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Summer	  Reading	  Assignments	  
	  

Name:	  __________________________________	  	   	   Date	  School	  Starts	  Next	  Year:	  ____________	  
	  
Eighth	  graders,	  going	  into	  9th	  grade,	  are	  required	  to	  read	  three	  books	  of	  choice	  plus	  the	  following	  three	  short	  
stories:	  
	  
"The	  Necklace"	  	  	  by	  Guy	  de	  Maupassant	   	   "Rules	  of	  the	  Game"	  	  	  by	  Amy	  Tan	  
	  

"The	  End	  of	  the	  Party"	  	  	  by	  Graham	  Greene	  
	  

	  
Story	  One:	  

The	  Necklace	  By	  Guy	  de	  Maupassant	  
	  

Section	  One	   	  
1	   SHE	  was	  one	  of	  those	  pretty	  and	  charming	  girls,	  born	  by	  a	  

blunder	  of	  destiny	  in	  a	  family	  of	  employees.	  She	  had	  no	  dowry,	  no	  

expectations,	  no	  means	  of	  being	  known,	  understood,	  loved,	  

married	  by	  a	  man	  rich	  and	  distinguished;	  and	  she	  let	  them	  make	  

a	  match	  for	  her	  with	  a	  little	  clerk	  in	  the	  Department	  of	  

Education.	  

	  

2	   	  	  She	  was	  simple	  since	  she	  could	  not	  be	  adorned;	  but	  she	  was	  

unhappy	  as	  though	  kept	  out	  of	  her	  own	  class;	  for	  women	  have	  no	  

caste	  and	  no	  descent,	  their	  beauty,	  their	  grace,	  and	  their	  charm	  

serving	  them	  instead	  of	  birth	  and	  fortune.	  Their	  native	  keenness,	  

their	  instinctive	  elegance,	  their	  flexibility	  of	  mind,	  are	  their	  only	  

hierarchy;	  and	  these	  make	  the	  daughters	  of	  the	  people	  the	  equals	  

of	  the	  most	  lofty	  dames.	  

	  

3	   	  	  She	  suffered	  intensely,	  feeling	  herself	  born	  for	  every	  delicacy	  and	  

every	  luxury.	  She	  suffered	  from	  the	  poverty	  of	  her	  dwelling,	  from	  

the	  worn	  walls,	  the	  abraded	  chairs,	  the	  ugliness	  of	  the	  stuffs.	  All	  

these	  things,	  which	  another	  woman	  of	  her	  caste	  would	  not	  even	  

have	  noticed,	  tortured	  her	  and	  made	  her	  indignant.	  The	  sight	  of	  

the	  little	  girl	  from	  Brittany	  who	  did	  her	  humble	  housework	  awoke	  
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in	  her	  desolated	  regrets	  and	  distracted	  dreams.	  She	  let	  her	  mind	  

dwell	  on	  the	  quiet	  vestibules,	  hung	  with	  Oriental	  tapestries,	  

lighted	  by	  tall	  lamps	  of	  bronze,	  and	  on	  the	  two	  tall	  footmen	  in	  

knee	  breeches	  who	  dozed	  in	  the	  large	  armchairs,	  made	  drowsy	  by	  

the	  heat	  of	  the	  furnace.	  She	  let	  her	  mind	  dwell	  on	  the	  large	  

parlors,	  decked	  with	  old	  silk,	  with	  their	  delicate	  furniture,	  

supporting	  precious	  bric-a-brac,	  and	  on	  the	  coquettish	  little	  

rooms,	  perfumed,	  prepared	  for	  the	  five	  o’clock	  chat	  with	  the	  most	  

intimate	  friends,	  men	  well	  known	  and	  sought	  after,	  whose	  

attentions	  all	  women	  envied	  and	  desired.	  

4	   	  	  When	  she	  sat	  down	  to	  dine,	  before	  a	  tablecloth	  three	  days	  old,	  in	  

front	  of	  her	  husband,	  who	  lifted	  the	  cover	  of	  the	  tureen,	  declaring	  

with	  an	  air	  of	  satisfaction,	  “Ah,	  the	  good	  pot-au-feu.	  I	  don’t	  know	  

anything	  better	  than	  that,”	  she	  was	  thinking	  of	  delicate	  repasts,	  

with	  glittering	  silver,	  with	  tapestries	  peopling	  the	  walls	  with	  

ancient	  figures	  and	  with	  strange	  birds	  in	  a	  fairy-like	  forest;	  she	  

was	  thinking	  of	  exquisite	  dishes,	  served	  in	  marvelous	  platters,	  of	  

compliment	  whispered	  and	  heard	  with	  a	  sphinx-like	  smile,	  while	  

she	  was	  eating	  the	  rosy	  flesh	  of	  a	  trout	  or	  the	  wings	  of	  a	  quail.	  

	  

5	   	  	  She	  had	  no	  dresses,	  no	  jewelry,	  nothing.	  And	  she	  loved	  nothing	  

else;	  she	  felt	  herself	  made	  for	  that	  only.	  She	  would	  so	  much	  have	  

liked	  to	  please,	  to	  be	  envied,	  to	  be	  seductive	  and	  sought	  after.	  

	  

6	   	  	  She	  had	  a	  rich	  friend,	  a	  comrade	  of	  her	  convent	  days,	  whom	  she	  

did	  not	  want	  to	  go	  and	  see	  any	  more,	  so	  much	  did	  she	  suffer	  as	  

she	  came	  away.	  And	  she	  wept	  all	  day	  long,	  from	  chagrin,	  from	  

regret,	  from	  despair,	  and	  from	  distress.	  

	  

	  Section	  Two	   	  

7	   But	  one	  evening	  her	  husband	  came	  in	  with	  a	  proud	  air,	  holding	  in	   	  
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his	  hand	  a	  large	  envelope.	  

8	   	  	  “There,”	  said	  he,	  “there’s	  something	  for	  you.”	   	  

9	   	  	  She	  quickly	  tore	  the	  paper	  and	  took	  out	  of	  it	  a	  printed	  card	  

which	  bore	  these	  words:—	  
	  

10	   	  	  “The	  Minister	  of	  Education	  and	  Mme.	  Georges	  Rampouneau	  beg	  

M.	  and	  Mme.	  Loisel	  to	  do	  them	  the	  honor	  to	  pass	  the	  evening	  with	  

them	  at	  the	  palace	  of	  the	  Ministry,	  on	  Monday,	  January	  18.”	  

	  

11	   	  	  Instead	  of	  being	  delighted,	  as	  her	  husband	  hoped,	  she	  threw	  the	  

invitation	  on	  the	  table	  with	  annoyance,	  murmuring—	  
	  

12	   	  	  “What	  do	  you	  want	  me	  to	  do	  with	  that?”	   	  

13	   	  	  “But,	  my	  dear,	  I	  thought	  you	  would	  be	  pleased.	  You	  never	  go	  out,	  

and	  here’s	  a	  chance,	  a	  fine	  one.	  I	  had	  the	  hardest	  work	  to	  get	  it.	  

Everybody	  is	  after	  them;	  they	  are	  greatly	  sought	  for	  and	  not	  

many	  are	  given	  to	  the	  clerks.	  You	  will	  see	  there	  all	  the	  official	  

world.”	  

	  

14	   	  	  She	  looked	  at	  him	  with	  an	  irritated	  eye	  and	  she	  declared	  with	  

impatience:—	  
	  

15	   	  	  “What	  do	  you	  want	  me	  to	  put	  on	  my	  back	  to	  go	  there?”	   	  

16	   	  	  He	  had	  not	  thought	  of	  that;	  he	  hesitated:—	   	  

17	   	  	  “But	  the	  dress	  in	  which	  you	  go	  to	  the	  theater.	  That	  looks	  very	  

well	  to	  me—”	  
	  

18	   	  	  He	  shut	  up,	  astonished	  and	  distracted	  at	  seeing	  that	  his	  wife	  was	  

weeping.	  Two	  big	  tears	  were	  descending	  slowly	  from	  the	  corners	  

of	  the	  eyes	  to	  the	  corners	  of	  the	  mouth.	  He	  stuttered:—	  

	  

19	   	  	  What’s	  the	  matter?	  What’s	  the	  matter?”	   	  

20	   	  	  But	  by	  a	  violent	  effort	  she	  had	  conquered	  her	  trouble,	  and	  she	  

replied	  in	  a	  calm	  voice	  as	  she	  wiped	  her	  damp	  cheeks:—	  
	  

21	   	  	  “Nothing.	  Only	  I	  have	  no	  clothes,	  and	  in	  consequence	  I	  cannot	  go	   	  
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to	  this	  party.	  Give	  your	  card	  to	  some	  colleague	  whose	  wife	  has	  a	  

better	  outfit	  than	  I.”	  

22	   	  	  He	  was	  disconsolate.	  He	  began	  again:—	   	  

23	   	  	  “See	  here,	  Mathilde,	  how	  much	  would	  this	  cost,	  a	  proper	  dress,	  

which	  would	  do	  on	  other	  occasions;	  something	  very	  simple?”	  
	  

24	   	  	  She	  reflected	  a	  few	  seconds,	  going	  over	  her	  calculations,	  and	  

thinking	  also	  of	  the	  sum	  which	  she	  might	  ask	  without	  meeting	  an	  

immediate	  refusal	  and	  a	  frightened	  exclamation	  from	  the	  frugal	  

clerk.	  

	  

25	   	  	  “At	  last,	  she	  answered	  hesitatingly:—	   	  

26	   	  	  “I	  don’t	  know	  exactly,	  but	  it	  seems	  to	  me	  that	  with	  four	  hundred	  

francs	  I	  might	  do	  it.”	  
	  

27	   	  	  He	  grew	  a	  little	  pale,	  for	  he	  was	  reserving	  just	  that	  sum	  to	  buy	  a	  

gun	  and	  treat	  himself	  to	  a	  little	  shooting,	  the	  next	  summer,	  on	  the	  

plain	  of	  Nanterre,	  with	  some	  friends	  who	  used	  to	  shoot	  larks	  

there	  on	  Sundays.	  

	  

28	   	  	  But	  he	  said:—	   	  

29	   	  	  “All	  right.	  I	  will	  give	  you	  four	  hundred	  francs.	  But	  take	  care	  to	  

have	  a	  pretty	  dress.”	  
	  

	  Section	  Three	   	  

30	   The	  day	  of	  the	  party	  drew	  near,	  and	  Mme.	  Loisel	  seemed	  sad,	  

restless,	  anxious.	  Yet	  her	  dress	  was	  ready.	  One	  evening	  her	  

husband	  said	  to	  her:—	  

	  

31	   	  	  “What’s	  the	  matter?	  Come,	  now,	  you	  have	  been	  quite	  queer	  these	  

last	  three	  days.”	  
	  

32	   	  	  And	  she	  answered:—	   	  

33	   	  	  “It	  annoys	  me	  not	  to	  have	  a	  jewel,	  not	  a	  single	  stone,	  to	  put	  on.	  I	  

shall	  look	  like	  distress.	  I	  would	  almost	  rather	  not	  go	  to	  this	  
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party.”	  

34	   	  	  He	  answered:—	   	  

35	   	  	  “You	  will	  wear	  some	  natural	  flowers.	  They	  are	  very	  stylish	  this	  

time	  of	  the	  year.	  For	  ten	  francs	  you	  will	  have	  two	  or	  three	  

magnificent	  roses.”	  

	  

36	   	  	  But	  she	  was	  not	  convinced.	   	  

37	   	  	  “No;	  there’s	  nothing	  more	  humiliating	  than	  to	  look	  poor	  among	  

a	  lot	  of	  rich	  women.”	  
	  

38	   	  	  But	  her	  husband	  cried:—	   	  

39	   	  	  “What	  a	  goose	  you	  are!	  Go	  find	  your	  friend,	  Mme.	  Forester,	  and	  

ask	  her	  to	  lend	  you	  some	  jewelry.	  You	  know	  her	  well	  enough	  to	  do	  

that.”	  

	  

40	   	  	  She	  gave	  a	  cry	  of	  joy:—	   	  

41	   	  	  “That’s	  true.	  I	  had	  not	  thought	  of	  it.”	   	  

42	   	  	  The	  next	  day	  she	  went	  to	  her	  friend’s	  and	  told	  her	  about	  her	  

distress.	  
	  

43	   	  	  Mme.	  Forester	  went	  to	  her	  mirrored	  wardrobe,	  took	  out	  a	  large	  

casket,	  brought	  it,	  opened	  it,	  and	  said	  to	  Mme.	  Loisel:—	  
	  

44	   	  	  “Choose,	  my	  dear.”	   	  

45	   	  	  She	  saw	  at	  first	  bracelets,	  then	  a	  necklace	  of	  pearls,	  then	  a	  

Venetian	  cross	  of	  gold	  set	  with	  precious	  stones	  of	  an	  admirable	  

workmanship.	  She	  tried	  on	  the	  ornaments	  before	  the	  glass,	  

hesitated,	  and	  could	  not	  decide	  to	  take	  them	  off	  and	  to	  give	  them	  

up.	  She	  kept	  on	  asking:—	  

	  

46	   	  	  “You	  haven’t	  anything	  else?”	   	  

47	   	  	  “Yes,	  yes.	  Look.	  I	  do	  not	  know	  what	  will	  happen	  to	  please	  you.”	   	  

48	   	  	  All	  at	  once	  she	  discovered,	  in	  a	  box	  of	  black	  satin,	  a	  superb	  

necklace	  of	  diamonds,	  and	  her	  heart	  began	  to	  beat	  with	  
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boundless	  desire.	  Her	  hands	  trembled	  in	  taking	  it	  up.	  She	  fastened	  

it	  round	  her	  throat,	  on	  her	  high	  dress,	  and	  remained	  in	  ecstasy	  

before	  herself.	  

