for
week. He kept thinking about that big greasy Turk who calle
himself Mr. Wizard, kept wondering what he did with tk

- children.

“They go on a boat-ride, Mr. Sheridan,” the Turk told hin
only it came out Dey goo on a bot-rabd, Messtair Shurdunn. Th
Turk smiled. Axd if you know what’s good for you, you won
ask any more about i, that smile said, and it said it woﬁm an
‘clear, without an accent.

=il

Sheridan badn’t asked any more, but that didn’t mean h
~hadn’t kept wondering. Especially afterward. Tossing and turr
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: Emvgmgm he had the whole thing to do over again s0 he
. -eould turn it around, so he could walk away from temptation.
“he second time had been almost as bad . . . the third time a
“ilittle Tess . . . and by the fourth time he had almost stopped
._,,.”..,,#dhmnnmbm about the bot-rahd, and what might be at the end
Liof it for the little kids. .

4. Sheridan pulled his van into one of the handicap wﬁwﬁmm
< ‘spaces right in front of the mall. He had one of the mwnﬂﬁ
“license plates the state gave to crips on the back Om his van.
THat plate was worth its weight in gold, because it kept any

were so convenient and almost always empty.

You always pretend you're not going out looking, but you al-
says lift a crip plate a day or two before. . .
~Never mind all that bullshit; he was in a fam and that kid

- ‘over there could solve some very big problems. .
. He got out and walked toward the kid, who was looking
" around with increasing panic. Yes, Sheridan thought, he was
+five all right, maybe even six—ijust very frail. In the harsh flu-
_orescent glare thrown through the glass doors the boy Hoow.nm
o vﬁnggﬁ-égﬂn, not just scared but perhaps physically ill.
" Sheridan reckoned it was just big fear, however. Sheridan usu-
ally recognized that look when he saw it, because he’d seen a
lot of big fear in his own mirror over the last year and a half
0L 50, .
The kid lIooked up hopefully at the people passing around
“‘him, people going into the mall eager to buy, coming out laden

< thing they probably thought was satisfaction. .
7 The kid, dressed in Tuffskin jeans and a Pittsburgh Penguins
““tee-shirt, looked for help, looked for somebody to look at him
m,_...wmm see something was wrong, looked for someone to ask the
nmwﬂ question—Yowu get separated from your dad, son? would
" do—looking for a friend.

i Here I am, Sheridan thought, approaching. Here I am,
i sonny—D"1l be your friend. , :
“' . He had almost reached the kid when he saw a mall rent-a-
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“mall security cop from getting suspicious, and those spaces

with packages, their faces dazed, almost drugged, with some- |

. Popay

cop ambling slowly up the concourse toward the doors. He was

reaching in his pocket, probably for a pack of cigarettes. He
would come out, see the boy, and there would go Sheridan’s
sure thing. . N

Shit, he thought, but at least he wo dbt:be seen talking to
the kid when the cop came out. That %o&mmpmﬁ been worse.

Sheridan drew back a little and made a ‘bilsiness of feeling
in his own pockets, as if to make sure he'still had his keys. His
glance flicked from the boy to the security cop and back to the
boy. The boy had started to cry. Not all-out bawling, not yet,
but great big tears that looked pinkish in the reflected glow of
the red COUSINTOWN sign as they tracked down his smooth
cheeks.

The girl in the information booth flagged down the cop and
said something to him. She was pretty, dark-haired, about
twenty-five; he was sandy-blonde with a moustache. As the cop
leaned on his elbows, smiling at her, Sheridan thought they
looked like the cigarette ads you saw on the backs of magazines.
Salem Spirit. Light My. Lucky. He was dying out here and they
were in there making chit-chat—whatcha doin after work, ya
wanna go and get a drink at that new place, and blah-blah-
blah. Now she was also batting her eyes at him. How cute.

Sheridan abruptly decided to take the chance. The kid’s chest
was hitching, and as soon as he started to bawl out loud, some-
one would notice him. Sheridan didn’t like moving in with a
cop less than sixty feet away, but if he didn’t cover his markers
at Mr. Reggie’s within the next twenty-four hours, he thought
2 couple of very large men would pay him .a visit and perform
impromptu surgery on his arms, adding several elbow-bends to
each. .

He walked up to the kid, a big 'man dressed in an ordinary
Van Heusen shirt and khaki pants, 2 man with a broad, ordi-
nary face that looked kind at first glance. He bent over the little
boy, hands on his legs just above the knees, and the boy turned
his pale, scared face up to Sheridan’s. His eyes were as green
as emeralds, their color accentuated by the light-reflecting tears
that washed them.
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n&oﬁ mﬁaﬁuﬂmﬂnm from your-dad; son?™ mwﬂumub asked.

.?H% ‘Popsy,” the kid mﬁmmgméum his eyes. “T... 1T can’ 't'find

‘my-P-P-Popsy!”- - - Lo

. Now the kid did Munmﬁ to sob, and a woman rnpmnm in

U.memnnm around with some vague concern.

m.,.“.ﬁ...H».W all right,” Sheridan sdid to her, and she went on. Sher-

" idan put a comforting arm around the boy’s shoulders and drew
?.B a little to the right . . . in the direction of the van. Then

he looked back inside. :

“The rent-a-cop had his face right down next to the infor-

_.Bmaoh gitl’s now. Looked like maybe more than that little girl’s

Lucky was going to get lit tonight. Sheridan relaxed. At this

point there could be a stick-up going on at the bank just up

"~ the concourse and the cop wouldn’t notice'a thing. This was

‘starting to look like a cinch.

o« -“I want my Popsy!” the boy wept.

- “Suare you do, of course you do,” Sheridan said. “And we’re

" going to find him. Don’t you worry.”

: :He drew him a little more to the right.

.+ The boy looked up at him, suddenly hopeful.

. “Can you? Can you, mister?”

. “Sure!” Sheridan said, and grinned heartly. “Finding lost

Popsys . . . well, you might say it’s kind of 2 specialty of mine.”

“Tt 1s?” The kid actually smiled a little, &.ﬁwoﬂmw his n%nm

were still leaking.

- “Tt sure is,” Sheridan said, glancing inside again to B&no sure

‘the cop, whom he could now barely see (and who would barely.

be able to see Sheridan and the boy, should he happen to look

up), was still enthralled. He was. “What was your Huowmw wear-

A,va sonr”’

*He was wearing his suit,” the boy said. “He almost always

wears his suit. I only saw him once in jeans.” He spoke as if

..Sheridan should know all these things about his Popsy. -

o 5eH T bet it was a black suit,” Sheridan. said.

o . The boy’s eyes lit up. “You sazw him! Wherep”

-~ and Sheridan had to restrain himself from grabbing the pale-
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. He started eagerly back toward the doors, tears mOumoﬂnE.

ML o 7 TN

faced little brat right then and there. That type of thing was no
-good. Couldn’t cause a scene. Couldn’t do anything people
"would remember later. Had to get him in the van. The van had
. sun-filter glass everywhere except in the windshield; it was al-

most impossible to:see inside unless’yoin had your face smashed
mebnﬁmumm&bmﬁ#. q .,{.

. %

Had to get him in the van first. ‘,_. St Mhat el

He touched the boy on the arm. ,:H m&b t see him inside,
son. I saw him right over there.”

He pointed across the huge parking lot with its endless pla-
toons of cars. There was an access road at the far end of it, and
beyond that were the double yellow arches of McDonald's.

“Why would Popsy go over there?” the boy asked, as if
either Sheridan or Popsy—or maybe both of themn—had gone
utterly mad. .

“I don’t know,” Sheridan said. His mind was working fast,
clicking along like an express train as it always did when it got
right down to the point where you had to stop shitting and
either do it up right or fuck it up righteously. Popsy. Not Dad
or Daddy but Popsy. The kid had corrected him on it. Maybe
Popsy meant Granddad, Sheridan decided. “But P'm pretty
sure.that was him. Older guy in a black suit. White hair .
green tie . . .7 ]

“Popsy had his blue tie on,” the boy said. “He knows I like
it the best.”

- “Yeah, it could have been blue,” Skeridan said. “Under these
lights; who can tell? Come on, bop in the van, I'll run you over
there to him.””"

“Are you sure it was Popsy? Because I don’t know why he’d
go to a place where they—"

Sheridan shrugged.- “Look, kid, if you're sure that wasn’t
him, maybe you better look for him on your own. You might
even find him.” And he mﬁmnﬂnm brusquely away, heading back
toward the van.-

: The kid wasn’t vudbm He thought about going back, Q.ﬁbm
again, but'it had already gone on too long—you either kept
ovmo?mgn contact.to'a minimum or you were asking for twenty
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the meuﬂ ﬂwﬁm of running mbn&aonm “Wait Eu_ I BE him I
thirsty, he must have thought he had to go way over muﬂ..n
o'get me a drink. Wait!”
-Sheridan turned mnoubm, smiling. “I wasn’t really going to
leave you anyway, son.”
He led the boy to the van, which was four years old and
painted a nondescript blue. He opened the door and smiled at
the kid, who looked up at him doubtfully, his green eyes swim-
| ming in that pallid little face, as huge as the eyes of a waif in a
velvet painting, the kind they advertised in the cheap weekly
tabloids like The National Enguirer and Inside View.
~ “Step into my patlor, little buddy,” Sheridan said, and pro-
duced a grin which looked almost entirely natural. It was really
sort of creepy, how good he’d gotten at this.