49	   	  	  Then,	  she	  asked,	  hesitating,	  full	  of	  anxiety:—	   	  

50	   	  	  “Can	  you	  lend	  me	  this,	  only	  this?”	   	  

51	   	  	  “Yes,	  yes,	  certainly.”	   	  

52	   	  	  She	  sprang	  to	  her	  friend’s	  neck,	  kissed	  her	  with	  ardor,	  and	  then	  

escaped	  with	  her	  treasure.	  
	  

Section	  Four	   	  

53	   The	  day	  of	  the	  party	  arrived.	  Mme.	  Loisel	  was	  a	  success.	  She	  was	  

the	  prettiest	  of	  them	  all,	  elegant,	  gracious,	  smiling,	  and	  mad	  with	  

joy.	  All	  the	  men	  were	  looking	  at	  her,	  inquiring	  her	  name,	  asking	  

to	  be	  introduced.	  All	  the	  attaches	  of	  the	  Cabinet	  wanted	  to	  dance	  

with	  her.	  The	  Minister	  took	  notice	  of	  her.	  

	  

54	   	  	  She	  danced	  with	  delight,	  with	  passion,	  intoxicated	  with	  pleasure,	  

thinking	  of	  nothing,	  in	  the	  triumph	  of	  her	  beauty,	  in	  the	  glory	  of	  

her	  success,	  in	  a	  sort	  of	  cloud	  of	  happiness	  made	  up	  of	  all	  these	  

tributes,	  of	  all	  the	  admirations,	  of	  all	  these	  awakened	  desires,	  of	  

this	  victory	  so	  complete	  and	  so	  sweet	  to	  a	  woman’s	  heart.	  

	  

55	   	  	  She	  went	  away	  about	  four	  in	  the	  morning.	  Since	  midnight—her	  

husband	  has	  been	  dozing	  in	  a	  little	  anteroom	  with	  three	  other	  

men	  whose	  wives	  were	  having	  a	  good	  time.	  

	  

56	   	  	  He	  threw	  over	  her	  shoulders	  the	  wraps	  he	  had	  brought	  to	  go	  

home	  in,	  modest	  garments	  of	  every-day	  life,	  the	  poverty	  of	  which	  

was	  out	  of	  keeping	  with	  the	  elegance	  of	  the	  ball	  dress.	  She	  felt	  

this,	  and	  wanted	  to	  fly	  so	  as	  not	  to	  be	  noticed	  by	  the	  other	  

women,	  who	  were	  wrapping	  themselves	  up	  in	  rich	  furs.	  

	  

57	   	  	  Loisel	  kept	  her	  back—	   	  
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58	   	  	  “Wait	  a	  minute;	  you	  will	  catch	  cold	  outside;	  I’ll	  call	  a	  cab.”	   	  

59	   	  	  But	  she	  did	  not	  listen	  to	  him,	  and	  went	  downstairs	  rapidly.	  When	  

they	  were	  in	  the	  street,	  they	  could	  not	  find	  a	  carriage,	  and	  they	  

set	  out	  in	  search	  of	  one,	  hailing	  the	  drivers	  whom	  they	  saw	  

passing	  in	  the	  distance.	  

	  

60	   	  	  They	  went	  down	  toward	  the	  Seine,	  disgusted,	  shivering.	  Finally,	  

they	  found	  on	  the	  Quai	  one	  of	  those	  old	  night-hawk	  cabs	  which	  

one	  sees	  in	  Paris	  only	  after	  night	  has	  fallen,	  as	  though	  they	  are	  

ashamed	  of	  their	  misery	  in	  the	  daytime.	  

	  

61	   	  	  It	  brought	  them	  to	  their	  door,	  rue	  des	  Martyrs;	  and	  they	  went	  up	  

their	  own	  stairs	  sadly.	  For	  her	  it	  was	  finished.	  And	  he	  was	  

thinking	  that	  he	  would	  have	  to	  be	  at	  the	  Ministry	  at	  ten	  o’clock.	  

	  

62	   	  	  She	  took	  off	  the	  wraps	  with	  which	  she	  had	  covered	  her	  

shoulders,	  before	  the	  mirror,	  so	  as	  to	  see	  herself	  once	  more	  in	  her	  

glory.	  But	  suddenly	  she	  gave	  a	  cry.	  She	  no	  longer	  had	  the	  

necklace	  around	  her	  throat!	  

	  

63	   	  	  Her	  husband,	  half	  undressed	  already,	  asked—	   	  

64	   	  	  “What	  is	  the	  matter	  with	  you?”	   	  

65	   	  	  She	  turned	  to	  him,	  terror-stricken:—	   	  

66	   	  	  “I—I—I	  have	  not	  Mme.	  Forester’s	  diamond	  necklace!”	   	  

67	   	  	  He	  jumped	  up,	  frightened—	   	  

68	   	  	  “What?	  How?	  It	  is	  not	  possible!”	   	  

69	   	  	  And	  they	  searched	  in	  the	  folds	  of	  the	  dress,	  in	  the	  folds	  of	  the	  

wrap,	  in	  the	  pockets,	  everywhere.	  They	  did	  not	  find	  it.	  
	  

70	   	  	  He	  asked:—	   	  

71	   	  	  “Are	  you	  sure	  you	  still	  had	  it	  when	  you	  left	  the	  ball?”	   	  

72	   	  	  “Yes,	  I	  touched	  it	  in	  the	  vestibule	  of	  the	  Ministry.”	   	  

73	   	  	  “But	  if	  you	  had	  lost	  it	  in	  the	  street,	  we	  should	  have	  heard	  it	  fall.	   	  
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It	  must	  be	  in	  the	  cab.”	  

74	   	  	  “Yes.	  That	  is	  probable.	  Did	  you	  take	  the	  number?”	   	  

75	   	  	  “No.	  And	  you—you	  did	  not	  even	  look	  at	  it?”	   	  

76	   	  	  “No.”	   	  

77	   	  	  They	  gazed	  at	  each	  other,	  crushed.	  At	  last	  Loisel	  dressed	  himself	  

again.	  
	  

78	   	  	  “I’m	  going,”	  he	  said,	  “back	  the	  whole	  distance	  we	  came	  on	  foot,	  

to	  see	  if	  I	  cannot	  find	  it.”	  
	  

79	   	  	  And	  he	  went	  out.	  She	  stayed	  there,	  in	  her	  ball	  dress,	  without	  

strength	  to	  go	  to	  bed,	  overwhelmed,	  on	  a	  chair,	  without	  a	  fire,	  

without	  a	  thought.	  

	  

80	   	  	  Her	  husband	  came	  back	  about	  seven	  o’clock.	  He	  had	  found	  

nothing.	  
	  

81	   	  	  Then	  he	  went	  to	  police	  headquarters,	  to	  the	  newspapers	  to	  offer	  

a	  reward,	  to	  the	  cab	  company;	  he	  did	  everything,	  in	  fact,	  that	  a	  

trace	  of	  hope	  could	  urge	  him	  to.	  

	  

82	   	  	  She	  waited	  all	  day,	  in	  the	  same	  dazed	  state	  in	  face	  of	  this	  

horrible	  disaster.	  
	  

83	   	  	  Loisel	  came	  back	  in	  the	  evening,	  with	  his	  face	  worn	  and	  white;	  

he	  had	  discovered	  nothing.	  
	  

84	   	  	  “You	  must	  write	  to	  your	  friend,”	  he	  said,	  “that	  you	  have	  broken	  

the	  clasp	  of	  her	  necklace	  and	  that	  you	  are	  having	  it	  repaired.	  

That	  will	  give	  us	  time	  to	  turn	  around.”	  

	  

85	   	  	  She	  wrote	  as	  he	  dictated.	   	  

Section	  Five	   	  

86	   At	  the	  end	  of	  a	  week	  they	  had	  lost	  all	  hope.	  And	  Loisel,	  aged	  by	  

five	  years,	  declared:—	  
	  

87	   	  	  “We	  must	  see	  how	  we	  can	  replace	  those	  jewels.”	   	  
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88	   	  	  The	  next	  day	  they	  took	  the	  case	  which	  had	  held	  them	  to	  the	  

jeweler	  whose	  name	  was	  in	  the	  cover.	  He	  consulted	  his	  books.	  
	  

89	   	  	  “It	  was	  not	  I,	  madam,	  who	  sold	  this	  necklace.	  I	  only	  supplied	  the	  

case.”	  
	  

90	   	  	  Then	  they	  went	  from	  jeweler	  to	  jeweler,	  looking	  for	  a	  necklace	  

like	  the	  other,	  consulting	  their	  memory,—sick	  both	  of	  them	  with	  

grief	  and	  anxiety.	  

	  

91	   	  	  In	  a	  shop	  in	  the	  Palais	  Royal,	  they	  found	  a	  diamond	  necklace	  

that	  seemed	  to	  them	  absolutely	  like	  the	  one	  they	  were	  seeking.	  It	  

was	  priced	  forty	  thousand	  francs.	  They	  could	  have	  it	  for	  thirty-six.	  

	  

92	   	  	  They	  begged	  the	  jeweler	  not	  to	  sell	  it	  for	  three	  days.	  And	  they	  

made	  a	  bargain	  that	  he	  should	  take	  it	  back	  for	  thirty-four	  

thousand,	  if	  the	  first	  was	  found	  before	  the	  end	  of	  February.	  

	  

93	   	  	  Loisel	  possessed	  eighteen	  thousand	  francs	  which	  his	  father	  had	  

left	  him.	  He	  had	  to	  borrow	  the	  remainder.	  
	  

94	   	  	  He	  borrowed,	  asking	  a	  thousand	  francs	  from	  one,	  five	  hundred	  

from	  another,	  five	  here,	  three	  louis	  there.	  He	  gave	  promissory	  

notes,	  made	  ruinous	  agreements,	  dealt	  with	  usurers,	  with	  all	  

kinds	  of	  lenders.	  He	  compromised	  the	  end	  of	  his	  life,	  risked	  his	  

signature	  without	  even	  knowing	  whether	  it	  could	  be	  honored;	  

and,	  frightened	  by	  all	  the	  anguish	  of	  the	  future,	  by	  the	  black	  

misery	  which	  was	  about	  to	  settle	  down	  on	  him,	  by	  the	  perspective	  

of	  all	  sorts	  of	  physical	  deprivations	  and	  of	  all	  sorts	  of	  moral	  

tortures,	  he	  went	  to	  buy	  the	  new	  diamond	  necklace,	  laying	  down	  

on	  the	  jeweler’s	  counter	  thirty-six	  thousand	  francs.	  

	  

95	   	  	  When	  Mme.	  Loisel	  took	  back	  the	  necklace	  to	  Mme.	  Forester,	  the	  

latter	  said,	  with	  an	  irritated	  air:—	  
	  

96	   	  	  “You	  ought	  to	  have	  brought	  it	  back	  sooner,	  for	  I	  might	  have	   	  
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needed	  it.”	  

97	   	  	  She	  did	  not	  open	  the	  case,	  which	  her	  friend	  had	  been	  fearing.	  If	  

she	  had	  noticed	  the	  substitution,	  what	  would	  she	  have	  thought?	  

What	  would	  she	  have	  said?	  Might	  she	  not	  have	  been	  taken	  for	  a	  

thief?	  

	  

Section	  Six	   	  

98	   Mme.	  Loisel	  learned	  the	  horrible	  life	  of	  the	  needy.	  She	  made	  the	  

best	  of	  it,	  moreover,	  frankly,	  heroically.	  The	  frightful	  debt	  must	  be	  

paid.	  She	  would	  pay	  it.	  They	  dismissed	  the	  servant;	  they	  changed	  

their	  rooms;	  they	  took	  an	  attic	  under	  the	  roof.	  

	  

99	   	  	  She	  learned	  the	  rough	  work	  of	  the	  household,	  the	  odious	  labors	  

of	  the	  kitchen.	  She	  washed	  the	  dishes,	  wearing	  out	  her	  pink	  nails	  

on	  the	  greasy	  pots	  and	  the	  bottoms	  of	  the	  pans.	  She	  washed	  the	  

dirty	  linen,	  the	  shirts	  and	  the	  towels,	  which	  she	  dried	  on	  a	  rope;	  

she	  carried	  down	  the	  garbage	  to	  the	  street	  every	  morning,	  and	  

she	  carried	  up	  the	  water,	  pausing	  for	  breath	  on	  every	  floor.	  And,	  

dressed	  like	  a	  woman	  of	  the	  people,	  she	  went	  to	  the	  fruiterer,	  the	  

grocer,	  the	  butcher,	  a	  basket	  on	  her	  arm,	  bargaining,	  insulted,	  

fighting	  for	  her	  wretched	  money,	  sou	  by	  sou.	  

	  

100	   	  	  Every	  month	  they	  had	  to	  pay	  notes,	  to	  renew	  others	  to	  gain	  time.	   	  

101	   	  	  The	  husband	  worked	  in	  the	  evening	  keeping	  up	  the	  books	  of	  a	  

shopkeeper,	  and	  at	  night	  often	  he	  did	  copying	  at	  five	  sous	  the	  

page.	  

	  

102	   	  	  And	  this	  life	  lasted	  ten	  years.	   	  

103	   	  	  At	  the	  end	  of	  ten	  years	  they	  had	  paid	  everything	  back,	  

everything,	  with	  the	  rates	  of	  usury	  and	  all	  the	  accumulation	  of	  

heaped-up	  interest.	  