The kid did, and although he didn’t know it, his ass belonged
to Briggs Sheridan the minute the passenger door swung shut.

There was only one problem in his life. It wasn’t broads, al-
though he liked to hear the swish of a skirt or feel the smooth
smoke of silken hose as well as any man, and it wasn’t booze,
although he had been known to take a drink or three of an
evening. Sheridan’s problem-~his fatal flaw, you might even
say—was cards. Any kind of cards, as long as it was the kind
of game where wagers were allowed. He had lost jobs, credit
cards, the home his mother had left him. He had never, at least
so far, been in jail, but the first time he got in trouble with Mr.
Reggie, he’d thought jail would be a rest-cure by comparison.
- ‘He had gone a little crazy that night. It was better, he had
found, when you lost right away. When you-lost right away you
got discouraged, went home, watched Letterman on the tube,
and then went to sleep. When you won a little bit at first, you
chased. Sheridan had chased that night and had ended up ow-
ing seventeen thousand dollars. He could hardly believe it; he

2.
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-went home dazed, almost elated, by the enormity of it. He kept

telling: himself in the car on the way home that he owed Mr
Reggie not seven hundred, not seven thousand, but seventees,
thousand iron men. Every time he tried to think about it he
giggled and turned up the voluthé:on the radio.

But he wasn’t giggling the b,nunn.mmmww when the two gorilla:
——the ones who would make sire his'arms bent in all sorts o
new and interesting ways if he didn’t,pay up—brought him intc
Mr. Reggie’s office.

“I'll pay,” Sheridan began babbling at once. “I'll pay, listen
it’s no problem, couple of days, a week at the most, two week:
at the outside—""

“You bore me, Sheridan,” Mr, Reggie said.

nqu[uu

“Shut up. If T give you a week, don’t you think I know wha
you'll do? You'll tap a friend for a couple of hundred if you’ve
got a friend left to tap. If you can’t find a friend, you’ll hit «
liquor store . . . if you've got the guts. I doubt if you do, buw
anything is wommur_?: Mr. Reggie leaned forward, propped hi:
chin on his hands, and smiled. He smelled of Ted Lapidus co-
logne. “And if you do come up with two rcbmmnm dollars, wha:
will you do with it?”

“Give it to you,” Sheridan had babbled. By then he was ver;
close to tears. “T’ll give it to you, right away!”

“No you won’t,”” Mr. Reggie said. “You'll take it to the track
and try to make it grow. What you'll give me is a bunch o
shitty excuses. You're in over your head this time, my friend
Way over your head.”

Sheridan could hold back the tears no longer; he began t«c
blubber.

“These guys noc..E put you in the Woﬂuﬁ& for a long time,’
Mr. Reggie said reflectively. “You would have a tube in eact
arm and another one coming out of your nose.”

Sheridan began to blubber louder.

“T'll give you. this much,” Mr. Reggie said, and pushed :
folded sheet of paper across his desk to Sheridan. “You migh
get along with this guy. He calls himself Mr. Wizard, but he’:

153



| “Stephen:King

A...‘w”‘.mvmmoqumﬂ like you. Now'get. out of here; T'm gonna have
T %Oﬁ back in here'in a week, though, and I'll have your farkers

_on this- desk. You either buy them back or 'm going to have
" my friends tool up on you. And like Booker T. says, once they
- start, they do it until they're satisfied.”

* . The-Turk’s real name was written on the folded sheet of
,. paper. Sheridan went to see him, and heard about the kids and
" the bot-rahds. Mr. Wizard also named a figure which was a
_ fairish bit larger than the markers Mr. Reggie was holding. That
" ..was when Sheridan started cruising the malls.

H.Hn pulled out of the Cousintown Mall's main parking lot,

" looked for traffic, then drove across the access road and into
the McDonald’s in-lane. The kid was sitting.all the way forward

- on the passenger seat, hands on the knees of his Tuffskins, eyes

- agonizingly alert. Sheridan drove toward the building, swung
wide to avoid the drive-thru lane, and kept on going.

“Why are you going around the back?” the kid asked.

-“You have to go around to the other doors,” Sheridan said.

“Keep your shirt on, kid. I think I saw him in there.”

“You did? You really did?”
. “I'm pretty sure, yeah.”
Sublime relief washed over the kid’s face, and moH a moment
- Sheridan felt sorry for him—hell, he wasn’t a monster or a
- maniae, for Christ’s sake. But his markers had gotten a little
~ deeper each time, and that bastard Mr. Reggie had no com-
~ punctions at all about letting him hang himself. It wasn’t sev-
‘““enteen -thousand this time, or twenty thousand, or even
' orenty-five thousand. This time it was thirty-five grand, a whole
- damn marching battalion of iron men, if he didn’t want a few

" new:sets of elbows by next Saturday.

. % He stopped in the back by the trash-compactor. Nobody was

-+ parked back here. Good. There was an elasticized pouch on

> thé side of the door for maps and things. Sheridan reached into

N _..H.ﬁ ‘with his left hand and brought out a pair of blued-steel Kreig

*“handcuffs. The loop-jaws were open.
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' “Why are we stopping here, mister?” the kid asked. The feas

was back in his voice, but the quality of it had changed; he hac

suddenly realized that maybe getting separated from good ol¢
Popsy in the busy mall wasn't ﬁw.n éow,mﬁ &Em that could w»m%mn
to him; after all. 0ok

“We're not, not really,” m&nﬂnﬁmﬁ m.ﬁm casily. He had learnec
the second time he’d done this-thiat-s %oﬁ "didn’t want to under-
estimate even a six-year-old once hehad his wind up. The sec-
ond kid had kicked him in the balls and had damn near gotter
away. “I just remembered I forgot to put my glasses on wher
I started driving. I could lose my license. They're in that glasses-
case on the floor there. They slid over to your side. Hand e
to e, would your”

‘The kid bent over to get the glasses-case, which was empty
Sheridan leaned over and snapped one of the cuffs on the kid’s
reaching hand as neat as you please. And then the trouble
started. Hadn’t he just been thinking it was a bad mistake tc
underestimate -even a six-year-old? The brat fought like a tim-
berwolf pup, twisting with' a powerful muscularity Sheridar
would not have credited had he not been experiencing it. He
bucked and fought'and lunged for the door, panting and ut-
tering weird birdlike cries. He got the handle. The door swung
open, but-no domelight came on—Sheridan had broken it afte;
that second outing.

_ Sheridan got the kid by the round collar of his Penguins tee.
shirt and hauled him back in. He tried to clamp the other cufl
on the-special strut'beside the passenger seat and missed. The
kid bit his hand twice, bringing blood. God, his teeth were like
razors. The pain-went ‘deep and sent 2 steely ache all the way
up his arm. He punched the kid in the mouth. The kid fell back
into the seat, dazed, Sheridan’s blood on his lips and chin an¢
dripping onto the ribbed neck of the tee-shirt. Sheridan locke¢
the other cuff-onto the strut and then fell back into his owr

seat, sucking the back of his right hand.
- The pain was really'bad. He pulled his hand away from hi:

mouth and looked at it in the weak glow of the dashlights. Twc

shallow, ragged tears, each maybe two inches long, ran up to-
{
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“ard Bis wrist from just above the knuckles; Blood: pulsed in
sreak litle rills. Still; he felt no urgé to pop the kid again, mb&
tkat had nothing to do with damaging the Turk’s Bnnnwmb&mo«
in spite of the almost. fussy way the Turk had warned him
quwumﬁ that—demmege the goots end you demmege the velue,
“the Turk had said in his greasy. accent. :
"No, he didn’t blame the kid for fighting—he would have
-done the same. He would have to disinfect the wound as soon
.as. he could, though, might even have to have a shot; wn.u had
‘tead somewhere that human bites were the worst kind. S, he
-couldn’t help but admire the kid’s guts. .
. He dropped the transmission into drive and pulled around
‘the hamburger stand, past the drive-thru window, m.nm. back
onto the access road. He turned left. The Turk had 2 big Hmmnr-
mmﬁ.m house in Taluda Heights, on the edge of the &Q.,. mwnﬂ.mmb
_would go there by secondary roads, just to be safe. Thirty miles.
gwwwnkmo&-maﬁ minutes, maybe an hour.
' _.He passed a sign which read THANK YOU FOR SHOPPING
FHE BEAUTIFUL COUSINTOWN MALL, turned left, and let the
. qan creep up to a perfectly legal forty miles an hour. He fished
- a-handkerchief out of his back pocket, folded it over the vmnw
. of his right hand, and concentrated on following his an&umgm
to the forty grand the Turk had promised for a boy-child.