	  

104	   	  	  Mme.	  Loisel	  seemed	  aged	  now.	  She	  had	  become	  the	  robust	   	  
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woman,	  hard	  and	  rough,	  of	  a	  poor	  household.	  Badly	  combed,	  with	  

her	  skirts	  awry	  and	  her	  hands	  red,	  her	  voice	  was	  loud,	  and	  she	  

washed	  the	  floor	  with	  splashing	  water.	  

105	   	  	  But	  sometimes,	  when	  her	  husband	  was	  at	  the	  office,	  she	  sat	  

down	  by	  the	  window	  and	  she	  thought	  of	  that	  evening	  long	  ago,	  of	  

that	  ball,	  where	  she	  had	  been	  so	  beautiful	  and	  so	  admired.	  

	  

106	   	  	  What	  would	  have	  happened	  if	  she	  had	  not	  lost	  that	  necklace?	  

Who	  knows?	  Who	  knows?	  How	  singular	  life	  is,	  how	  changeable!	  

What	  a	  little	  thing	  it	  takes	  to	  save	  you	  or	  to	  lose	  you.	  

	  

107	   	  	  Then,	  one	  Sunday,	  as	  she	  was	  taking	  a	  turn	  in	  the	  Champs	  

Elysées,	  as	  a	  recreation	  after	  the	  labors	  of	  the	  week,	  she	  perceived	  

suddenly	  a	  woman	  walking	  with	  a	  child.	  It	  was	  Mme.	  Forester,	  

still	  young,	  still	  beautiful,	  still	  seductive.	  

	  

108	   	  	  Mme.	  Loisel	  felt	  moved.	  Should	  she	  speak	  to	  her?	  Yes,	  certainly.	  

And	  now	  that	  she	  had	  paid	  up,	  she	  would	  tell	  her	  all.	  Why	  not?	  
	  

109	   	  	  She	  drew	  near.	   	  

110	   	  	  “Good	  morning,	  Jeanne.”	   	  

111	   	  	  The	  other	  did	  not	  recognize	  her,	  astonished	  to	  be	  hailed	  thus	  

familiarly	  by	  this	  woman	  of	  the	  people.	  She	  hesitated—	  
	  

112	   	  	  “But—madam—I	  don’t	  know—are	  you	  not	  making	  a	  mistake?”	   	  

113	   	  	  “No.	  I	  am	  Mathilde	  Loisel.”	   	  

114	   	  	  Her	  friend	  gave	  a	  cry—	   	  

115	   	  	  “Oh!—My	  poor	  Mathilde,	  how	  you	  are	  changed.”	   	  

116	   	  	  “Yes,	  I	  have	  had	  hard	  days	  since	  I	  saw	  you,	  and	  many	  troubles,—

and	  that	  because	  of	  you.”	  
	  

117	   	  	  “Of	  me?—How	  so?”	   	  

118	   	  	  “You	  remember	  that	  diamond	  necklace	  that	  you	  lent	  me	  to	  go	  to	  

the	  ball	  at	  the	  Ministry?”	  
	  



	  

	   12	  

NOTES:	  

119	   	  	  “Yes.	  And	  then?”	   	  

120	   	  	  “Well,	  I	  lost	  it.”	   	  

121	   	  	  “How	  can	  that	  be?—since	  you	  brought	  it	  back	  to	  me?”	   	  

122	   	  	  “I	  brought	  you	  back	  another	  just	  like	  it.	  And	  now	  for	  ten	  years	  

we	  have	  been	  paying	  for	  it.	  You	  will	  understand	  that	  it	  was	  not	  

easy	  for	  us,	  who	  had	  nothing.	  At	  last,	  it	  is	  done,	  and	  I	  am	  mighty	  

glad.”	  

	  

123	   	  	  Mme.	  Forester	  had	  guessed.	   	  

124	   	  	  “You	  say	  that	  you	  bought	  a	  diamond	  necklace	  to	  replace	  mine?”	   	  

125	   	  	  “Yes.	  You	  did	  not	  notice	  it,	  even,	  did	  you?	  They	  were	  exactly	  

alike?”	  
	  

126	   	  	  And	  she	  smiled	  with	  proud	  and	  naïve	  joy.	   	  

127	   	  	  Mme.	  Forester,	  much	  moved,	  took	  her	  by	  both	  hands:—	   	  

128	  
	  	  “Oh,	  my	  poor	  Mathilde.	  But	  mine	  were	  false.	  At	  most	  they	  were	  

worth	  five	  hundred	  francs!”	  
	  

	  
What	  is	  the	  theme	  of	  this	  short	  story?	  

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________	  
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Story	  Two:	  

Rules	  of	  The	  Game	  By	  Amy	  Tan	  
	  
	  	  	  	  I	  was	  six	  when	  my	  mother	  taught	  me	  the	  art	  of	  invisible	  strength.	  It	  was	  a	  strategy	  

for	  winning	   arguments,	   respect	   from	   others,	   and	   eventually,	   though	   neither	   of	   us	  

knew	  it	  at	  the	  time,	  chess	  games.	  

	  	  	  	  "Bite	  back	  your	  tongue,"	  scolded	  my	  mother	  when	  I	  cried	  loudly,	  yanking	  her	  hand	  

toward	  the	  store	  that	  sold	  bags	  of	  salted	  plums.	  At	  home,	  she	  said,	  "Wise	  guy,	  he	  not	  

go	  against	  wind.	  In	  Chinese	  we	  say,	  Come	  from	  South,	  blow	  with	  wind-‐poom!-‐North	  

will	  follow.	  Strongest	  wind	  cannot	  be	  seen."	  

The	   next	   week	   I	   bit	   back	  my	   tongue	   as	   we	   entered	   the	   store	   with	   the	   forbidden	  

candies.	  When	  my	  mother	  finished	  her	  shopping,	  she	  quietly	  plucked	  a	  small	  bag	  of	  

plums	  from	  the	  rack	  and	  put	  it	  on	  the	  counter	  with	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  items.	  ,	  

	  	  	  	  My	  mother	  imparted	  her	  daily	  truths	  so	  she	  could	  help	  my	  older	  brothers	  and	  me	  

rise	  above	  our	  circumstances.	  We	  lived	  in.	  San	  Francisco's	  Chinatown.	  Like	  most	  of	  

the	  other	  Chinese	   children	  who	  played	   in	   the	  back	  alleys	  of	   restaurants	  and	  curio	  

shops,	  I	  didn't	  think	  we	  were	  poor.	  My	  bowl	  was	  always	  full,	  three	  five-‐course	  meals	  

every	   day,	   beginning	  with	   a	   soup	   of	  mysterious	   things	   I	   didn't	  want	   to	   know	   the	  

names	  of.	  

	  	  	  	  We	   lived	  on	  Waverly	  Place,	   in	  a	  warm,	  clean,	   two-‐bedroom	  flat	   that	  sat	  above	  a	  

small	   Chinese	   bakery	   specializing	   in	   steamed	   pastries	   and	   dim	   sum.	   In	   the	   early	  

morning,	   when	   the	   alley	   was	   still	   quiet,	   I	   could	   smell	   fragrant	   red	   beans	   as	   they	  

were	  cooked	  down	  to	  a	  pasty	  sweetness.	  By	  daybreak,	  our	  flat	  was	  heavy	  with	  the	  

odor	   of	   fried	   sesame	   balls	   and	   sweet	   curried	   chicken	   crescents.	   From	   my	   bed,	   I	  

would	  listen	  as	  my	  father	  got	  ready	  for	  work,	  then	  locked	  the	  door	  behind	  him,	  one-‐

two-‐three	  clicks.	  

	  	  	  	  At	  the	  end	  of	  our	  two-‐block	  alley	  was	  a	  small	  sandlot	  playground	  with	  swings	  and	  

slides	  well-‐shined	  down	  the	  middle	  with	  use.	  The	  play	  area	  was	  bordered	  by	  wood-‐

slat	  benches	  where	  old-‐country	  people	  sat	  cracking	  roasted	  watermelon	  seeds	  with	  

their	   golden	   teeth	   and	   scattering	   the	   husks	   to	   an	   impatient	   gathering	   of	   gurgling	  
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pigeons.	  The	  best	  playground,	  however,	  was	   the	  dark	   alley	   itself.	   It	  was	   crammed	  

with	   daily	   mysteries	   and	   adventures.	   My	   brothers	   and	   I	   would	   peer	   into	   the	  

medicinal	  herb	  shop,	  watching	  old	  Li	  dole	  out	  onto	  a	  stiff	  sheet	  of	  white	  paper	  the	  

right	  amount	  of	  insect	  shells,	  saffron-‐colored	  seeds,	  and	  pungent	  leaves	  for	  his	  ailing	  

customers.	  It	  was	  said	  that	  he	  once	  cured	  a	  woman	  dying	  of	  an	  ancestral	  curse	  that	  

had	  eluded	  the	  best	  of	  American	  doctors.	  Next	  to	  the	  pharmacy	  was	  a	  printer	  who	  

specialized	  in	  gold-‐embossed	  wedding	  invitations	  and	  festive	  red	  banners.	  

	  	  	  	  Farther	  down	  the	  street	  was	  Ping	  Yuen	  Fish	  Market.	  The	  front	  window	  displayed	  a	  

tank	  crowded	  with	  doomed	  fish	  and	  turtles	  struggling	  to	  gain	  footing	  on	  the	  slimy	  

green-‐tiled	  sides.	  A	  hand-‐written	  sign	  informed	  tourists,	  

"Within	   this	   store,	   is	   all	   for	   food,	   not	   for	   pet."	   Inside,	   the	   butchers	   with	   their	  

bloodstained	  white	   smocks	   deftly	   gutted	   the	   fish	  while	   customers	   cried	   out	   their	  

orders	   and	   shouted,	   "Give	   me	   your	   freshest,"	   to	   which	   the	   butchers	   always	  

protested,	   "All	   are	   freshest."	   On	   less	   crowded	  market	   days,	  we	  would	   inspect	   the	  

crates	   of	   live	   frogs	   and	   crabs	  which	  we	  were	  warned	   not	   to	   poke,	   boxes	   of	   dried	  

cuttlefish,	  and	  row	  upon	  row	  of	  iced	  prawns,	  squid,	  and	  slippery	  fish.	  The	  sanddabs	  

made	  me	  shiver	  each	  time;	  their	  eyes	  lay	  on	  one	  flattened	  side	  and	  reminded	  me	  of	  

my	  mother's	  story	  of	  a	  careless	  girl	  who	  ran	  into	  a	  crowded	  street	  and	  was	  crushed	  

by	  a	  cab.	  "Was	  smash	  flat,"	  reported	  my	  mother.	  

	  	  	  	   At	   the	   corner	   of	   the	   alley	   was	   Hong	   Sing's,	   a	   four-‐table	   cafe	   with	   a	   recessed	  

stairwell	  in	  front	  that	  led	  to	  a	  door	  marked	  "Tradesmen."	  My	  brothers	  and	  I	  believed	  

the	  bad	  people	  emerged	  from	  this	  door	  at	  night.	  Tourists	  never	  went	  to	  Hong	  Sing's,	  

since	   the	  menu	  was	   printed	   only	   in	   Chinese.	   A	   Caucasian	  man	  with	   a	   big	   camera	  

once	  posed	  me	  and	  my	  playmates	  in	  front	  of	  the	  restaurant.	  He	  had	  us	  move	  to	  the	  

side	   of	   the	   picture	  window	   so	   the	   photo	  would	   capture	   the	   roasted	   duck	  with	   its	  

head	   dangling	   from	   a	   juice-‐covered	   rope.	   After	   he	   took	   the	   picture,	   I	   told	   him	   he	  

should	  go	  into	  Hong	  Sing's	  and	  eat	  dinner.	  When	  he	  smiled	  and	  asked	  me	  what	  they	  

served,	   I	  shouted,	  "Guts	  and	  duck's	   feet	  and	  octopus	  gizzards!"	  Then	  I	  ran	  off	  with	  

my	  friends,	  shrieking	  with	  laughter	  as	  we	  scampered	  across	  the	  alley	  and	  hid	  in	  the	  
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entryway	  grotto	  of	  the	  China	  Gem	  Company,	  my	  heart	  pounding	  with	  hope	  that	  he	  

would	  chase	  us.	  

	  	  	  	  My	  mother	  named	  me	  after	   the	  street	   that	  we	   lived	  on:	  Waverly	  Place	   Jong,	  my	  

official	  name	  for	  important	  American	  documents.	  But	  my	  family	  called	  me	  Meimei,	  

"Little	  Sister."	  I	  was	  the	  youngest,	  the	  only	  daughter.	  Each	  morn	  

ing	  before	  school,	  my	  mother	  would	  twist	  and	  yank	  on	  my	  thick	  black	  hair	  until	  she	  

had	  formed	  two	  tightly	  wound	  pigtails.	  One	  day,	  as	  she	  struggled	  to	  weave	  a	  hard-‐

toothed	  comb	  through	  my	  disobedient	  hair,	  I	  had	  a	  sly	  thought.	  

	  	  	  	   I	  asked	  her,	   "Ma,	  what	   is	  Chinese	  torture?"	  My	  mother	  shook	  her	  head.	  A	  bobby	  

pin	   was	   wedged	   between	   her	   lips.	   She	   wetted	   her	   palm	   and	   smoothed	   the	   hair	  

above	  my	  ear,	  then	  pushed	  the	  pin	  in	  so	  that	  it	  nicked	  sharply	  against	  my	  scalp/.	  

	  	  	  	   'Who	   say	   this	  word?"	   she	   asked	  without	   a	   trace	   of	   knowing	   how	  wicked	   I	  was	  

being.	  I	  shrugged	  my	  shoulders	  and	  said,	  "Some	  boy	  in	  my	  class	  said	  Chinese	  people	  

do	  Chinese	  torture."	  

	  	  	  	  "Chinese	  people.do	  many	  things,"	  she	  said	  simply.	  "Chinese	  people	  do	  business,	  do	  

medicine,	  do	  painting.	  Not	  lazy	  like	  American	  people.	  We	  do	  torture.	  Best	  torture."	  

My	  older	  brother	  Vincent	  was	  the	  one	  who	  actually	  got	  the	  chess	  set.	  We	  had	  gone	  to	  

the	  annual	  Christmas	  party	  held	  at	  the	  First	  Chinese	  Baptist	  Church	  at	  the	  end	  of	  the	  

alley.	   The	   missionary	   ladies	   had	   put	   together	   a	   Santa	   bag	   of	   gifts	   donated	   by	  

members	   of	   another	   church.	   None	   of	   the	   gifts	   had	   names	   on	   them.	   There	   were	  

separate	  sacks	  for	  boys	  and	  girls	  of	  different	  ages.	  One	  of	  the	  Chinese	  parishioners	  

had	  donned	  a	  Santa	  Claus	  costume	  and	  a	  stiff	  paper	  beard	  with	  cotton	  balls	  glued	  to	  

it.	   I	   think	   the	  only	   children	  who	   thought	  he	  was	   the	   real	   thing	  were	   too	  young	   to	  

know	   that	   Santa	   Claus	   was	   not	   Chinese.	   When	   my	   turn	   came	   up,	   the	   Santa	   man	  

asked	  me	  how	  old	  I	  was.	  I	  thought	  it	  was	  a	  trick	  question;	  I	  was	  seven	  according	  to	  

the	  American	  formula	  and	  eight	  by	  the	  Chinese	  calendar.	  I	  said	  I	  was	  born	  on	  March	  

17,	  1951.	  That	  seemed	  to	  satisfy	  him.	  He	  then	  solemnly	  asked	  if	  I	  had	  been	  a	  very,	  

very	  good	  girl	  this	  year	  and	  did	  I	  believe	  in	  Jesus	  Christ	  and	  obey	  my	  parents.	  I	  knew	  

the	  only	  answer	  to	  that.	  I	  nodded	  back	  with	  equal	  solemnity.	  



	  

	   16	  

NOTES:	  

	  	  	  	  Having	  watched	  the	  older	  children	  opening	  their	  gifts,	  I	  already	  knew	  that	  the	  big	  

gifts	  were	  not	  necessarily	  the	  nicest	  ones.	  One	  girl	  my	  age	  got	  a	  large	  coloring	  book	  

of	  biblical	  characters,	  while	  a	  less	  greedy	  girl	  who	  selected	  a	  smaller	  box	  received	  a	  

glass	  vial	  of	  lavender	  toilet	  water.	  The	  sound	  of	  the	  box	  was	  also	  important.	  A	  ten-‐

year-‐old	  boy	  had	  chosen	  a	  box	  that	  jangled	  when	  he	  shook	  it.	  It	  was	  a	  tin	  globe	  of	  the	  

world	  with	  a	  slit	  for	  inserting	  money.	  He	  must	  have	  thought	  it	  was	  full	  of	  dimes	  and	  

nickels,	   because	  when	   he	   saw	   that	   it	   had	   just	   ten	   pennies,	   his	   face	   fell	  with	   such	  

undisguised	   disappointment	   that	   his	  mother	   slapped	   the	   side	   of	   his	   head	   and	   led	  

him	  out	  of	  the	  church	  hall,	  apologizing	  to	  the	  crowd	  for	  her	  son	  who	  had	  such	  bad	  

manners	  he	  couldn't	  appreciate	  such	  a	  fine	  gift.	  

	  	  	  	  As	  I	  peered	  into	  the	  sack,	  I	  quickly	  fingered	  the	  remaining	  presents,	  testing	  their	  

weight,	   imagining	   what	   they	   contained.	   I	   chose	   a	   heavy,	   compact	   one	   that	   was	  

wrapped	   in	   shiny	   silver	   foil	   and	   a	   red	   satin	   ribbon.	   It	   was	   a	   twelve-‐pack	   of	   Life	  

Savers	  and	  I	  spent	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  party	  arranging	  and	  rearranging	  the	  candy	  tubes	  in	  

the	   order	   of	   my	   favorites.	   My	   bother	   Winston	   chose	   wisely	   as	   well.	   His	   present	  

turned	   out	   to	   be	   a	   box	   of	   intricate	   plastic	   parts;	   the	   instructions	   on	   the	   box	  

proclaimed	   that	  when	   they	  were	   properly	   assembled	  he	  would	   have	   an	   authentic	  

miniature	  replica	  of	  a	  World	  War	  11	  submarine.	  

	  	  	  	  Vincent	  got	  the	  chess	  set,	  which	  would	  have	  been	  a	  very	  decent	  present	  to	  get	  at	  a	  

church	  Christmas	  party,	  except	  it	  was	  obviously	  used	  and,	  as	  we	  discovered	  later,	  it	  

was	  missing	   a	   black	   pawn	   and	   a	  white	   knight.	  My	  mother	   graciously	   thanked	   the	  

unknown	  benefactor,	  saying,	  "Too	  good.	  Cost	  too	  much."	  At	  which	  point,	  an	  old	  lady	  

with	   fine	   white,	   wispy	   hair	   nodded	   toward	   our	   family	   and	   said	   with	   a	   whistling	  

whisper,	  "Merry,	  merry	  Christmas."	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  

	  	  	  	  When	  we	  got	  home,	  my	  mother	  told	  Vincent	  to	  throw	  the	  chess	  set	  away.	  "She	  not	  

want	   it.	  We	  not	  want	   it."	   she	   said,	   tossing	  her	  head	  stiffly	   to	   the	   side	  with	  a	   tight,	  

proud	   smile.	   My	   brothers	   had	   deaf	   ears.	   They	   were	   already	   lining	   up	   the	   chess	  

pieces	   and	   reading	   from	   the	   dog-‐eared	   instruction	   book.	  	   I	   watched	   Vincent	   and	  

Winston	   play	   during	   Christmas	   week.	   The	   chessboard	   seemed	   to	   hold	   elaborate	  
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secrets	  waiting	   to	   be	   untangled.	   The	   chessmen	  were	  more	   powerful	   than	   old	   Li's	  

magic	  herbs	  that	  cured	  ancestral	  curses.	  And	  my	  brothers	  wore	  such	  serious	  faces	  

that	   I	   was	   sure	   something	   was	   at	   stake	   that	   was	   greater	   than	   avoiding	   the	  

tradesmen's	  door	  to	  Hong	  Sing's.	  

	  	  	  	  "Let	  me!	  Let	  me!"	  I	  begged	  between	  games	  when	  one	  brother	  or	  the	  other	  would	  

sit	  back	  with	  a	  deep	  sigh	  of	  relief	  and	  victory,	  the	  other	  annoyed,	  unable	  to	  let	  go	  of	  

the	   outcome.	   Vincent	   at	   first	   refused	   to	   let	   me	   play,	   but	   when	   I	   offered	   my	   Life	  

Savers	   as	   replacements	   for	   the	   buttons	   that	   filled	   in	   for	   the	   missing	   pieces,	   he	  

relented.	  He	  chose	  the	   flavors:	  wild	  cherry	   for	  the	  black	  pawn	  and	  peppermint	   for	  

the	  white	  knight.	  Winner	  could	  eat	  both.	  

	  	  	  	  As	  our	  mother	  sprinkled	  flour	  and	  rolled	  out	  small	  doughy	  circles	  for	  the	  steamed	  

dumplings	  that	  would	  be	  our	  dinner	  that	  night,	  Vincent	  explained	  the	  rules,	  pointing	  

to	  each	  piece.	  "You	  have	  sixteen	  pieces	  and	  so	  do	  I.	  One	  king	  and	  queen,	  two	  bishops,	  

two	  knights,	   two	  castles,	  and	  eight	  pawns.	  The	  pawns	  can	  only	  move	   forward	  one	  

step,	  except	  on	  the	  first	  move.	  Then	  they	  can	  move	  two.	  But	  they	  can	  only	  take	  men	  

by	  moving	  crossways	   like	  this,	  except	   in	  the	  beginning,	  when	  you	  can	  move	  ahead	  

and	  take	  another	  pawn."	  

	  	  	  	  "Why?"	  I	  asked	  as	  I	  moved	  my	  pawn.	  "Why	  can't	  they	  move	  more	  steps?"	  "Because	  

they're	  pawns,"	  he	  said.	  

	  	  	  	  "But	  why	  do	  they	  go	  crossways	  to	  take	  other	  men?	  Why	  aren't	  there	  any	  women	  

and	  children?"	  

	  	  	  	  "Why	  is	  the	  sky	  blue?	  Why	  must	  you	  always	  ask	  stupid	  questions?"	  asked	  Vincent.	  

"This	  is	  a	  game.	  These	  are	  the	  rules.	  I	  didn't	  make	  them	  up.	  See.	  Here	  in	  the	  book."	  

He	  jabbed	  a	  page	  with	  a	  pawn	  in	  his	  hand.	  "Pawn.	  P-‐A-‐W-‐N.	  Pawn.	  Read	  it	  yourself."	  

	  	  	  	  My	  mother	  patted	  the	  flour	  off	  her	  hands.	  "Let	  me	  see	  book,"	  she	  said	  quietly.	  She	  

scanned	   the	   pages	   quickly,	   not	   reading	   the	   foreign	   English	   symbols,	   seeming	   to	  

search	  deliberately	  for	  nothing	  in	  particular.	  
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	  	  	  	   "This	  American	  rules,"	   she	  concluded	  at	   last.	   "Every	   time	  people	  come	  out	   from	  

foreign	  country,	  must	  know	  rules.	  You	  not	  know,	  judge	  say,	  Too	  bad,	  go	  back.	  They	  

not	  telling	  you	  why	  so	  you	  can	  use	  their	  way	  go	  forward.	  They	  say,	  

	  	  	  	  Don't	  know	  why,	  you	  find	  out	  yourself.	  But	  they	  knowing	  all	  the	  time.	  Better	  you	  

take	  it,	  find	  out	  why	  yourself."	  She	  tossed	  her	  head	  back	  with	  a	  satisfied	  smile.	  

	  	  	  	   I	   found	   out	   about	   all	   the	  whys	   later.	   I	   read	   the	   rules	   and	   looked	   up	   all	   the	   big	  

words	  in	  a	  dictionary.	  I	  borrowed	  books	  from	  the	  Chinatown	  library.	  I	  studied	  each	  

chess	  piece,	  trying	  to	  absorb	  the	  power	  each	  contained.	  

	  	  	  	  I	  learned	  about	  opening	  moves	  and	  why	  it's	  important	  to	  control	  the	  center	  early	  

on;	  the	  shortest	  distance	  between	  two	  points	  is	  straight	  down	  the	  middle.	  I	  learned	  

about	   the	  middle	  game	  and	  why	   tactics	  between	   two	  adversaries	  are	   like	  clashing	  

ideas;	  the	  one	  who	  plays	  better	  has	  the	  clearest	  plans	  for	  both	  attacking	  and	  getting	  

out	   of	   traps.	   I	   learned	   why	   it	   is	   essential	   in	   the	   endgame	   to	   have	   foresight,	   a	  

mathematical	  understanding	  of	  all	  possible	  moves,	  and	  patience;	  all	  weaknesses	  and	  

advantages	   become	   evident	   to	   a	   strong	   adversary	   and	   are	   obscured	   to	   a	   tiring	  

opponent.	  I	  discovered	  that	  for	  the	  whole	  game	  one	  must	  gather	  invisible	  strengths	  

and	  see	  the	  endgame	  before	  the	  game	  begins.	  

	  	  	  	   I	   also	   found	   out	  why	   I	   should	   never	   reveal	   "why"	   to	   others.	   A	   little	   knowledge	  

withheld	  is	  a	  great	  advantage	  one	  should	  store	  for	  future	  use.	  That	  is	  the	  power	  of	  

chess.	  It	  is	  a	  game	  of	  secrets	  in	  which	  one	  must	  show	  and	  never	  tell.	  

	  	  	  	   I	   loved	   the	   secrets	   I	   found	   within	   the	   sixty-‐four	   black	   and	   white	   squares.	   I	  

carefully	   drew	   a	   handmade	   chessboard	   and	   pinned	   it	   to	   the	  wall	   next	   to	  my	   bed,	  

where	  I	  would	  stare	  for	  hours	  at	  imaginary	  battles.	  Soon	  I	  no	  longer	  lost	  any	  games	  

or	   Life	   Savers,	   but	   I	   lost	  my	   adversaries.	  Winston	   and	  Vincent	   decided	   they	  were	  

more	   interested	   in	   roaming	   the	   streets	   after	   school	   in	   their	   Hopalong	   Cassidy	  

cowboy	  hats.	  

	  	  	  	  On	  a	  cold	  spring	  afternoon,	  while	  walking	  home	  from	  school,	  I	  detoured	  through	  

the	  playground	  at	  the	  end	  of	  our	  alley.	  I	  saw	  a	  group	  of	  old	  men,	  two	  seated	  across	  a	  

folding	   table	   playing	   a	   game	   of	   chess,	   others	   smoking	   pipes,	   eating	   peanuts,	   and	  
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watching.	   I	   ran	   home	   and	   grabbed	   Vincent's	   chess	   set,	   which	   was	   bound	   in	   a	  

cardboard	  box	  with	  rubber	  bands.	   I	  also	  carefully	   selected	   two	  prized	  rolls	  of	  Life	  

Savers.	  I	  came	  back	  to	  the	  park	  and	  approached	  a	  man	  who	  was	  observing	  the	  game.	  