“Youwll be sorry,” the kid said. :

.. Sheridan looked impatiently around at him, pulled from a
Jream in ‘which he had just won twenty straight hands and
" had Mr. Reggie grovelling at bis feet for a change, sweat-
,,,wm.m_.vcﬁnﬁm and begging him to stop; what did he want to do,
anHNWnrMM was crying again, and his tears still had that odd
: w%w.,nmmﬁ even though they were now well away from .&n
,wmwwﬁ. lights of the mall. Sheridan wondered for En. first time
if the kid might have some sort of communicable &mnmmn” He
,, wﬂw.@om& it was a little late to start worrying about such things,

so-he put it out of his mind.
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o “When my Popsy finds you you'll be sorry,” the kid elab-

orated.: : .

“Yeah,” Sheridan said, and lit a cigarette. He turned off State
Road 28 -and onto an unmarked stretch of two-lane blackrop.
There was a long marshy area Obwﬁmm.Hmmnw unbroken woods on
ﬂﬁﬂ.ﬂmmwﬁ. ...m. 2 , .

The kid pulled at the handcuffs 4nd fwade a sobbing noise.

“Quit it. Won’t do you any good.” - -

Nevertheless, the kid pulled again. And this time there was
a groaning, protesting sound Sheridan didn’t like at 2/l He
looked around and was amazed to see that the metal strut on
the side of the seat——a strut he had welded in place himself—
was twisted out of shape. $hit/ he thought. He's got teeth Like
razors and now I find out be's also strong as a fucking ox. If this
is what he's like when be’s sick, God forbid I should bave
grabbed bim on a day when be was feeling well,

He pulled over onto the soft shoulder and said, “Stop it!”

“T won't!” : . )

The kid yanked at the handcuff again and Sheridan saw the
metal strut bend a little more. Christ, how could a7y kid do
that? .

I¥'s panic, he answered himself. That’s bow hbe can do it.

But none of the others had been able to do it, and many of
them had been a lot more terrified than this kid by this stage
of the game. A

He opened the glove compartment in the center of the dash.
He brought out a hypodermic needle. The Turk had given it
to him, and cautioned him not to use it unless he absolutely
had-to. Drugs, the Turk said (pronouncing it drocks) could
demmege the merchandise.

“See this?” :

The Jdd gave the hypo-a glimmering sideways glance and
nodded.

“You want me to use ir?”

‘The kid shook his head at once. Strong or not, he had any
kid’s instant terror-of the needle, Sheridan was happy to see.

“That’s very smart. It would put out your lights.” He paused.
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He didn’t-want to say-it—hell; he'was 2 nice .guy; really; when
he &mbuﬁ rmﬁw Fm ass in a &Em|wﬁ he had to. :H,Bmwﬁ even
kill you.™ =5
* The: W& mﬁmnnm at HEB rwm ﬁnaﬁvbbmﬁ n&nowm papery’ dﬁﬁw
mamh
:,m‘o,p stop yanking the cuff, I put away the needle. Deal?”
-“Deal,” - the kid whispered.
“You promise?”’
“Ves.” The kid lifred his lip, showing white teeth. Oﬂo of
them -was spotted with Sheridan’s blood.
“You promise on your mother’s name?”
“] never had a mother.”

“Shit,” Sheridan said, disgusted, and got the van rolling .
mmﬁb He moved a little faster now, and not only because he

was finally off the main road. The kid was a spook. Sheridan
wanted to tarn him over to the Turk, maﬁ his money, and split.

“My Popsy’s really strong, mister.”

“Yeagh?” Sheridan asked, and thought: I bet be is, kid. Only
guy in the old folks’ bome who can bench-press bis own truss,
right?

“He'll find me.”

nnglrgvvv

“He can smell me.”

Sheridan believed it. He could smell the kid. That fear had
an odor was something he had learned on his previous expe-
&Boumv but this was unreal—the kid smelled like a mixture of
sweat, mud, and slowly cooking battery acid. Sheridan was be-

- coming more and more sure that something was seriously
wrong with the kid . . . but soon that would be Mr. Wizard’s
problem, not his, mbm caveat emptor, as those old m%oﬁ in Qn
togas used to say; caveat fucking emptor.
| Sheridan cracked his window. On the left, the annmr went
‘on and ‘on. Broken slivers of moonlight glimmered in the stag-
nant water. _ .

“Popsy can fly.”

.anmw ” Sheridan said, “after a noﬁwwn of wo&nm Om merﬁ
Train, I bet he flies like a sonofabitchin eagle.”

“Popsy—"’

158

- Popdy

" “Enough of the Popsy shit, kid——okay?”

: "The kid shut up. -

S

Four miles farther on, the Bmuwm,mﬂ the left broadened into :
wide empty pond. Sheridan B»&nﬁ ncnw onto a stretch of hard
pan dirt that skirted the pond’s bon& side. Five rhiles west o
here he would turn right onto mﬁmﬁéw% 41, and from there i

... would be a straight shot into Taluda Heights.

He glanced toward the pond, a flat silver sheet in the moon
light . . . and then the moonlight was gone. Blotted out.

- -Overhead there was a flapping sound like big sheets on :
clothesline.

“Popsy!” the kid cried.

“Shut up. It was only a bird.”

But suddenly he was spooked, very spooked. He locked a
the kid. The kid’s lip was drawn back from his teeth again. Hj
teeth were very white, very big.

No . . . not big. Big wasn’t the right daohm Long was the righ
word. Especially the two at the top 4t each side, The . . . wha

" did you call them? The canines.

His mind suddenly started to mw again, clicking along as i
he were on speed.

I told bim I was thirsty.

Why would Popsy go to a place where &Q..I
(Peat was be going to say eat?)

He'll find me.
- He can smell me.

Popsy can fly.

Something landed on the roof of the van with a anqw clums
thump.

“Popsy!” the kid -screamed again, almost delirious wit
delight, and suddenly Sheridan could not see the road anjy
more—a huge membranous wing, pulsing with veins, covere
the windshield from side to side.

Popsy can fly. - :

Sheridan sereamed and jumped on the brake, hoping to turr
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ble the thing on the soof off the front. Thete was that groaning,
W_&ﬁmwmbm sound of metal under stress from his right again, this

L n.Bn followed by a short bitter snap. A moment later the kid’s
" fingers were clawing into his face, pulling open his cheek.

. “He stole me, Popsy!” the kid was screeching at the roof of
-~ the van in that birdlike voice. “He stole me, be stole me, the
= bad man stole me!” .

s You don't understand, kid, Sheridan thought. He groped for

M . the hypo and found it. I'm not a bad guy, 1 just got.in.a jam.

. “Then a hand, more like a talon than a real hand, smashed

.. " through the side window and ripped the hypo from Sheridan’s
. grasp—along with two of his fingers. A moment later Popsy
2 peeled the entire driver’s-side door out of its frame, the hinges
%" now bright twists of meaningless metal. Sheridan saw 2 billow-

" ing cape, black on the outside, lined with red silk on the inside,

'\ and the creature’s tie . . . and although it was actually a cravat,

it'was blue all right—just as the boy had said.. )
. Popsy yanked Sheridan out of the car, talons sinking through
~~ " his jacket and shirt and deep into the meat of his shoulders;
" Popsy's green eyes suddenly turned as red as blood-roses..
“\fe came to the mall because my grandson wanted some
 Ninja Turtle figures,” Popsy whispered, and his breath was like
.. flyblown meat. “The ones they show on TV. All the children
L . ant them. You should have left him alone. You should have

 left us alone.”

Sheridan was shaken like a rag doll. H.Ha. shrieked and was

""" _shaken again. He heard Popsy asking solicitously if the kid was
i .~ .still thirsty; heard the kid saying yes, very,. the bad man had
" . scared him and his throat was so dry. He saw Popsy’s thumbnail
N . for-just a-second before it disappeared under the shelf of his

. chin, the nail ragged and thick. His throat was cut with that

7 - nail before he realized what was happening, and the last things

~ he saw before his sight dimmed to black were'the kid, cupping
his ‘hands to catch the flow the way Sheridan- himself had

w.m - cupped his hands under the backyard faucet foria drink-on a

“hot summer day ﬁwgwoémmmﬁm_mﬁmwo@mﬁmﬁogmmﬁ
_ boy’s hair- gently, with grandfatherly love. B
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f cw England autumn and the thin soil now shows in
B patches through the ragweed and goldenrod, waiting
2 for snow- still four weeks distant. The culverts are
¥ clogged with'leaves, the sky has gone a perpetual

. gray, and corpstalks stand in.leaning rows like soldiers who

have found some fantastic way to die on their feet. Pumpkins,
sagging inward now with softrot, are piled-against crepuscular
sheds, smelling like the breath of old women. There is no heat
and no cold:at this time of year, only pallid air which'is never

- still, beating through the bare fields under white skies where

birds fly south in chevron shapes. That wind blows dust up

~ from the soft: shoulders. of back roads in-dancing dervishes,

parts the played-out fields as 2 comb parts hair, and sniffs its
way into junked cars up.on blocks in back yards.
The Newall house out on Town Road #3 overlooks that part

. of Castle Rock known as the Bend. It is somehow impossible

to sense anything good about this house. It has 2 deathly look
which can be only partially explained by its lack of paint. The

front lawn is 2 mass of dried hummocks which. the frost will

soon heave into even more grotesque. postures. Thin smoke
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"Popsy" Reading Questions

1. What clues in the story foreshadow that the boy Is not an ordinary child? How does King build
suspense?

2, How does the reveal of Popsy’s true nature change the story’s direction? Did you see it coming?
Why or why not?

3. Sheridan Is portrayed as desperate and rationalizing his crimes. What makes him a disturbing
choice for a main character?

4. How does the boy's transformation at the end reflect a reversal of power between him and
Sheridan?

5. The story is a classic example of poetic justice—where the villain suffers a fitting punishment. How
does this theme play out in Popsy?

6. What does "Popsy" suggest about the nature of evil? Who or what is the true monster in the story?



"Death by Scrabble" by Charlie Fish
It's a hot day and I hate my wife.

We're playing Scrabble. That's how bad it is. I'm 42 years old, it's a blistering hot

Sunday afternoon and all I can think of to do with my life is to play Scrabble.

I should be out, doing exercise, spending money, meeting people. I don't think I've
spoken to anyone except my wife since Thursday morning. On Thursday morning I

spoke to the milkman.
My letters are crap.
I play, appropriately, BEGIN. With the N on the little pink star. Twenty-two points.

I watch my wife's smug expression as she rearranges her letters. Clack, clack, clack. I
hate her. If she wasn't around, I'd be doing something interesting right now. I'd be

climbing Mount Kilimanjaro. I'd be starring in the latest Hollywood blockbuster. I'd be
sailing the Vendee Globe on a 60-foot clipper called the New Horizons - I don't know,

but I'd be doing something.

She plays JINXED, with the J on a double-letter score. 30 points. She's beating me
already. Maybe I should kill her.

If only I hada D, then I could play MURDER. That wouid be a sign. That would be

permission.

I start chewing on my U. It's a bad habit, I know. All the letters are frayed. I play
WARMER for 22 points, mainly so I can keep chewing on my U.



As I'm picking new letters from the bag, I find myself thinking - the letters will tell me
what to do. If they spell out KILL, or STAB, or her name, or anything, I'll do it right

now. I'll finish her off.
My rack spells MIHZPA. Plus the U in my mouth., Damn.

The heat of the sun is pushing at me through the window. I can hear buzzing insects
outside. I hope they're not bees. My cousin Harold swallowed a bee when he was nine,
his throat swelled up and he died. I hope that if they are bees, they fly into my wife's
throat. mspytrack

She plays SWEATIER, using all her letters. 24 points plus a 50 point bonus. If it wasn't

too hot to move I would strangle her right now.

I am getting sweatier. It needs to rain, to clear the air. As soon as that thought crosses
my mind, I find a good word. HUMID on a double-word score, using the D of JINXED.

The U makes a little splash of saliva when I put it down. Ancther 22 points. I hope she

has lousy letters.
She tells me she has lousy letters. For some reason, I hate her more.

She plays FAN, with the F on a double-letter, and gets up to fill the kettle and turn on

the air conditioning.

< 7 It's the hottest day for ten years and my wife-is turning on the kettle. This is why I hate

my wife. I play ZAPS, with the Z doubled, and she gets a static shock off the air

conditioning unit. I find this remarkably satisfying.

She sits back down with a heavy sigh and starts fiddling with her letters again. Clack

clack. Clack clack. I feel a terribie rage build up inside me. Some inner poison slowly



spreading through my limbs, and when it gets to my fingertips I am going to jump out
of my chair, spilling the Scrabble tiles over the floor, and I am going to start hitting her

again and again and again,

The rage gets to my fingertips and passes. My heart is beating. I'm sweating. I think
my face actually twitches. Then I sigh, deeply, and sit back into my chair. The kettle

starts whistling. As the whistle builds it makes me feel hotter.

She plays READY on a double-word for 18 points, then goes to pour herself a cup of

tea. No I do not want one.

I steal a blank tile from the letter bag when she's not looking, and throw back a V from
my rack. She gives me a suspicious look. She sits back down with her cup of tea,
making a cup-ring on the table, as I play an 8-letter word: CHEATING, using the A of

READY. 64 points, including the 50-point banus, which means I'm beating her now.
She asks me if I cheated.

I really, really hate her.

She plays IGNORE on the triple-word for 21 points. The score is 153 to her, 155 to me.

The steam rising from her cup of tea makes me feel hotter. I try to make murderous

words with the letters on my rack, but the best I can do is SLEEP.

My wife sleeps all the time. She slept through an argument our next-door neighbours
had that resulted in a broken door, a smashed TV and a Teletubby Lala doll with all the
stuffing coming out. And then she bitched at me for being moody the next day from

lack of sleep.



If only there was some way for me to get rid of her.

I spot a chance to use all my letters. EXPLODES, using the X of JINXED, 72 points.
That'll show her,

As I put the last letter down, there is a deafening bang and the air conditioning unit

fails.

My heart is racing, but not from the shock of the bang. I don't believe it - but it can't be
a coincidence. The letters made it happen. I played the word EXPLODES, and it
happened - the air conditioning unit exploded. And before, I played the word CHEATING
when I cheated. And ZAP when my wife got the electric shock. The words are coming

true. The letters are choosing their future. The whole game is - JINXED.
My wife plays SIGN, with the N on a triple-letter, for 10 points.

I have to test this.

I have to play something and see if it happens. Something unlikely, to prove that the

letters are making it happen. My rack is ABQYFWE. That doesn't leave me with a lot of

options. I start frantically chewing on the B.

1 play FLY, using the L of EXPLODES. I sit back in my chair and close my eyes, waiting

for the sensation of rising up from my chair. Waiting to fly.

Stupid. I open my eyes, ‘and there's a fly. An insect, buzzing around above the Scrabble
board, surfing the thermals from the tepid cup of tea. That proves nothing. The fly

could have been there anyway.



I need to play something unambiguous. Something that cannot be misinterpreted.

Something absolute and final. Something terminal. Something murderous.
My wife plays CAUTION, using a blank tile for the N. 18 points.

My rack is AQWEUK, plus the B in my mouth. I am awed by the power of the letters,
and frustrated that I cannot wield it. Maybe I should cheat again, and pick out the

letters I need to spell SLASH or SLAY.
Then it hits me. The perfect word. A powerful, dangerous, terrible word.
I play QUAKE for 19 points.

I wonder if the strength of the quake will be proportionate to how many points it
scored. I can feel the trembling energy of potential in my veins. I am commanding fate.

I am manipulating destiny.
My wife plays DEATH for 34 points, just as the room starts to shake.

I gasp with surprise and vindication - and the B that I was chewing on gets lodged in
my throat. I try to cough. My face goes red, then blue. My throat swells. I draw blood

clawing at my neck. The earthquake builds to a climax.

I fall to the floor. My wife just sits there, watching.



"Death by Scrabble"” Reading Questions

1. How do the words played on the board (e.g., BEGIN, FLY, ZAPS, EXPLODE) directly influence the
physical reality of the game?

2. Is the wife a passive victim or is she aware of the game's power? How does her relaxed attitude
contrast with the husband's manic intensity?

3. How does the scorching, humid weather reflect the narrator's emotional state and the tension in
the room?

4. Describe the ending of the story, and how it foreshadows the narrator’s desire to destroy his wife.

5. Explain how the ending represents situational irony (an unexpected twist.) How does the narrator’s
ultimate fate serve as a "final twist"?

6. How does the story explore the idea of "be careful what you wish for"?
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Name;: Class:

The Tell-Tale Heart

By Edgar Allan Poe
1843

Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) was an American poet and author known for his tales of horror.
"The Tell-Tale Heart" is a story of murder and madness, and it is considered to be a classic of

American literature.

As you read, take notes on the narrator’s point of view and his motivations.

[1]1 True! — nervous — very, very dreadfully
nervous | had been and am; but why will you
say that | am mad? The disease had
sharpened my senses — not destroyed — not
dulled them. Above all was the sense of
hearing acute. | heard all things in the heaven
and in the earth. | heard many things in hell.
How, then, am | mad? Hearken!! and observe
how healthily — how calmly | can tell you the
whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea
entered my brain; but once conceived, it
haunted me day and night. Object there was
none. Passion there was none. | loved the old
man. He had never wronged me. He had
never given me insult. For his gold | had no "Edgar Allan Poe" by Dodd, Mead and Co, NY is
desire. | think it was his eye! yes, it was this! in the public domain.