	  	  	  	  "Want	  to	  play?"	  I	  asked	  him.	  His	  face	  widened	  with	  surprise	  and	  he	  grinned	  as	  he	  

looked	  at	  the	  box	  under	  my	  arm.	  

	  	  	  	   "Little	   sister,	   been	   a	   long	   time	   since	   I	   play	   with	   dolls,"	   he	   said,	   smiling	  

benevolently.	  I	  quickly	  put	  the	  box	  down	  next	  to	  him	  on	  the	  bench	  and	  displayed	  my	  

retort.	  

	  	  	  	  Lau	  Po,	  as	  he	  allowed	  me	  to	  call	  him,	  turned	  out	  to	  be	  a	  much	  better	  player	  than	  

my	  brothers.	  I	  lost	  many	  games	  and	  many	  Life	  Savers.	  But	  over	  the	  weeks,	  with	  each	  

diminishing	   roll	   of	   candies,	   I	   added	   new	   secrets.	   Lau	   Po	   gave	  me	   the	   names.	   The	  

Double	  Attack	   from	   the	  East	   and	  West	   Shores.	   Throwing	   Stones	   on	   the	  Drowning	  

Man.	  The	   Sudden	  Meeting	  of	   the	  Clan.	  The	   Surprise	   from	   the	   Sleeping	  Guard.	  The	  

Humble	  Servant	  Who	  Kills	  the	  King.	  Sand	  in	  the	  Eyes	  of	  Advancing	  Forces.	  A	  Double	  

Killing	  Without	  Blood.	  

	  	  	  	   There	   were	   also	   the	   fine	   points	   of	   chess	   etiquette.	   Keep	   captured	  men	   in	   neat	  

rows,	  as	  well-‐tended	  prisoners.	  Never	  announce	  "Check"	  with	  vanity,	   lest	  someone	  

with	  an	  unseen	  sword	  slit	  your	  throat.	  Never	  hurl	  pieces	  into	  the	  

sandbox	   after	   you	   have	   lost	   a	   game,	   because	   then	   you	   must	   find	   them	   again,	   by	  

yourself,	  after	  apologizing	  to	  all	  around	  you.	  By	  the	  end	  of	  the	  summer,	  Lau	  Po	  had	  

taught	  me	  all	  he	  knew,	  and	  I	  had	  become	  a	  better	  chess	  player.	  

	  	  	  	  A	  small	  weekend	  crowd	  of	  Chinese	  people	  and	  tourists	  would	  gather	  as	  I	  played	  

and	  defeated	  my	  opponents	  one	  by	  one.	  My	  mother	  would	   join	   the	  crowds	  during	  

these	  outdoor	  exhibition	  games.	  She	  sat	  proudly	  on	  the	  bench,	  telling	  my	  admirers	  

with	  proper	  Chinese	  humility,	  "Is	  luck."	  

	  	  	  A	  man	  who	  watched	  me	  play	   in	   the	  park	  suggested	   that	  my	  mother	  allow	  me	  to	  

play	  in	  local	  chess	  tournaments.	  My	  mother	  smiled	  graciously,	  an	  answer	  that	  meant	  

nothing.	  I	  desperately	  wanted	  to	  go,	  but	  I	  bit	  back	  my	  tongue.	  I	  knew	  she	  would	  not	  

let	  me	  play	   among	   strangers.	   So	   as	  we	  walked	  home	   I	   said	   in	   a	   small	   voice	   that	   I	  
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didn't	  want	   to	  play	   in	   the	   local	   tournament.	  They	  would	  have	  American	   rules.	   If	   I	  

lost,	  I	  would	  bring	  shame	  on	  my	  family.	  

	  	  	  	  "Is	  shame	  you	  fall	  down	  nobody	  push	  you,"	  said	  my	  mother.	  

	  	  	  	  During	  my	  first	  tournament,	  my	  mother	  sat	  with	  me	  in	  the	  front	  row	  as	  I	  waited	  

for	  my	  turn.	  I	  frequently	  bounced	  my	  legs	  to	  unstick	  them	  from	  the	  cold	  metal	  seat	  

of	   the	   folding	  chair.	  When	  my	  name	  was	  called,	   I	   leapt	  up.	  My	  mother	  unwrapped	  

something	  in	  her	  lap.	  It	  was	  her	  chang,	  a	  small	  tablet	  of	  red	  jade	  which	  held	  the	  sun's	  

fire.	   "Is	   luck,"	   she	  whispered,	   and	   tucked	   it	   into	  my	   dress	   pocket.	   I	   turned	   to	  my	  

opponent,	  a	  fifteen-‐year-‐old	  boy	  from	  Oakland.	  He	  looked	  at	  me,	  wrinkling	  his	  nose.	  

	  	  	  	  As	  I	  began	  to	  play,	  the	  boy	  disappeared,	  the	  color	  ran	  out	  of	  the	  room,	  and	  I	  saw	  

only	  my	   white	   pieces	   and	   his	   black	   ones	   waiting	   on	   the	   other	   side.	   A	   light	   wind	  

began	  blowing	  past	  my	  ears.	  It	  whispered	  secrets	  only	  I	  could	  hear.	  

	  	  	  	  "Blow	  from	  the	  South,"	  it	  murmured.	  "The	  wind	  leaves	  no	  trail."	  I	  saw	  a	  clear	  path,	  

the	   traps	   to	  avoid.	  The	  crowd	  rustled.	   "Shhh!	  Shhh!"	  said	   the	  corners	  of	   the	  room.	  

The	  wind	   blew	   stronger.	   "Throw	   sand	   from	   the	   East	   to	   distract	   him."	   The	   knight	  

came	   forward	   ready	   for	   the	   sacrifice.	   The	  wind	   hissed,	   louder	   and	   louder.	   "Blow,	  

blow,	  blow.	  He	  cannot	  see.	  He	  is	  blind	  now.	  Make	  him	  lean	  away	  from	  the	  wind	  so	  he	  

is	  easier	  to	  knock	  down."	  

	  	  	  	   "Check,"	   I	   said,	   as	   the	  wind	   roared	  with	   laughter.	   The	  wind	   died	   down	   to	   little	  

puffs,	  my	  own	  breath.	  

	  	  	  	   My	   mother	   placed	   my	   first	   trophy	   next	   to	   a	   new	   plastic	   chess	   set	   that	   the	  

neighborhood	   Tao	   society	   had	   given	   to	   me.	   As	   she	   wiped	   each	   piece	   with	   a	   soft	  

cloth,	  she	  said,	  "Next	  time	  win	  more,	  lose	  less."	  

	  	  	  	  "Ma,	  it's	  not	  how	  many	  pieces	  you	  lose,"	  I	  said.	  "Sometimes	  you	  need	  to	  lose	  pieces	  

to	  get	  ahead."	  

	  	  	  	  "Better	  to	  lose	  less,	  see	  if	  you	  really	  need."	  

	  	  	  	   At	   the	   next	   tournament,	   I	   won	   again,	   but	   it	   was	   my	   mother	   who	   wore	   the	  

triumphant	  grin.	  
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	  	  	  	   "Lost	  eight	  piece	  this	  time.	  Last	  time	  was	  eleven.	  What	  I	   tell	  you?	  Better	  off	   lose	  

less!"	  I	  was	  annoyed,	  but	  I	  couldn't	  say	  anything.	  

	  	  	  	  I	  attended	  more	  tournaments,	  each	  one	  farther	  away	  from	  home.	  I	  won	  all	  games,	  

in	  all	  divisions.	  The	  Chinese	  bakery	  downstairs	  from	  our	  flat	  displayed	  my	  growing	  

collection	  of	  trophies	  in	  its	  window,	  amidst	  the	  dust-‐covered	  cakes	  that	  were	  never	  

picked	   up.	   The	   day	   after	   I	   won	   an	   important	   regional	   tournament,	   the	   window	  

encased	   a	   fresh	   sheet	   cake	   with	   whipped-‐cream	   frosting	   and	   red	   script	   saying	  

"Congratulations,	   Waverly	   Jong,	   Chinatown	   Chess	   Champion."	   Soon	   after	   that,	   a	  

flower	   shop,	   headstone	   engraver,	   and	   funeral	   parlor	   offered	   to	   sponsor	   me	   in	  

national	   tournaments.	   That's	  when	  my	  mother	   decided	   I	   no	   longer	   had	   to	   do	   the	  

dishes.	  Winston	  and	  Vincent	  had	  to	  do	  my	  chores.	  

	  	  	  	  "Why	  does	  she	  get	  to	  play	  and	  we	  do	  all	  the	  work,"	  complained	  Vincent.	  "Is	  new	  

American	  rules,"	  said	  my	  mother.	   "Meimei	  play,	  squeeze	  all	  her	  brains	  out	   for	  win	  

chess.	  You	  play,	  worth	  squeeze	  towel."	  

	  	  	  	  By	  my	  ninth	  birthday,	  I	  was	  a	  national	  chess	  champion.	  I	  was	  still	  some	  429	  points	  

away	   from	   grand-‐master	   status,	   but	   I	   was	   touted	   as	   the	   Great	   American	   Hope,	   a	  

child	  prodigy	  and	  a	  girl	  to	  boot.	  They	  ran	  a	  photo	  of	  me	  in	  Life	  magazine	  next	  to	  a	  

quote	   in	  which	  Bobby	  Fischer	   said,	   "There	  will	   never	  be	   a	  woman	  grand	  master."	  

"Your	  move,	  Bobby,"	  said	  the	  caption.	  

The	  day	   they	   took	   the	  magazine	  picture	   I	  wore	  neatly	  plaited	  braids	   clipped	  with	  

plastic	   barrettes	   trimmed	   with	   rhinestones.	   I	   was	   playing	   in	   a	   large	   high	   school	  

auditorium	  that	  echoed	  with	  phlegmy	  coughs	  and	  the	  squeaky	  rubber	  knobs	  of	  chair	  

legs	   sliding	   across	   freshly	   waxed	   wooden	   floors.	   Seated	   across	   from	   me	   was	   an	  

American	   man,	   about	   the	   same	   age	   as	   Lau	   Po,	   maybe	   fifty.	   I	   remember	   that	   his	  

sweaty	  brow	  seemed	  to	  weep	  at	  my	  every	  move.	  He	  wore	  a	  dark,	  malodorous	  suit.	  

One	  of	  his	  pockets	  was	  stuffed	  with	  a	  great	  white	  kerchief	  on	  which	  he	  wiped	  his	  

palm	  before	  sweeping	  his	  hand	  over	  the	  chosen	  chess	  piece	  with	  great	  flourish.	  

In	   my	   crisp	   pink-‐and-‐white	   dress	   with	   scratchy	   lace	   at	   the	   neck,	   one	   of	   two	   my	  

mother	  had	  sewn	  for	  these	  special	  occasions,	  I	  would	  clasp	  my	  hands	  under	  my	  chin,	  
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the	   delicate	   points	   of	   my	   elbows	   poised	   lightly	   on	   the	   table	   in	   the	   manner	   my	  

mother	   had	   shown	  me	   for	   posing	   for	   the	   press.	   I	  would	   swing	  my	   patent	   leather	  

shoes	  back	  and	   forth	   like	  an	   impatient	   child	   riding	  on	  a	   school	  bus.	  Then	   I	  would	  

pause,	   suck	   in	  my	   lips,	   twirl	  my	   chosen	   piece	   in	  midair	   as	   if	   undecided,	   and	   then	  

firmly	  plant	  it	  in	  its	  new	  threatening	  place,	  with	  a	  triumphant	  smile	  thrown	  back	  at	  

my	  opponent	  for	  good	  measure.	  

	  	  	  	   I	   no	   longer	  played	   in	   the	   alley	   of	  Waverly	  Place.	   I	   never	   visited	   the	  playground	  

where	   the	  pigeons	   and	  old	  men	   gathered.	   I	  went	   to	   school,	   then	  directly	   home	   to	  

learn	  new	  chess	  secrets,	  cleverly	  concealed	  advantages,	  more	  escape	  routes.	  

	  	  	  	  But	  I	  found	  it	  difficult	  to	  concentrate	  at	  home.	  My	  mother	  had	  a	  habit	  of	  standing	  

over	   me	   while	   I	   plotted	   out	   my	   games.	   I	   think	   she	   thought	   of	   herself	   as	   my	  

protective	   ally.	  Her	   lips	  would	  be	   sealed	   tight,	   and	  after	   each	  move	   I	  made,	   a	   soft	  

"Hmmmmph"	  would	  escape	  from	  her	  nose.	  

	  	  	  	  "Ma,	  I	  can't	  practice	  when	  you	  stand	  there	  like	  that,"	  I	  said	  one	  day.	  She	  retreated	  

to	   the	   kitchen	   and	  made	   loud	   noises	   with	   the	   pots	   and	   pans.	  When	   the	   crashing	  

stopped,	   I	   could	   see	   out	   of	   the	   corner	   of	   my	   eye	   that	   she	   was	   standing	   in	   the	  

doorway.	  "Hmmmmph!"	  Only	  this	  one	  came	  out	  of	  her	  tight	  throat.	  

	  	  	  	   My	   parents	   made	   many	   concessions	   to	   allow	   me	   to	   practice.	   One	   time	   I	  

complained	  that	  the	  bedroom	  I	  shared	  was	  so	  noisy	  that	  I	  couldn't	  think.	  Thereafter,	  

my	  brothers	  slept	  in	  a	  bed	  in	  the	  living	  room	  facing	  the	  street.	  I	  said	  I	  couldn't	  finish	  

my	  rice;	  my	  head	  didn't	  work	  right	  when	  my	  stomach	  was	   too	   full.	   I	   left	   the	   table	  

with	  half-‐finished	  bowls	  and	  nobody	  complained.	  But	  there	  was	  one	  duty	  I	  couldn't	  

avoid.	   I	   had	   to	   accompany	   my	   mother	   on	   Saturday	   market	   days	   when	   I	   had	   no	  

tournament	  to	  play.	  My	  mother	  would	  proudly	  walk	  with	  me,	  visiting	  many	  shops,	  

buying	  very	  little.	  "This	  my	  daughter	  Wave-‐ly	  Jong,"	  she	  said	  to	  whoever	  looked	  her	  

way.	  