One of his eyes resembled that of a vulture —

a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by
degrees — very gradually — | made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid

myself of the eye for ever.,

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me.
You should have seen how wisely | proceeded — with what caution — with what foresight —
with what dissimulation? | went to work! | was never kinder to the old man than during the

1. listen
2. Dissimulation (noun) the concealment of one's thoughts, feelings, or character
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whole week before | killed him. And every night, about midnight, | turned the latch of his door
and opened it — oh, so gently! And then, when | had made an opening sufficient for my head, |
putin a dark lantern, all closed, closed, so that no light shone out, and then | thrust in my head.
Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly | thrust it in! I moved it slowly — very, very
slowly, so that | might not disturb the old man's sleep. it took me an hour to place my whole
head within the opening so far that | could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! —would a
madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, | undid the
lantern cautiously — oh, so cautiously — cautiously {for the hinges creaked) — | undid it just so
much that a single thin ray fell upon the vuiture eye. And this | did for seven long nights —
every night just at midnight — but | found the eye always closed; and so0 it was impossible to do
the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when
the day broke, | went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by
name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he had passed the night. So you see he would have
been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, | looked in
upon him while he slept,

Upon the eighth night { was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch’s minute
hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had | felt the extent of my
own powers — of my sagacity.3 | could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that
there | was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or
thoughts. | fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed
suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that | drew back — but no. His room was as black as
pitch with the thick darkness (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers),
and so | knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and | kept pushing it on steadily,
steadily.

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin
fastening, and the old man sprang up in the bed, crying out — "Who's there?”

| kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour | did not move a muscle, and in the
meantime 1 did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening; — just as |
have done, night after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall.

Presently | heard a slight groan, and | knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan
of pain or of grief — oh, no! — it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the
soul when-overcharged with awe. | knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when
all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the
terrors that distracted me. I say | knew it well. | knew what the old man felt, and pitied him,
although | chuckled at heart. | knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight
noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him, He had
been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself — "It is

3. Sagacity (noun)wisdom
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nothing but the wind in the chimney — it is only a mouse crossing the floor,” or “it is merely a
cricket which has made a single chirp.” Yes, he has been trying to comfort himself with these
suppositions;” but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him, had
stalked with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful
influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel -~ although he neither saw nor
heard — to feel the presence of my head within the room.

When | had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, | resolved to open
a little — a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So | opened it — you cannot imagine how
stealthily, stealthily — until, at length, a single dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from
out the crevice and full upon the vulture eye.

It was open — wide, wide open — and | grew furious as | gazed upon it. | saw it with perfect
distinctness — all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my
bones; but | could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for | had directed the ray as
if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.

And now have | not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the
senses? — now, | say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes
when enveloped in cotton. | knew that sound well too. it was the beating of the old man's heart.
It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.

But even yet | refrained and kept still. | scarcely breathed. | held the lantern motionless. | tried
how steadily | could maintain the ray upon the eye, Meantime the hellish tattoo” of the heart
increased. it grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The old man's
terror must have been extremetl It grew louder, 1 say, louder every moment! — do you mark me
well? | have told you that | am nervous: so | am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid
the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable
terror. Yet, for some minutes longer | refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder,
touder! | thought the heart must burst, And now a new anxiety seized me — the sound would
be heard by a neighbor! The old man's hour had come! With a loud yell, | threw cpen the
lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked once — once only. In an instant | dragged him to
the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. | then smiled ga\iiy,6 to find the deed so far done.
But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me;
it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. | removed
the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he:was stone, stone dead. | placed my hand upon the
heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye
would trouble me no more.

4. Supposition (noun) an uncertain belief
5. arhythmic tapping or drumming beat
6. happily; cheerily

SR
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If still you think me mad, you will think so no fonger when | describe the wise precautions | took
for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and | worked hastily, but in silence. First of
all I dismembered the corpse. | cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the
scantlings.7 | then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye — not even
his — could have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out — no stain of any
kind — no blood-spot whatever. | had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all — ha! ha!

When | had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock — stilt dark as midnight. As the bell
sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. | went down to open it with a light
heart — for what had | now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with
perfect suavity,8 as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbor during the
night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police
office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises,

| smiled — for what had 1 to fear? | bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, | said, was my own
in a dream. The old man, | mentioned, was absent in the country. | took my visitors alf over the
house. | bade them search — search well. | led them, at length, to his chamber. | showed them
his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, | brought chairs into
the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while | myself, in the wild audacity9
of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the
corpse of the victim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. | was singularly at ease. They sat,
and while | answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, | felt myself getting
pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and | fancied a ringing in my ears: but still they sat
and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct: — it continued and became more distinct: |
talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definitiveness — until, at
length, I found that the noise was not within my ears.

No doubt | now grew very pale; — but | talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet
the sound increased -- and what could | do? It was a low, dull, quick sound — much such a
sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. | gasped for breath — and yet the officers
heard it not. | talked more quickly — more vehemently;m but the noise steadily increased. |
arose and argued aboutitriffes, in a high key and with violent gesticulations,” but-the noise
steadily increased. Why would they not be gone? | paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides,

7. apiece of lumber of small cross section

8. Suavity (adjective) the quality of being charming or polished
9. Audacity (noun) boldness, daring

0. Vehemently {adverb) forcefully or strongly with emotion

1. dramatic gestures
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as if excited to fury by the observation of the men — but the noise steadily increased. Oh God!
what could | do? | foamed — | raved — | swore! | swung the chair upon which | had been sitting,
and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew
louder — louder — louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible
they heard not? Almighty God! — no, no! They heard! — they suspected! — they knew! — they
were making a mockery of my horror! — this | thought, and this | think. But any thing was better
than this agony! Any thing was more tolerable than this derision! | could bear those hypocritical
smiles no longer! | felt that | must scream or die! — and now — again! — hark! louder! louder!

louder! louder! —

“Villains!” | shrieked, “dissemble no more! | admit the deed! — tear up the planks! — here, here!
— it is the beating of his hideous heart!"

"The Tell-Tale Heart" by Edgar Allan Poe (1843) is in the public domain.

Unless otherwise noted, this content is licensed under the CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license
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Text-Dependent Questions

Directions: For the following questions, choose the hest answer or respond in complete
sentences.

1. Which statement best describes a major theme of the story?

A.  People can nevertruly escape the terrible things they have done.
B.  People without remorse can commit terrible crimes without

consequences.
C.  People often make a mistake while committing a crime because of their
arrogance.
D.  People who are very lonely may turn their feelings on others and cause
them harm.

2. PART A In the story, what causes the conflict between the narrator and the old man?

A.  The narrator and the old man resent having to live together because of the
narrator's disease, and so the narrator decides to murder the old man,

B.  The narrator is driven mad by the sound of a heart beating beneath the
floorboards, and this causes him to kill the old man.

C.  The narrator watches the old man sleep, and when the terrified old man
discovers this, the narrator kills him to keep his madness hidden.

D.  The narrator is terrified of the old man's blue eye and overwhelmed by the
sound of his heartbeat, so the narrator kills the old man.

3. PART B: Which of the following quotes best supports the answer to Part A?

A.  "The disease had sharpened my senses — not destroyed — not dulled
them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. | heard all things in the
heaven and in the earth. | heard many things in hell." (Paragraph 1)

B.  "l'knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when
he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon
him." (Paragraph 7)

C.  “But the beating grew louder, louder! | thought the heart must burst. And
now a new anxiety seized me — the sound would be heard by a neighbor! -
The old man's hour had come!" (Paragraph 11)

D.  "Villains! | shrieked, 'dissemble no more! | admit the deed! — tear up the
planks! — here, here!l — it is the beating of his hideous heart!" (Paragraph
18)
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4. Which of the following best describes the significance of the beating heart
throughout the story?

A. It represents the narrator's own death, like the old man's, drawing near as
he faces punishment for his crime.

B. It shows there is something supernatural happening to the narrator, for
the ghost of the old man is haunting him.

C.  Itrepresents the narrator's guilt and worsening samty for the beating
heart serves as a reminder of his crime.

D.  ltsignifies the narrator's anxiety about not burying the old man
respectfully after killing him.

5.  Compare and contrast the narrator's point of view at the beginning to the end of the
story. Note any differences and the possible causes behind these differences.
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Discussion Questions

Directions: Brainstorm your answers to the following questions in the space provided. Be
prepared to share your original ideas in a class discussion.

1. The narrator claims he is not mad—do you believe him? What constitutes madness?
Cite evidence in your answer that either supports or disproves this claim.

2. How does fear drive action? What does the narrator fear and why? Use evidence
from this text, your own experience, and other art, literature or history in your
answer.
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Name: Class:

The Yellow Wallpaper

By Charlotte Perkins Gilman
1892

Charlotte Perkins Gilman (1860-1935) was an American feminist writer. At the time, her ideas
were unorthodox, and her accomplishments as a feminist writer were groundbreaking. "The
Yellow Wallpaper" is one of her most famous short stories, as it captures the attitudes towards
women's mental health in the 19th century. As you read, take note of how the narrator’s
attention to the wallpaper changes, and what it might symbolize.

[1] Itis very seldom that mere ordinary people
like John and myself secure ancestral' halls
for the summer.

A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, |
would say a haunted house, and reach the
height of romantic felicityz—but that would
be asking too much of fatel!