	  	  	  	  One	  day	  after	  we	  left	  a	  shop	  I	  said	  under	  my	  breath,	  "I	  wish	  you	  wouldn't	  do	  that,	  

telling	  everybody	  I'm	  your	  daughter."	  My	  mother	  stopped	  walking.	  
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Crowds	   of	   people	  with	   heavy	   bags	   pushed	  past	   us	   on	   the	   sidewalk,	   bumping	   into	  

first	  one	  shoulder,	  than	  another.	  

	  	  	  	   "Aii-‐ya.	   So	   shame	   be	   with	   mother?"	   She	   grasped	   my	   hand	   even	   tighter	   as	   she	  

glared	  at	  me.	  

I	   looked	   down.	   "It's	   not	   that,	   it's	   just	   so	   obvious.	   It's	   just	   so	   embarrassing."	  

"Embarrass	   you	  be	  my	  daughter?"	  Her	  voice	  was	   cracking	  with	   anger.	   "That's	  not	  

what	  I	  meant.	  That's	  not	  what	  I	  said."	  

	  	  	  	  "What	  you	  say?"	  

	  	  	  	   I	   knew	   it	   was	   a	  mistake	   to	   say	   anything	  more,	   but	   I	   heard	  my	   voice	   speaking,	  

"Why	  do	  you	  have	  to	  use	  me	  to	  show	  off?	   If	  you	  want	  to	  show	  off,	   then	  why	  don't	  

you	  learn	  to	  play	  chess?"	  

My	  mother's	  eyes	  turned	  into	  dangerous	  black	  slits.	  She	  had	  no	  words	  for	  me,	   just	  

sharp	  silence.	  

	  	  	  	  I	  felt	  the	  wind	  rushing	  around	  my	  hot	  ears.	  I	  jerked	  my	  hand	  out	  of	  my	  mother's	  

tight	   grasp	   and	   spun	   around,	   knocking	   into	   an	   old	   woman.	   Her	   bag	   of	   groceries	  

spilled	  to	  the	  ground.	  

"Aii-‐ya!	   Stupid	   girl!"	   my	   mother	   and	   the	   woman	   cried.	   Oranges	   and	   tin	   cans	  

careened	  down	  the	  sidewalk.	  As	  my	  mother	  stooped	  to	  help	  the	  old	  woman	  pick	  up	  

the	  escaping	  food,	  I	  took	  off.	  

	  	  	  	  I	  raced	  down	  the	  street,	  dashing	  between	  people,	  not	  looking	  back	  as	  my	  mother	  

screamed	  shrilly,	  "Meimei!	  Meimei!"	  I	  fled	  down	  an	  alley,	  past	  dark,	  curtained	  shops	  

and	  merchants	  washing	  the	  grime	  off	  their	  windows.	  I	  sped	  into	  the	  sunlight,	  into	  a	  

large	  street	  crowded	  with	  tourists	  examining	  trinkets	  and	  souvenirs.	  I	  ducked	  into	  

another	  dark	  alley,	  down	  another	   street,	  up	  another	  alley.	   I	   ran	  until	   it	  hurt	  and	   I	  

realized	   I	   had	   nowhere	   to	   go,	   that	   I	   was	   not	   running	   from	   anything.	   The	   alleys	  

contained	  no	  escape	  routes.	  

	  	  	  	  My	   breath	   came	   out	   like	   angry	   smoke.	   It	  was	   cold.	   I	   sat	   down	   on	   an	   upturned	  

plastic	  pail	  next	  to	  a	  stack	  of	  empty	  boxes,	  cupping	  my	  chin	  with	  my	  hands,	  thinking	  

hard.	   I	   imagined	   my	   mother,	   first	   walking	   briskly	   down	   one	   street	   or	   another	  
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looking	   for	  me,	   then	  giving	  up	  and	   returning	  home	   to	   await	  my	  arrival.	  After	   two	  

hours,	  I	  stood	  up	  on	  creaking	  legs	  and	  slowly	  walked	  home.	  The	  alley	  was	  quiet	  and	  

I	  could	  see	  the	  yellow	  lights	  shining	  from	  our	  flat	  like	  two	  tiger's	  eyes	  in	  the	  night.	  I	  

climbed	  the	  sixteen	  steps	  to	  the	  door,	  advancing	  quietly	  up	  each	  so	  as	  not	  to	  make	  

any	  warning	  sounds.	  I	  turned	  the	  knob;	  the	  door	  was	  locked.	  I	  heard	  a	  chair	  moving,	  

quick	  steps,	  the	  locks	  turning-‐click!	  click!	  click!-‐and	  then	  the	  door	  opened.	  

	  	  	  	  "About	  time	  you	  got	  home,"	  said	  Vincent.	  "Boy,	  are	  you	  in	  trouble."	  

He	   slid	  back	   to	   the	  dinner	   table.	  On	   a	  platter	  were	   the	   remains	   of	   a	   large	   fish,	   its	  

fleshy	  head	   still	   connected	   to	   bones	   swimming	  upstream	   in	   vain	   escape.	   Standing	  

there	  waiting	  for	  my	  punishment,	  I	  heard	  my	  mother	  speak	  in	  a	  dry	  voice.	  

	  	  	  	  "We	  not	  concerning	  this	  girl.	  This	  girl	  not	  have	  concerning	  for	  us."	  Nobody	  looked	  

at	   me.	   Bone	   chopsticks	   clinked	   against	   the	   inside	   of	   bowls	   being	   emptied	   into	  

hungry	  mouths.	  

	  	  	  	  I	  walked	  into	  my	  room,	  closed	  the	  door,	  and	  lay	  down	  on	  my	  bed.	  The	  room	  was	  

dark,	  the	  ceiling	  filled	  with	  shadows	  from	  the	  dinnertime	  lights	  of	  neighboring	  flats.	  

In	  my	  head,	   I	   saw	  a	  chessboard	  with	  sixty-‐four	  black	  and	  white	   squares.	  Opposite	  

me	  was	  my	  opponent,	  two	  angry	  black	  slits.	  She	  wore	  a	  triumphant	  smile.	  "Strongest	  

wind	  cannot	  be	  seen,"	  she	  said.	  

	  	  	  	   Her	   black	  men	   advanced	   across	   the	   plane,	   slowly	  marching	   to	   each	   successive	  

level	   as	   a	   single	   unit.	   My	  white	   pieces	   screamed	   as	   they	   scurried	   and	   fell	   off	   the	  

board	  one	  by	  one.	  As	  her	  men	  drew	  closer	  to	  my	  edge,	  I	  felt	  myself	  growing	  light.	  I	  

rose	  up	   into	   the	   air	   and	   flew	  out	   the	  window.	  Higher	   and	  higher,	   above	   the	   alley,	  

over	   the	   tops	  of	   tiled	   roofs,	  where	   I	  was	   gathered	  up	  by	   the	  wind	  and	  pushed	  up	  

toward	  the	  night	  sky	  until	  everything	  below	  me	  disappeared	  and	  I	  was	  alone.	  

	  	  	  	  	  I	  closed	  my	  eyes	  and	  pondered	  my	  next	  move.	  
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Story	  Three:	  

The	  End	  Of	  The	  Party	  By	  Graham	  Greene	  
	  

Peter	  Morton	  woke	  with	  a	  start	  to	  face	  the	  first	  light.	  Rain	  tapped	  against	  the	  glass.	  It	  

was	  January	  the	  fifth.	  

	  

He	  looked	  across	  a	  table	  on	  which	  a	  night-‐light	  had	  guttered	  into	  a	  pool	  of	  water,	  at	  

the	  other	  bed.	   Francis	  Morton	  was	   still	   asleep,	   and	  Peter	   lay	  down	  again	  with	  his	  

eyes	  on	  his	  brother.	  It	  amused	  him	  to	  imagine	  it	  was	  himself	  whom	  he	  watched,	  the	  

same	  hair,	  the	  same	  eyes,	  the	  same	  lips	  and	  line	  of	  cheek.	  But	  the	  thought	  palled,	  and	  

the	  mind	  went	   back	   to	   the	   fact	  which	   lent	   the	   day	   importance.	   It	  was	   the	   fifth	   of	  

January.	   He	   could	   hardly	   believe	   a	   year	   had	   passed	   since	   Mrs	   Henne-‐Falcon	   had	  

given	  her	  last	  children's	  party.	  

	  

Francis	  turned	  suddenly	  upon	  his	  back	  and	  threw	  an	  arm	  across	  his	   face,	  blocking	  

his	   mouth.	   Peter's	   heart	   began	   to	   beat	   fast,	   not	   with	   pleasure	   now	   but	   with	  

uneasiness.	   He	   sat	   up	   and	   called	   across	   the	   table,	   "Wake	   up."	   Francis's	   shoulders	  

shook	  and	  he	  waved	  a	  clenched	  fist	  in	  the	  air,	  but	  his	  eyes	  remained	  closed.	  To	  Peter	  

Morton	  the	  whole	  room	  seemed	  to	  darken,	  and	  he	  had	  the	  impression	  of	  a	  great	  bird	  

swooping.	  He	  cried	  again,	  "Wake	  up,"	  and	  once	  more	  there	  was	  silver	  light	  and	  the	  

touch	  of	  rain	  on	  the	  windows.	  

	  

Francis	  rubbed	  his	  eyes.	  "Did	  you	  call	  out?"'	  he	  asked.	  

	  

"You	  are	  having	  a	  bad	  dream,"	  Peter	  said.	  Already	  experience	  had	  taught	  him	  how	  

far	   their	  minds	  reflected	  each	  other.	  But	  he	  was	  the	  elder,	  by	  a	  matter	  of	  minutes,	  

and	   that	   brief	   extra	   interval	   of	   light,	   while	   his	   brother	   still	   struggled	   in	   pain	   and	  

darkness,	  had	  given	  him	  self-‐reliance	  and	  an	  instinct	  of	  protection	  towards	  the	  other	  

who	  was	  afraid	  of	  so	  many	  things.	  
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"I	  dreamed	  that	  I	  was	  dead,"	  Francis	  said.	  

	  

"What	  was	  it	  like?"'	  Peter	  asked.	  

	  

"I	  can't	  remember,"	  Francis	  said.	  

	  

"You	  dreamed	  of	  a	  big	  bird."	  

	  

"Did	  I?"	  

	  

The	   two	   lay	   silent	   in	   bed	   facing	   each	   other,	   the	   same	   green	   eyes,	   the	   same	   nose	  

tilting	  at	  the	  tip,	  the	  same	  firm	  lips,	  and	  the	  same	  premature	  modelling	  of	  the	  chin.	  

The	   fifth	   of	   January,	   Peter	   thought	   again,	   his	  mind	  drifting	   idly	   from	   the	   image	  of	  

cakes	   to	   the	   prizes	  which	  might	   be	  won.	   Egg-‐and-‐spoon	   races,	   spearing	   apples	   in	  

basins	  of	  water,	  blind	  man's	  buff.	  

	  

"I	  don't	  want	  to	  go,"	  Francis	  said	  suddenly.	  "I	  suppose	  Joyce	  will	  be	  there	   ...	  Mabel	  

Warren."	  Hateful	   to	  him,	   the	   thought	  of	  a	  party	  shared	  with	   those	   two.	  They	  were	  

older	  than	  he.	  Joyce	  was	  eleven	  and	  Mabel	  Warren	  thirteen.	  The	  long	  pigtails	  swung	  

superciliously	  to	  a	  masculine	  stride.	  Their	  sex	  humiliated	  him,	  as	  they	  watched	  him	  

fumble	  with	  his	  egg,	  from	  under	  lowered	  scornful	  lids.	  And	  last	  year	  ...	  he	  turned	  his	  

face	  away	  from	  Peter,	  his	  cheeks	  scarlet.	  

	  

"What's	  the	  matter?"'	  Peter	  asked.	  

	  

"Oh,	  nothing.	  I	  don't	  think	  I'm	  well.	  I've	  got	  a	  cold.	  I	  oughtn't	  to	  go	  to	  the	  party."	  

	  

Peter	  was	  puzzled.	  "But	  Francis,	  is	  it	  a	  bad	  cold?"	  
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"It	  will	  be	  a	  bad	  cold	  if	  I	  go	  to	  the	  party.	  Perhaps	  I	  shall	  die."	  

	  

"Then	  you	  mustn't	   go,"	  Peter	   said,	  prepared	   to	   solve	  all	  difficulties	  with	  one	  plain	  

sentence,	   and	   Francis	   let	   his	   nerves	   relax,	   ready	   to	   leave	   everything	   to	   Peter.	   But	  

though	  he	  was	  grateful	  he	  did	  not	  turn	  his	  face	  towards	  his	  brother.	  His	  cheeks	  still	  

bore	  the	  badge	  of	  a	  shameful	  memory,	  of	  the	  game	  of	  hide	  and	  seek	  last	  year	  in	  the	  

darkened	   house,	   and	   of	   how	   he	   had	   screamed	  when	  Mabel	  Warren	   put	   her	   hand	  

suddenly	   upon	   his	   arm.	   He	   had	   not	   heard	   her	   coming.	   Girls	  were	   like	   that.	   Their	  

shoes	  never	  squeaked.	  No	  boards	  whined	  under	   the	   tread.	  They	  slunk	   like	  cats	  on	  

padded	  claws.	  