Still I will proudly declare that there is
something queer about it.

"ventimiglia, italy" by Heather Phillips is
Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why licensed under CC BY-NC-ND 2.0.
have stood so long untenanted?

[5] John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage.

John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of superstition,
and he scoffs openly at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in figures.

John is a physician, and PERHAPS—(I would not say it to a living soul, of course, but this is dead
paper and a great relief to my mind)—PERHAPS that is one reason | do not get well faster.

You see he does not believe | am sick!
And what can one do?

1. Ancestral (adjective) of previous generations
2. Felicity (noun) happiness
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if a physician of high standing, and one's own husband, assures friends and relatives that there
is really nothing the matter with one but temporary nervous depression—a slight hysterical
tendency—what is one to do?

My brother is also a physician, and aiso of high standing, and he says the same thing.

So | take phosphates or phosphites—whichever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and air, and
exercise, and am absolutely forbidden to "work” until | am well again.

Personally, | disagree with thelir ideas.
Personally, | believe that congenial® work, with excitement and change, would do me good.

But what is one to do?

[ did write for a while in spite of them; but it DOES exhaust me a good deal—having to be so sly
about It, or else meet with heavy opposition,

t sometimes fancy that in my condition if | had less opposition and more society and
stimulus—but john says the very worst thing | can do is to think about my condition, and |
confess it always makes me feel bad.

So ITwill let it alone and talk about the house.

The most beautiful place! it Is quite alone, standing well back from the road, quite three miles
from the village. it makes me think of English places that you read about, for there are hedges
and walls and gates that lock, and lots of separate little houses for the gardeners and people.

There is a DELICIOUS garden! | never saw such a garden—Ilarge and shady, full of box-bordered
paths, and lined with long grape-covered arbors with seats under them.

There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now.

There was some legal trouble, | believe, something about the heirs and coheirs; anyhow, the
place has been empty for years.

That spolls my ghostliness, | am afraid, but [ don't care—there is something strange about the
house—1 can feel it.

| even said so to John one moonlight evening, but he said what | felt was a DRAUGHT, and shut
the window,

3. Congenial (adjective) pleasant; enjoyable
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| get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. 'm sure | never used to be so sensitive. | think it
is due to this nervous condition.

But John says if | feel so, | shall neglect proper self-control; so | take pains to control
myself—before him, at least, and that makes me very tired.

| don't like our room a bit. | wanted one downstairs that opened on the piazza4 and had roses
all over the window, and such pretty old-fashioned chintz hangings! but John would not hear of
i,

He said there was only one window and not room for two beds, and no near room for him if he
took another.

He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir without special direction,

I have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day; he takes all care from me, and so | feel
basely ungrateful not to value it more.

He said we came here solely on my account, that | was to have perfect rest and all the air |
could get. "Your exercise depends on your strength, my dear,” said he, "and your food
somewhat on your appetite; but air you can absorb all the time.” So we took the nursery at the

top of the house.

It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all ways, and air and
sunshine galore. It was nursery first and then playroom and gymnasium, | should judge; for the
windows are barred for little children, and there are rings and things in the walls.

The paint and paper look as If a boys' school had used it. It is stripped off—the paper—Iin great
patches all around the head of my bed, about as far as | can reach, and in a great place on the
other side of the room low down. | never saw a worse paper in my life.

One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns committing every artistic sin.
It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced enough to constantly irritate and
provoke study, and when you follow the lame uncertain curves for a little distance they

suddenly commit suicide—plunge off at outrageous angies, destroy themselves in unheard of
contradictions.

The color is repellent, almost revolting; a smouldering unclean yellow, strangely faded by the
slow-turning sunlight.

4. Porch
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it is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur tint in others.

No wonder the children hated it! | should hate it myself If | had to live in this room long.
There comes John, and | must put this away,~—he hates to have me write a word.

We have been here two weeks, and | haven't felt like writing before, since that first day.

5

I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious” nursery, and there is nothing to hinder my

writing as much as | please, save lack of strength.

John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious.
I am glad my case is not serious!

But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing.

John does not know how much | really suffer, He knows there is no REASON to suffer, and that
satisfies him.

Of course it is only nervousness. [t does weigh on me so not to do my duty in any way!

I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and comfort, and here | am a comparative
burden already!

Nobody would believe what an effort it is to do what little | am able,—to dress and entertain,
and order things.

It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby!
And yet | CANNOT be with him, it makes me so nervous,
| suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at me so about this wall-paper

At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said that | was letting it get the better
of me, and that nothing was worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such fancies.

He said that after the wall-paper was changed it would be the heavy bedstead, and then the
barred windows, and then that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on.

"You know the place is doing you good,” he said, "and really, dear, | don't care to renovate the

5. Atrocious (adjective) terrible
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house just for a three months' rental.”
“Then do let us go downstairs,” | said, “there are such pretty rooms there.”

Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little goose, and said he would go down to
the cellar, if | wished, and have it whitewashed into the bargain.

But he is right enough about the beds and windows and things,

It is an airy and comfortable room as any one need wish, and, of course, { would not be so siily
as to make him uncomfortable just for a whim.

I'm really getting quite fond of the big room, alil but that horrid paper.

Out of one window | can see the garden, those mysterious deepshaded arbors, the riotous old-
fashloned flowers, and bushes and gnarly trees.

Out of another | get a lovely view of the bay and a little private wharf® belonging to the estate,
There is a beautiful shaded lane that runs down there from the house. | always fancy | see
people walking in these numerous paths and arbors, but John has cautioned me not to give way
to fancy in the least. He says that with my imaginative power and habit of story-making, a
nervous weakness like mine is sure to lead fo all manner of excited fancies, and that | ought to
use my will and good sense to check the tendency. So ! try.

| think sometimes that if | were only well enough to write a little it would relieve the press of
ideas and rest me,

But | find | get pretty tired when 1 try.
It Is so discouraging not to have any advice and companionship about my work. When | get
really well, John says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he says he

would as soon put fireworks in my pillow-case as to let me have those stimulating people about
now.

twish | could get well faster.

But | must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it KNEW what a vicious influence it
hadt

There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolis like a broken neck and two bulbous’ eyes stare

6. A place for ships to land
7. Bulbous (adjective) rounded
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at you upside down.

| get positively angry with the impertinence® of it and the everlastingness. Up and down and
sideways they crawl, and those absurd, unblinking eyes are everywhere. There is one place
where two breadths didn’t match, and the eyes go all up and down the line, one a little higher
than the other.

| never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing before, and we all know how much
expression they have! | used to lle awake as a child and get more entertainment and terror out
of blank walls and plain furniture than most children could find in a toy store.

I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big, old bureau used to have, and there was
one chair that always seemed like a strong friend.

| used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce | could always hop into that chair
and be safe,

The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious, however, for we had to bring it all
from downstairs. | suppose when this was used as a playroom they had to take the nursery

things out, and no wonder! | never saw such ravages as the children have made here.

The wall-paper, as | said before, is torn off in spots, and it sticketh closer than a brother—they
must have had perseverance as well as hatred.

Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here and
there, and this great heavy bed which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been

through the wars.
But | don't mind it a bit—only the paper.

There comes john's sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so careful of me! | must not let her find
me writing.

She is a perfect and enthusiastic housekeeper, and hopes for no better profession. | verily
believe she thinks it is the writing which made me sick!

But | can write when she is out, and see her a long way off from these windows.

There is one that commands the road, a lovely shaded winding road, and one that just looks off
over the country. A lovely country, too, full of great elms and velvet meadows.

8. Impertinence (noun) brashness
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This wall-paper has a kind of sub-pattern in a different shade, a particularly irritating one, for
you can only see it in certain lights, and not clearly then.

But in the places where it isn't faded and where the sun is just so—I can see a strange,
provoking, formless sort of figure, that seems to skulk about behind that silly and conspicuous
front design.

9

Thare's sister on the stalrs!

Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people are gone and | am tired out. John thought it might do
me good to see a little company, so we just had mother and Neilie and the children down for a
week,

Of course | didn't do a thing. Jennle sees to everything now.
But it tired me all the same.,
John says if | don't pick up faster he shall send me to Weir Mitchell'® in the fall,

But | don't want to go there at all. | had a friend who was in his hands once, and she says he is
just like John and my brother, only more so!

Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far.

| don't feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and 'm getting dreadfully
fretful and querulous.”

| cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.
Of course | don't when John is here, or anybody else, but when | am alone.

And [ am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town very often by serious cases, and
Jennle is good and lets me alone when | want her to.

So | walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit on the porch under the roses, and lie
down up here a good deal.

9, Conspicuous (adjective) attracting attention
10. Silas Weir Mitchell was an actual physician from the 19th century who was famous for his
introduction of the “rest cure” for nervous diseases, particularly hysteria. The treatment
empbhasized isolation, confinement to bed, dieting, and electrotherapy. Under his care, the
author herself - Charlotte Perkins Gilman - suffered a nervous breakdown.
11. Querulous {adjective) given to complaining and arguing
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I'm getting really fond of the room in spite of the wall-paper. Perhaps BECAUSE of the wall-
paper,

[95] It dwelis in my mind sol

I lie here on this great immovable bed—it is nailed down, i belleve—and foliow that pattern
about by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, | assure you. | start, we'll say, at the bottom,
down in the corner over there where it has not been touched, and | determine for the
thousandth time that | WILL follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion.

| know a little of the principle of design, and 1 know this thing was not arranged on any laws of
radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that | ever heard of.