	  

When	   the	  nurse	  came	   in	  with	  hot	  water	  Francis	   lay	   tranquil	   leaving	  everything	   to	  

Peter.	  Peter	  said,	  "Nurse,	  Francis	  has	  got	  a	  cold."	  

	  

The	  tall	  starched	  woman	  laid	  the	  towels	  across	  the	  cans	  and	  said,	  without	  turning,	  

"The	   washing	   won't	   be	   back	   till	   tomorrow.	   You	   must	   lend	   him	   some	   of	   your	  

handkerchiefs."	  

	  

"But,	  Nurse,"	  Peter	  asked,	  "hadn't	  he	  better	  stay	  in	  bed?"	  

	  

"We'll	   take	  him	  for	  a	  good	  walk	   this	  morning,"	   the	  nurse	  said.	   "Wind'll	  blow	  away	  

the	  germs.	  Get	  up	  now,	  both	  of	  you,"	  and	  she	  closed	  the	  door	  behind	  her.	  

	  

"I'm	  sorry,"	  Peter	  said.	  "Why	  don't	  you	  just	  stay	  in	  bed?	  I'll	  tell	  mother	  you	  felt	  too	  ill	  

to	  get	  up."	  But	  rebellion	  against	  destiny	  was	  not	  in	  Francis's	  power.	  If	  he	  stayed	  in	  

bed	  they	  would	  come	  up	  and	  tap	  his	  chest	  and	  put	  a	  thermometer	  in	  his	  mouth	  and	  

look	  at	  his	  tongue,	  and	  they	  would	  discover	  he	  was	  malingering.	  It	  was	  true	  he	  felt	  

ill,	  a	  sick	  empty	  sensation	  in	  his	  stomach	  and	  a	  rapidly	  beating	  heart,	  but	  he	  knew	  



	  

	   28	  

NOTES:	  

the	  cause	  was	  only	  fear,	   fear	  of	  the	  party,	   fear	  of	  being	  made	  to	  hide	  by	  himself	   in	  

the	  dark,	  uncompanioned	  by	  Peter	  and	  with	  no	  night-‐light	  to	  make	  a	  blessed	  breach.	  

	  

"No,	  I'll	  get	  up,"	  he	  said,	  and	  then	  with	  sudden	  desperation,	  "But	  I	  won't	  go	  to	  Mrs	  

Henne-‐Falcon's	  party.	  I	  swear	  on	  the	  Bible	  I	  won't."	  Now	  surely	  all	  would	  be	  well,	  he	  

thought.	  God	  would	  not	  allow	  him	  to	  break	  so	  solemn	  an	  oath.	  He	  would	  show	  him	  a	  

way.	  There	  was	  all	  the	  morning	  before	  him	  and	  all	  the	  afternoon	  until	  four	  o'clock.	  

No	  need	  to	  worry	  when	  the	  grass	  was	  still	  crisp	  with	  the	  early	  frost.	  Anything	  might	  

happen.	  He	  might	  cut	  himself	  or	  break	  his	  leg	  or	  really	  catch	  a	  bad	  cold.	  God	  would	  

manage	  somehow.	  

	  

He	  had	  such	  confidence	  in	  God	  that	  when	  at	  breakfast	  his	  mother	  said,	  "I	  hear	  you	  

have	  a	  cold,	  Francis,"	  he	  made	  light	  of	  it.	  "We	  should	  have	  heard	  more	  about	  it,"	  his	  

mother	  said	  with	  irony,	  "if	  there	  was	  not	  a	  party	  this	  evening,"	  and	  Francis	  smiled,	  

amazed	  and	  daunted	  by	  her	  ignorance	  of	  him.	  

	  

His	  happiness	  would	  have	  lasted	  longer	  if,	  out	  for	  a	  walk	  that	  morning,	  he	  had	  not	  

met	  Joyce.	  He	  was	  alone	  with	  his	  nurse,	  for	  Peter	  had	  leave	  to	  finish	  a	  rabbit-‐hutch	  

in	  the	  woodshed.	   If	  Peter	  had	  been	  there	  he	  would	  have	  cared	   less;	   the	  nurse	  was	  

Peter's	  nurse	  also,	  but	  now	  it	  was	  as	  though	  she	  were	  employed	  only	   for	  his	  sake,	  

because	  he	   could	  not	   be	   trusted	   to	   go	   for	   a	  walk	   alone.	   Joyce	  was	  only	   two	  years	  

older	  and	  she	  was	  by	  herself.	  

	  

She	  came	  striding	  towards	  them,	  pigtails	  flapping.	  She	  glanced	  scornfully	  at	  Francis	  

and	  spoke	  with	  ostentation	  to	  the	  nurse.	  "Hello,	  Nurse.	  Are	  you	  bringing	  Francis	  to	  

the	  party	   this	   evening?	  Mabel	   and	   I	   are	   coming."	  And	   she	  was	  off	   again	  down	   the	  

street	  in	  the	  direction	  of	  Mabel	  Warren's	  home,	  consciously	  alone	  and	  self-‐sufficient	  

in	  the	  long	  empty	  road.	  
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"Such	  a	  nice	  girl,"	  the	  nurse	  said.	  But	  Francis	  was	  silent,	  feeling	  again	  the	  jump-‐jump	  

of	  his	  heart,	   realizing	  how	  soon	   the	  hour	  of	   the	  party	  would	  arrive.	  God	  had	  done	  

nothing	  for	  him,	  and	  the	  minutes	  flew.	  

	  

They	   flew	   too	   quickly	   to	   plan	   any	   evasion,	   or	   even	   to	   prepare	   his	   heart	   for	   the	  

coming	   ordeal.	   Panic	   nearly	   overcame	   him	   when,	   all	   unready,	   he	   found	   himself	  

standing	  on	   the	  doorstep,	  with	  coat-‐	  collar	   turned	  up	  against	  a	  cold	  wind,	  and	   the	  

nurse's	  electric	   torch	  making	  a	  short	   trail	   through	   the	  darkness.	  Behind	  him	  were	  

the	  lights	  of	  the	  hall	  and	  the	  sound	  of	  a	  servant	  laying	  the	  table	  for	  dinner,	  which	  his	  

mother	   and	   father	  would	   eat	   alone.	  He	  was	  nearly	  overcome	  by	   the	  desire	   to	   run	  

back	  into	  the	  house	  and	  call	  out	  to	  his	  mother	  that	  he	  would	  not	  go	  to	  the	  party,	  that	  

he	  dared	  not	  go.	  They	  could	  not	  make	  him	  go.	  He	  could	  almost	  hear	  himself	  saying	  

those	  final	  words,	  breaking	  down	  for	  ever	  the	  barrier	  of	  ignorance	  which	  saved	  his	  

mind	   from	   his	   parents'	   knowledge.	   "I'm	   afraid	   of	   going.	   I	   won't	   go.	   I	   daren't	   go.	  

They'll	  make	  me	  hide	  in	  the	  dark,	  and	  I'm	  afraid	  of	  the	  dark.	  I'll	  scream	  and	  scream	  

and	  scream."	  

	  

He	  could	  see	  the	  expression	  of	  amazement	  on	  his	  mother's	   face,	  and	  then	  the	  cold	  

confidence	  of	  a	  grown-‐	  up's	  retort.	  "Don't	  be	  silly.	  You	  must	  go.	  We've	  accepted	  Mrs	  

Henne-‐Falcon's	  invitation."	  

	  

But	   they	   couldn't	  make	   him	   go;	   hesitating	   on	   the	   doorstep	  while	   the	   nurse's	   feet	  

crunched	  across	  the	  frost-‐covered	  grass	  to	  the	  gate,	  he	  knew	  that.	  He	  would	  answer:	  

"You	  can	   say	   I'm	   ill.	   I	  won't	   go.	   I'm	  afraid	  of	   the	  dark."	  And	  his	  mother:	   "Don't	  be	  

silly.	  You	  know	  there's	  nothing	  to	  be	  afraid	  of	  in	  the	  dark."	  But	  he	  knew	  the	  falsity	  of	  

that	   reasoning;	   he	   knew	   how	   they	   taught	   also	   that	   there	   was	   nothing	   to	   fear	   in	  

death,	  and	  how	  fearfully	  they	  avoided	  the	  idea	  of	  it.	  But	  they	  couldn't	  make	  him	  go	  

to	  the	  party.	  "I'll	  scream.	  I'll	  scream."	  
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"Francis,	  come	  along."	  He	  heard	  the	  nurse's	  voice	  across	  the	  dimly	  phosphorescent	  

lawn	  and	  saw	  the	  yellow	  circle	  of	  her	  torch	  wheel	  from	  tree	  to	  shrub.	  "I'm	  coming,"	  

he	  called	  with	  despair;	  he	  couldn't	  bring	  himself	  to	  lay	  bare	  his	  last	  secrets	  and	  end	  

reserve	   between	   his	   mother	   and	   himself,	   for	   there	   was	   still	   in	   the	   last	   resort	   a	  

further	  appeal	  possible	  to	  Mrs	  Henne-‐	  Falcon.	  He	  comforted	  himself	  with	  that,	  as	  he	  

advanced	  steadily	  across	  the	  hall,	  very	  small,	  towards	  her	  enormous	  bulk.	  His	  heart	  

beat	   unevenly,	   but	   he	   had	   control	   now	  over	   his	   voice,	   as	   he	   said	  with	  meticulous	  

accent,	  "Good	  evening,	  Mrs	  Henne-‐Falcon.	  It	  was	  very	  good	  of	  you	  to	  ask	  me	  to	  your	  

party."	  With	  his	  strained	  face	  lifted	  towards	  the	  curve	  of	  her	  breasts,	  and	  his	  polite	  

set	  speech,	  he	  was	  like	  an	  old	  withered	  man.	  As	  a	  twin	  he	  was	  in	  many	  ways	  an	  only	  

child.	  To	  address	  Peter	  was	  to	  speak	  to	  his	  own	  image	  in	  a	  mirror,	  an	  image	  a	  little	  

altered	  by	  a	  flaw	  in	  the	  glass,	  so	  as	  to	  throw	  back	  less	  a	  likeness	  of	  what	  he	  was	  than	  

of	   what	   he	   wished	   to	   be,	   what	   he	   would	   be	   without	   his	   unreasoning	   fear	   of	  

darkness,	  footsteps	  of	  strangers,	  the	  flight	  of	  bats	  in	  dusk-‐filled	  gardens.	  

	  

"Sweet	  child,"	   said	  Mrs	  Henne-‐Falcon	  absent-‐mindedly,	  before,	  with	  a	  wave	  of	  her	  

arms,	  as	  though	  the	  children	  were	  a	  flock	  of	  chickens,	  she	  whirled	  them	  into	  her	  set	  

programme	   of	   entertainments:	   egg-‐and-‐spoon	   races,	   three-‐legged	   races,	   the	  

spearing	  of	   apples,	   games	  which	  held	   for	   Francis	  nothing	  worse	   than	  humiliation.	  

And	  in	  the	  frequent	  intervals	  when	  nothing	  was	  required	  of	  him	  and	  he	  could	  stand	  

alone	  in	  corners	  as	  far	  removed	  as	  possible	  from	  Mabel	  Warren's	  scornful	  gaze,	  he	  

was	  able	   to	  plan	  how	  he	  might	  avoid	  the	  approaching	  terror	  of	   the	  dark.	  He	  knew	  

there	  was	  nothing	  to	  fear	  until	  after	  tea,	  and	  not	  until	  he	  was	  sitting	  down	  in	  a	  pool	  

of	  yellow	  radiance	  cast	  by	   the	   ten	  candles	  on	  Colin	  Henne-‐	  Falcon's	  birthday	  cake	  

did	  he	  become	  fully	  conscious	  of	  the	  imminence	  of	  what	  he	  feared.	  He	  heard	  Joyce's	  

high	  voice	  down	  the	  table,	  "After	  tea	  we	  are	  going	  to	  play	  hide	  and	  seek	  in	  the	  dark."	  

	  

"Oh,	  no,"	  Peter	  said,	  watching	  Francis's	  troubled	  face,	  "don't	  let's.	  We	  play	  that	  every	  

year."	  
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"But	  it's	  in	  the	  programme,"	  cried	  Mabel	  Warren.	  "I	  saw	  it	  myself.	  I	  looked	  over	  Mrs	  

Henne-‐Falcon's	  shoulder.	  Five	  o'clock	  tea.	  A	  quarter	  to	  six	  to	  half	  past,	  hide	  and	  seek	  

in	  the	  dark.	  It's	  all	  written	  down	  in	  the	  programme."	  

	  

Peter	  did	  not	  argue,	   for	   if	  hide	  and	  seek	  had	  been	  inserted	  in	  Mrs	  Henne-‐	  Falcon's	  

programme,	  nothing	  which	  he	  could	  say	  would	  avert	  it.	  He	  asked	  for	  another	  piece	  

of	  birthday	  cake	  and	  sipped	  his	  tea	  slowly.	  Perhaps	  it	  might	  be	  possible	  to	  delay	  the	  

game	  for	  a	  quarter	  of	  an	  hour,	  allow	  Francis	  at	  least	  a	  few	  extra	  minutes	  to	  form	  a	  

plan,	  but	  even	  in	  that	  Peter	  failed,	  for	  children	  were	  already	  leaving	  the	  table	  in	  twos	  

and	   threes.	   It	   was	   his	   third	   failure,	   and	   again	   he	   saw	   a	   great	   bird	   darken	   his	  

brother's	   face	   with	   its	   wings.	   But	   he	   upbraided	   himself	   silently	   for	   his	   folly,	   and	  

finished	  his	  cake	  encouraged	  by	  the	  memory	  of	  that	  adult	  refrain,	  "There's	  nothing	  

to	  fear	  in	  the	  dark."	  The	  last	  to	  leave	  the	  table,	  the	  brothers	  came	  together	  to	  the	  hall	  

to	  meet	  the	  mustering	  and	  impatient	  eyes	  of	  Mrs	  Henne-‐	  Falcon.	  

	  

"And	  now,"	  she	  said,	  "we	  will	  play	  hide	  and	  seek	  in	  the	  dark."	  

	  

Peter	  watched	  his	  brother	  and	  saw	  the	  lips	  tighten.	  Francis,	  he	  knew,	  had	  feared	  this	  

moment	  from	  the	  beginning	  of	  the	  party,	  had	  tried	  to	  meet	  it	  with	  courage	  and	  had	  

abandoned	  the	  attempt.	  He	  must	  have	  prayed	  for	  cunning	  to	  evade	  the	  game,	  which	  

was	  now	  welcomed	  with	  cries	  of	  excitement	  by	  all	  the	  other	  children.	  "Oh,	  do	  let's."	  

"We	  must	  pick	  sides."	  "Is	  any	  of	  the	  house	  out	  of	  bounds?"'	  "Where	  shall	  home	  be?"'	  

	  

"I	   think,"	   said	   Francis	   Morton,	   approaching	   Mrs	   Henne-‐Falcon,	   his	   eyes	   focused	  

unwaveringly	  on	  her	  exuberant	  breasts,	  "it	  will	  be	  no	  use	  my	  playing.	  My	  nurse	  will	  

be	  calling	  for	  me	  very	  soon."	  
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"Oh,	   but	   your	   nurse	   can	  wait,	   Francis,"	   said	  Mrs	  Henne-‐Falcon,	  while	   she	   clapped	  

her	  hands	  together	  to	  summon	  to	  her	  side	  a	  few	  children	  who	  were	  already	  straying	  

up	  the	  wide	  staircase	  to	  upper	  floors.	  "Your	  mother	  will	  never	  mind."	  

	  

That	  had	  been	  the	  limit	  of	  Francis's	  cunning.	  He	  had	  refused	  to	  believe	  that	  so	  well-‐	  

prepared	   an	   excuse	   could	   fail.	   All	   that	   he	   could	   say	   now,	   still	   in	   the	   precise	   tone	  

which	  other	  children	  hated,	  thinking	  it	  a	  symbol	  of	  conceit,	  was,	  "I	  think	  I	  had	  better	  

not	  play."	  He	  stood	  motionless,	  retaining,	  though	  afraid,	  unmoved	  features.	  But	  the	  

knowledge	  of	  his	   terror,	  or	   the	  reflection	  of	   the	   terror	   itself,	   reached	  his	  brother's	  

brain.	  For	  the	  moment,	  Peter	  Morton	  could	  have	  cried	  aloud	  with	  the	  fear	  of	  bright	  

lights	   going	   out,	   leaving	   him	   alone	   in	   an	   island	   of	   dark	   surrounded	   by	   the	   gentle	  

lappings	  of	  strange	   footsteps.	  Then	  he	  remembered	  that	   the	   fear	  was	  not	  his	  own,	  

but	   his	   brother's.	   He	   said	   impulsively	   to	  Mrs	  Henne-‐Falcon,	   "Please,	   I	   don't	   think	  

Francis	  should	  play.	  The	  dark	  makes	  him	  jump	  so."	  They	  were	  the	  wrong	  words.	  Six	  

children	  began	  to	  sing,	  "Cowardy	  cowardy	  custard,"	  turning	  torturing	  faces	  with	  the	  

vacancy	  of	  wide	  sunflowers	  towards	  Francis	  Morton.	  

	  

Without	  looking	  at	  his	  brother,	  Francis	  said,	  "Of	  course	  I'll	  play.	  I'm	  not	  afraid,	  I	  only	  

thought	   ..."	   But	   he	   was	   already	   forgotten	   by	   his	   human	   tormentors.	   The	   children	  

scrambled	   round	   Mrs	   Henne-‐	   Falcon,	   their	   shrill	   voices	   pecking	   at	   her	   with	  

questions	  and	  suggestions.	  

	  

"Yes,	  anywhere	  in	  the	  house.	  We	  will	  turn	  out	  all	  the	  lights.	  Yes,	  you	  can	  hide	  in	  the	  

cupboards.	  You	  must	  stay	  hidden	  as	  long	  as	  you	  can.	  There	  will	  be	  no	  home."	  

	  

Peter	  stood	  apart,	  ashamed	  of	  the	  clumsy	  manner	  in	  which	  he	  had	  tried	  to	  help	  his	  

brother.	   Now	   he	   could	   feel,	   creeping	   in	   at	   the	   corners	   of	   his	   brain,	   all	   Francis's	  

resentment	  of	  his	  championing.	  Several	  children	  ran	  upstairs,	  and	  the	  lights	  on	  the	  

top	  floor	  went	  out.	  Darkness	  came	  down	  like	  the	  wings	  of	  a	  bat	  and	  settled	  on	  the	  
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landing.	  Others	  began	   to	  put	  out	   the	   lights	  at	   the	  edge	  of	   the	  hall,	   till	   the	  children	  

were	  all	  gathered	  in	  the	  central	  radiance	  of	  the	  chandelier,	  while	  the	  bats	  squatted	  

round	  on	  hooded	  wings	  and	  waited	  for	  that,	  too,	  to	  be	  extinguished.	  

	  

"You	  and	  Francis	  are	  on	  the	  hiding	  side,"	  a	  tall	  girl	  said,	  and	  then	  the	  light	  was	  gone,	  

and	  the	  carpet	  wavered	  under	  his	  feet	  with	  the	  sibilance	  of	  footfalls,	  like	  small	  cold	  

draughts,	  creeping	  away	  into	  corners.	  

	  

"Where's	  Francis?"'	  he	  wondered.	   "If	   I	   join	  him	  he'll	  be	   less	   frightened	  of	  all	   these	  

sounds."	  "These	  sounds"	  were	  the	  casing	  of	  silence:	  the	  squeak	  of	  a	  loose	  board,	  the	  

cautious	   closing	   of	   a	   cupboard	   door,	   the	   whine	   of	   a	   finger	   drawn	   along	   polished	  

wood.	  

	  

Peter	  stood	  in	  the	  centre	  of	  the	  dark	  deserted	  floor,	  not	  listening	  but	  waiting	  for	  the	  

idea	   of	   his	   brother's	   whereabouts	   to	   enter	   his	   brain.	   But	   Francis	   crouched	   with	  

fingers	   on	   his	   ears,	   eyes	   uselessly	   closed,	  mind	   numbed	   against	   impressions,	   and	  

only	  a	  sense	  of	  strain	  could	  cross	  the	  gap	  of	  dark.	  Then	  a	  voice	  called	  "Coming",	  and	  

as	  though	  his	  brother's	  self-‐	  possession	  had	  been	  shattered	  by	  the	  sudden	  cry,	  Peter	  

Morton	  jumped	  with	  his	  fear.	  But	  it	  was	  not	  his	  own	  fear.	  What	  in	  his	  brother	  was	  a	  

burning	   panic	   was	   in	   him	   an	   altruistic	   emotion	   that	   left	   the	   reason	   unimpaired.	  

"Where,	  if	  I	  were	  Francis,	  should	  I	  hide?"'	  And	  because	  he	  was,	  if	  not	  Francis	  himself,	  

at	  least	  a	  mirror	  to	  him,	  the	  answer	  was	  immediate.	  "Between	  the	  oak	  bookcase	  on	  

the	  left	  of	  the	  study	  door,	  and	  the	  leather	  settee."	  Between	  the	  twins	  there	  could	  be	  

no	  jargon	  of	  telepathy.	  They	  had	  been	  together	  in	  the	  womb,	  and	  they	  could	  not	  be	  

parted.	  

	  

Peter	  Morton	   tiptoed	   towards	  Francis's	   hiding-‐place.	  Occasionally	   a	  board	   rattled,	  

and	  because	  he	  feared	  to	  be	  caught	  by	  one	  of	  the	  soft	  questers	  through	  the	  dark,	  he	  

bent	  and	  untied	  his	  laces.	  A	  tag	  struck	  the	  floor	  and	  the	  metallic	  sound	  set	  a	  host	  of	  
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cautious	   feet	  moving	   in	  his	  direction.	  But	  by	  that	  time	  he	  was	   in	  his	  stockings	  and	  

would	  have	  laughed	  inwardly	  at	  the	  pursuit	  had	  not	  the	  noise	  of	  someone	  stumbling	  

on	   his	   abandoned	   shoes	   made	   his	   heart	   trip.	   No	   more	   boards	   revealed	   Peter	  

Morton's	  progress.	  

	  

On	  stockinged	  feet	  he	  moved	  silently	  and	  unerringly	  towards	  his	  object.	  Instinct	  told	  

him	   he	   was	   near	   the	   wall,	   and,	   extending	   a	   hand,	   he	   laid	   the	   fingers	   across	   his	  

brother's	  face.	  

	  

Francis	  did	  not	  cry	  out,	  but	  the	  leap	  of	  his	  own	  heart	  revealed	  to	  Peter	  a	  proportion	  

of	  Francis's	   terror.	   "It's	   all	   right,"	  he	  whispered,	   feeling	  down	   the	   squatting	   figure	  

until	  he	  captured	  a	  clenched	  hand.	  "It's	  only	  me.	  I'll	  stay	  with	  you."	  And	  grasping	  the	  

other	  tightly,	  he	  listened	  to	  the	  cascade	  of	  whispers	  his	  utterance	  had	  caused	  to	  fall.	  

A	   hand	   touched	   the	   book-‐case	   close	   to	   Peter's	   head	   and	   he	   was	   aware	   of	   how	  

Francis's	  fear	  continued	  in	  spite	  of	  his	  presence.	  It	  was	  less	  intense,	  more	  bearable,	  

he	  hoped,	  but	   it	  remained.	  He	  knew	  that	   it	  was	  his	  brother's	   fear	  and	  not	  his	  own	  

that	  he	  experienced.	  The	  dark	  to	  him	  was	  only	  an	  absence	  of	  light;	  the	  groping	  hand	  

that	  of	  a	  familiar	  child.	  Patiently	  he	  waited	  to	  be	  found.	  

	  

He	   did	   not	   speak	   again,	   for	   between	   Francis	   and	   himself	   was	   the	   most	   intimate	  

communion.	  By	  way	  of	  joined	  hands	  thought	  could	  flow	  more	  swiftly	  than	  lips	  could	  

shape	   themselves	   round	   words.	   He	   could	   experience	   the	   whole	   progress	   of	   his	  

brother's	   emotion,	   from	   the	   leap	  of	   panic	   at	   the	  unexpected	   contact	   to	   the	   steady	  

pulse	  of	  fear,	  which	  now	  went	  on	  and	  on	  with	  the	  regularity	  of	  a	  heart-‐	  beat.	  Peter	  

Morton	  thought	  with	  intensity,	  "I	  am	  here.	  You	  needn't	  be	  afraid.	  The	  lights	  will	  go	  

on	  again	  soon.	  That	  rustle,	  that	  movement	  is	  nothing	  to	  fear.	  Only	  Joyce,	  only	  Mabel	  

Warren."	   He	   bombarded	   the	   drooping	   form	   with	   thoughts	   of	   safety,	   but	   he	   was	  

conscious	   that	   the	   fear	   continued.	   "They	   are	   beginning	   to	  whisper	   together.	   They	  

are	  tired	  of	   looking	  for	  us.	  The	  lights	  will	  go	  on	  soon.	  We	  shall	  have	  won.	  Don't	  be	  



	  

	   35	  

NOTES:	  

afraid.	  That	  was	  someone	  on	  the	  stairs.	  I	  believe	  it's	  Mrs	  Henne-‐	  Falcon.	  Listen.	  They	  

are	  feeling	  for	  the	  lights."	  Feet	  moving	  on	  a	  carpet,	  hands	  brushing	  a	  wall,	  a	  curtain	  

pulled	  apart,	   a	   clicking	  handle,	   the	  opening	  of	   a	   cupboard	  door.	   In	   the	   case	  above	  

their	  heads	  a	  loose	  book	  shifted	  under	  a	  touch.	  "Only	  Joyce,	  only	  Mabel	  Warren,	  only	  

Mrs	  Henne-‐	  Falcon,"	  a	  crescendo	  of	  reassuring	  thought	  before	  the	  chandelier	  burst,	  

like	  a	  fruit-‐tree,	  into	  bloom.	  

	  

The	  voice	  of	  the	  children	  rose	  shrilly	  into	  the	  radiance.	  "Where's	  Peter?"'	  "Have	  you	  

looked	  upstairs?"'	  "Where's	  Francis?"'	  but	  they	  were	  silenced	  again	  by	  Mrs	  Henne-‐

Falcon's	  scream.	  But	  she	  was	  not	  the	  first	  to	  notice	  Francis	  Morton's	  stillness,	  where	  

he	  had	  collapsed	  against	  the	  wall	  at	  the	  touch	  of	  his	  brother's	  hand.	  Peter	  continued	  

to	  hold	  the	  clenched	  fingers	  in	  an	  arid	  and	  puzzled	  grief.	  It	  was	  not	  merely	  that	  his	  

brother	  was	  dead.	  His	  brain,	  too	  young	  to	  realize	  the	  full	  paradox,	  wondered	  with	  an	  

obscure	   self-‐	   pity	  why	   it	  was	   that	   the	   pulse	   of	   his	   brother's	   fear	  went	   on	   and	   on,	  

when	  Francis	  was	  now	  where	  he	  had	  always	  been	  told	  there	  was	  no	  more	  terror	  and	  

no	  more—darkness.	  