It s repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise.

tooked at In one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes—a kind of
“debased Romanesque” with delirium tremens ' >—go waddling up and down in isolated
columns of fatuity.13

[100] But, on the other hand, they connect diagonaily, and the sprawling outlines run off in great
slanting waves of optic”’ horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase.

The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so, and | exhaust myself in trying to
distingtiish the order of its going in that direction.

They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze,'® and that adds wonderfully to the confusion.

There is one end of the room where it Is almost intact, and there, when the crosslights fade and
the low sun shines directly upon it, | can almost fancy radiation after all,—the interminable
grotesques seem to form around a common centre and rush off in headlong plunges of equal
distraction,

It makes me tired to follow it. | will take a nap | guess.
[105] | don't know why | should write this,
I don't want to.

12. A state of confuslon of rapid onset that is usually caused by withdrawal from alcohol

13. Fatuity (noun) unintelligence that influences one's actions

14, Optic (adjective) of the eye

15. In art and architecture, the wide central section part of an entablature; may be plain or
decorated
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| don't feel able.

And | know John would think it absurd. But | MUST say what | feel and think in some way—it is
such a relief!

But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief,
Half the time now | am awfully lazy, and lie down ever so much.,

John says | musn't lose my strength, and has me take cod liver oil and lots of tonics and things,
to say nothing of ale and wine and rare meat,

Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me sick. | tried to have a real earnest
reasonable talk with him the other day, and tell him how | wish he would let me go and make a

visit to Cousin Henry and julia.

But he said | wasn't able to go, nor able to stand it after | got there; and 1 did not make ocut a
very good case for myself, for | was crying before { had finished.

It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight. Just this nervous weakness | suppose.

And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried me upstairs and laid me on the bed,
and sat by me and read to me tiil it tired my head.

He said | was his darling and his comfort and all he had, and that | must take care of myself for
his sake, and keep well,

He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that | must use my will and self-control and not
let any silly fancies run away with me.

There's one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does not have to occupy this nursery with
the horrid wall-paper.

if we had not used it, that blessed child would have! What a fortunate escape! Why, | wouldn't
have a child of mine, an impressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds.

I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me here after all, | can stand it so
much easier than a baby, you see.

Of course | never mention it to them any more—I| am too wise,—but | keep watch of it all the
same,

There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will.

Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day.
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it is always the same shape, only very numerous.

[125] And it is like a woman stodping down and creeping about behind that pattern. | dontlike it a
bit. | wonder—I begin to think—I wish john would take me away from here!

It is s0 hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because he loves me so,

But | tried it last night.
it was moonlight. The moon shines in all around just as the sun does,
| hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always comes in by one window or another.

{130] John was asleep and | hated to waken him, so 1 kept still and watched the moonlight on that
undulating'® wall-paper till | felt creepy.

The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out.

f got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper DID move, and when | came back John was
awake.

“What is it, little girl?” he said. “Don't go walking about like that—you'll get cold.”

| thought it was a good time to talk, so | told him that | really was not gaining here, and that i
wished he would take me away.

[135] “Why darling!” said he, “our lease will be up in three weeks, and | can't see how to leave before.
“The repairs are not done at home, and | cannot possibly leave town just now. Of course if you
were in any danger, | could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you can see it or

not. | am a doctor, dear, and | know. You are gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better, |
feel really much easier about you.”

"| don't weigh a bit more,” said |, “nor as much; and my appetite may be better in the evening
when you are here, but it is worse in the morning when you are away!”’

“Bless her little heart!” said he with a big hug, “she shall be as sick as she pleases! But now let’s
improve the shining hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning!”

“And you won't go away?” | asked gloomily.

16. Undulating (adjective) wavy

10
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[140] “Why, how can |, dear? It is only three weeks more and then we will take a nice little trip of a few
days while Jennie is getting the house ready. Really dear you are better!"

“Better in body perhaps—" | began, and stopped short, for he sat up straight and looked at me
with such a stern, reproachfui look that | could not say another word.

“My darling,” sald he, “I beg of you, for my sake and for our child's sake, as well as for your own,
that you will never for one Instant let that idea enter your mind! There is nothing so dangerous,
so fascinating, to a temperament like yours, it is a false and foolish fancy. Can you not trust me
as a physician when I tell you so?”

So of course | said no more on that score, and we went to sleep before long. He thought | was
asleep first, but 1 wasn't, and lay there for hours trying to decide whether that front pattern and
the back pattern really did move together or separately.

On a pattern like this, by daylight, there Is a lack of sequence, a defiance of law, that is a
constant irritant to a normal mind.

[145] The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and infuriating enough, but the pattern is
torturing.

You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well underway in following, it turns a back-
somersault and there you are. It slaps you in the face, knocks you down, and tramples upon
you. It is like a bad dream. '

The outside patternis a florid"’ .z:n’axbesque,18 reminding one of a fungus. if you can imagine a

toadstool in joints, an interminable'? string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless
convolutions?®—why, that is something like it.

That Is, sometimes!

There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but myself,
and that is that it changes as the light changes.

[150] When the sun shoots in through the east window—I always watch for that first long, straight
ray—it changes so quickly that | never can quite believe it.

That Is why | watch it always.

17. Florid (adfective) ornate

18. A pose made by a ballet dancer

19. Interminable (adjective) seemingly endiess
20, Convolution (noun) complication; difficuity

11
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By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a moon—I wouldn't know it was the
same paper.

At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candle light, lamplight, and worst of all by moonlight, it
becomes bars! The outside pattern | mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as can be.

| didn't realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, that dim sub-pattern, but
now | am quite sure it is a woman.

By daylight she is subdued, quiet. | fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still. it is so puzzling.
It keeps me quiet by the hour.

| lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all | can.

Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal.

It is a very bad habit | am convinced, for you see | don't sleep.

And that cultivates deceit, for | don't tell them I'm awake—O nol

The fact is | am getting a little afraid of John.

He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an inexplicable look.

it strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis,—that perhaps it is the paper}

| have watched John when he did not know | was looking, and come into the room suddenly on
the most innocent excuses, and I've caught him several times LOOKING AT THE PAPER! And
Jennie too. | caught Jennie with her hand on it once.

She didr't know | was in the room, and when | asked her in a quiet, a very quiet volice, with the

most restrained manner possible, what she was doing with the paper—she turned around as if
she had been caught stealing, and looked quite angry—asked me why | should frighten her sol

[165] Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched, that she had found yellow

smooches on all my clothes and John's, and she wished we would be more careful!

Did not that sound innocent? But | know she was studying that pattern, and | am determined
that nobody shall find it out but myself!

Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see | have something more to
expect, to look forward to, to watch. | really do eat better, and am more quiet than | was.

John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the other day, and said | seemed to be
flourishing in spite of my wall-paper.
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| turned it off with a laugh. | had no intention of telling him it was BECAUSE of the wall-
paper—he wouid make fun of me. He might even want to take me away.

[170] | don't want to feave now until | have found it out. There is a week more, and | think that will be
enough.

I'm feeling ever so much better! | don't sleep much at night, for it is so interesting to watch
developments; but | sleep a good deal in the daytime.

In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing.21

There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow all over it. | cannot keep
count of them, though | have tried conscientlously.22

It Is the strangest yeilow, that wall-paper! It makes me think of all the yellow things [ ever
saw—not beautiful ones like buttercups, but old foul, bad yellow things.

[175] But there Is something else about that paper—the smell! | noticed it the moment we came into
the room, but with so much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog and
rain, and whether the windows are open or not, the smell is here.,

It creeps all over the house.

I find it hovering In the dining-room, skultking in the partor, hiding in the hall, lying in wait for me
on the stairs.

It gets into my hair.
Even when | go to ride, if | turn my head suddenly and surprise it—there is that smelll

[180] Such a peculiar odor, too! | have spent hours in trying to analyze it, to find what it smelfed like.
it is not bad—at first, and very gentle, but quite the subtlest, most enduring odor | ever met.
In this damp weather it Is awful, | wake up in the night and find it hanging over me.
It used to disturb me at first. | thought seriously of burning the house—to reach the smeil.

But now | am used to it. The only thing I can think of that it is like is the COLOR of the paper! A
yellow smell.

21. Perplexing (adjective} confusing, complicated
22. Conscientiously (adverb) carefully, painstakingly, diligently
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[185] There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the mopboard. A streak that runs round
the room. It goes behind every piece of furniture, except the bed, a long, straight, even
SMOOQCH, as if it had been rubbed over and over.

| wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they did it for. Round and round and
round—round and round and round—it makes me dizzy!

| really have discovered something at last,
Through watching so much at night, when It changes so, | have finally found out.
The front pattern DOES move—and no wonder! The woman behind shakes it!

[190] Sometimes | think there are a great many women behind, and sometimes only one, and she
crawls around fast, and her crawling shakes it all over.

Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and In the very shady spots she just takes hold of
the bars and shakes them hard.

And she is all the time trying to climb through, But nobody could climb through that pattern—it
strangles so; | think that is why it has so many heads.

They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off and turns them upside down, and
makes their eyes white!

if those heads were covered or taken off it would not be half so bad.
[195] | think that woman gets out in the daytime!

And I'll tell you why—privately—I've seen her!

| can see her out of every one of my windows!

It is the same woman, | know, for she is always creeping, and most women do not creep by
daylight.

| see her on that long road under the trees, creeping along, and when a carriage comes she
hides under the blackberry vines.

[200] | don't blame her a bit. It must be very humillating to be caught creeping by daylight!

i always lock the door when | creep by daylight. | can't do it at night, for | know John would
suspect something at once.

And john is so queer now, that | don't want to irritate him. I wish he would take another room!
Besides, | don't want anybody to get that woman out at night but myself.
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| often wonder if | could see her out of all the windows at once.
But, turn as fast as | can, | can only see out of one at one time.
[205] And though | always see her, she MAY be able to creep faster than | can turn!

| have watched her sometimes away off in the open country, creeping as fast as a cloud shadow
in a highwind.

If only that top pattern could be gotten off from the under one! | mean to try it, little by little.

I have found out another funny thing, but I shan't tell it this time! It does not do to trust people
too much.

There are only two more days to get this paper off, and | believe john is beginning to notice. |
don't like the look in his eyes.

[210} And ! heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions about me. She had a very good
report to give.

She said | slept a good deal in the daytime.
John knows | don't sleep very well at night, for all 'm so quiet!

He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to be very loving and kind.

As if | couldn't see through him!
[215] Still, 1 don‘t wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for three months.
It only interests me, but | feel sure John and Jennie are secretly affected by it.

Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough, John is to stay in town qver night, and won't be out
until this evening,

Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly thing! but | told her | should undoubtedly rest better
for a night all alone.

That was clever, for really | wasn't alone a bit! As soon as it was moonlight and that poor thing
began to crawl and shake the pattern, | got up and ran to help her.

[220] | pulled and she shook, | shook and she pulled, and before morning we had peeled off yards of
that paper.

A strip about as high as my head and half around the room.
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And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to laugh at me, | declared 1 would
finish it to-day!

We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my furniture down again to leave things as they
were before,

Jennie looked at the wall In amazement, but | told her merrily that | did it out of pure spite at
the vicious thing,

[225] She laughed and said she wouldn't mind doing it herself, but | must not get tired.
How she betrayed herself that time!
But | am here, and no person touches this paper but me—not ALIVE!
She tried to get me out of the room—it was too patent!23 But | said it was so quiet and empty
and clean now that | believed 1 would lie down again and sleep all | could; and not to wake me

even for dinner—I would call when | woke.

So now she is gone, and the servants are gone, and the things are gone, and there is nothing
left but that great bedstead nailed down, with the canvas mattress we found on it.

[230] We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat home to-morrow.
| quite enjoy the room, now it is bare again.
How those children did tear about here!
This bedstead is fairly gnawed!
But | must get to work,
[235] | have locked the door and thrown the key down into the front path.
| don't want to go out, and | don't want to have anybody come in, till John comes.
I want to astonish him.

I've got a rope up here that even Jennle did not find. If that woman does get out, and tries to get
away, | can tie her!

23. Patent (adjective) obvious, blatant, out in the open
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But | forgot | could not reach far without anything to stand on!
[240] This bed will NOT movel

| tried to lift and push it until | was lame,?* and then | got so angry | bit off a little piece at one
corner—but it hurt my teeth.

Then | peeled off all the paper | could reach standing on the floor. It sticks horribly and the
pattern just enjoys it! All those strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus growths
just shriek with derision!®

| am getting angry enough to do something desperate, To jump out of the window would be
admirable exercise, but the bars are too strong even to try.

Besides I wouldn't do it. Of course not. | know well enough that a step like that is improper and
might be misconstrued.

[245] | don't like to LOOK out of the windows even—there are so many of those creeping women, and
they creep so fast.

I wonder if they ail come out of that wall-paper as | did?

But | am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope—you don't get ME out in the road
therel

I suppose [ shall have to get back behind the pattern when it comes night, and that is hard!
It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep around as | pleasel

[250] | don't want to go outside. | won't, even if Jennie asks me to.
For outside you have to creep on the ground, and everything is green instead of yellow.

But here | can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder just fits in that long smooch
around the wall, so | cannot lose my way.

Why there's John at the door]

It is no use, young man, you can't open it!

24. Lame (adjective) unable to move or walk
25. Derision {noun) scorn
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[255] How he does call and pound!
Now he's crying for an axe.
It would be a shame to break down that beautiful door!

“John dear!” said | in the gentlest voice, “the key is down by the front steps, under a plantain
leaf!”

That silenced him for a few moments.
[260] Then he said—very quietly indeed, “Open the door, my darling!”
“I can't,” said I. “The key is down by the front door under a plantain leaf!”

And then | said it again, several times, very gently and slowly, and said it so often that he had to
go and see, and he got it of course, and came in. He stopped short by the door.

“What is the matter?” he cried. “For God's sake, what are you doing!”
| kept on creeping just the same, but | looked at him over my shoulder.

[265] “I've got out at last,” said |, “in spite of you and Jane. And I've pulled off most of the paper, so
you can't put me back!”

Now why should that man have fainted? But he did, and right across my path by the wall, so
that | had to creep over him every time!

The Yellow Wallpaper by Charlotte Perkins Gilman is in the public domain.

Unless otherwise noted, this content is licensed under the CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license
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Text-Dependent Questions

Directions: For the following questions, choose the hest answer or respond in complete

sentences.

1. PART A: Which of the following best summarizes a central idea of the text?

A,

B.
C.
D

Women are easily excitable and prone to both physical and mental illness.
Rest and relaxation can only help so much.

Refusing to address an issue is not the same thing as curing it.

Choosing the right home décor Is important.

2. PART B: Which of the following passages best supports the answer to Part A?

A.

B
C
D

Paragraph 10
Paragraph 35
Paragraph 84
Paragraph 142

3. PART A: Which of the following statements best describes the relationship between
the narrator and john?

A
B.

C

D.

John is deeply worried for his wife and Is willing to try anything to cure her.
As both husband and physician, John is very paternalistic when it comes to
his wife, the narrator, treating her like a child.

The narrator loves John and trusts his judgement completely, despite the
difficulties of his treatment plan,

The narrator and John deeply resent one another, though they are
attempting to keep up the appearance of a happy marriage.

4. PART B: Which of the following quotes best supports the answer to Part A?

A

"John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage.”
(Paragraph 5)

"I get unreasonably angry with john sometimes, I'm sure | never used to be
so sensitive." (Paragraph 25)

"He said we came here solely on my account, that | was to have perfect
rest and all the air | could get." (Paragraph 31)

"John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious."
(Paragraph 42}
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How does the narrator's room inform both her character and plot?

A.

The room Is essentially hidden away from the rest of the house, informing
her loneliness and exacerbating her depression.

The room Is on the top floor, in which she is locked away like a fairytale
princess, reflecting her tendency towards whimsy and foreshadowing her
eventual escape.

The room Is a former nursery with bars on its windows, emphasizing her
treatment as a child/prisoner and thus the eventual break from her
identity as a sane adult woman.

The room is described as open and airy, contrasting her mental state and
actual situation.

How does the story's narrative form contribute to the development of the narrator's
point of view?

What is the author's likely purpose for the narrator's lengthy and changing
descriptions of the wallpaper?

A
B,

C

To help the reader visualize the setting in a more vivid way

To suggest that the wallpaper's designs reveal visual aspects of the
narrator's own life

To reflect the narrator's gradual descent into insanity

To reveal that there is no wallpaper, and everything the narrator seesis a
figment of her imagination
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8.  Throughout the story the narrator uses the words "creep" and "creeping" to describe
the wallpaper figure's movements. What does this word choice suggest about the

narrator?

9.  Bythe end of the story, the narrator Is convinced that:
A.  Sheis going to be trapped in the room forever,
The house really is haunted.

B
C.  Jjohnis cheating on her,
D She is the woman living in and freed from the wallpaper.

10.  What effect does the resolution have on the overall meaning of the passage?
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Discussion Questions

Directions: Brainstorm your answers to the following questions in the space provided, Be
prepared to share your original ideas in a class discussion.

1. Why do you think people in this period discouraged women from writing? Explain
your answer,

2. Consider the restrictions the narrator faces throughout the story. What was most
harmful to the narrator's sanity? Explain your answer.,

3. Inthe context of this story, what did it mean to be a woman in 19th century America?

4. Inyour opinion, are the themes in this story still relevant today?
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