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Utzel and His Daughter, Poverty 
by 

Isaac Bashevis Singer  
 

 Once  there was a man nam ed Utzel.  He was very poor and even 
more lazy.  Whenever anyone wanted to give him a job to do, his answer 
was always the same:  ÒNot today.Ó  
 ÒWhy not today?Ó he was asked.  And he always replied, ÒWhy not 
tomorrow?Ó  
 Utzel lived in cottage that had been  built by his great -grandfather.  
The thatched roof needed mending, and although the holes let the rain in, 
they did not let the smoke from the stove out.  Toadstools grew on the 
crooked walls and the floor had rotted away.  There had been a time 
when mice  lived there, but now there werenÕt any because there was 
nothing for them to eat.  UtzelÕs wife had starved to death, but before she 
died she had given birth to a baby girl.  The name Utzel gave his daughter 
was very fitting.  He called her Poverty.  
 Utzel loved to sleep and each night he went to bed with the 
chickens.  In the morning he would complain that he was tired from so 
much sleeping and so he went to sleep again.  When he was not sleeping, 
he lay on his broken -down cot, yawning and complaining.  H e would say 
to his daughter, ÒOther people are lucky.  They have money without 
working.  I am cursed.Ó  
 Utzel was a small man, but as his daughter, Poverty, grew, she spread 
out in all directions.  She was tall, broad, and heavy.  At fifteen she had to 
low er her head to get through the doorway.  Her feet were the size of a 
manÕs and puffy with fat.  The villagers maintained that the lazier Utzel got, 
the more Poverty grew.  
 Utzel loved nobody, was jealous of everybody.  He even spoke with 
envy of cats, dog s, rabbits, and all creatures who didnÕt have to work for a 
living.  Yes, Utzel hated everybody and everything, but he adored his 
daughter.  He daydreamed that a rich young man would fall in love with 
her, marry her, and provide for his wife and his father -in-law.  But not a 
young man in the village showed the slightest interest in Poverty.  When her 
father reproached the girl for not making friends and not going out with 
young men, Poverty would say, ÒHow can I go out in rags and bare feet?Ó  
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 One day Utzel  learned that a certain charitable society in the village 
loaned poor people money, which they could pay back in small sums over 
a long period.  Lazy as he was, he made a great effort Ð got up, dressed, 
and went to the office of the society.  ÒI would like  to borrow five gulden,Ó 
he said to the official in charge.  
 ÒWhat do you intend to do with the money?Ó he was asked.  ÒWe 
lend money only for useful purposes.Ó  
 I want to have a pair of shoes made for my daughter,Ó Utzel 
explained.  ÒIf Poverty has shoes,  she will go out with the young people of 
the village and some wealthy young man will surely fall in love with her.  
When they get married, I will be able to pay back the five gulden.Ó  
 The official thought it over.  The chances of anyone falling love with  
Poverty were very small.  Utzel, looked so miserable that the official 
decided to give him the loan.  He asked Utzel to sign a promissory note 
and gave him five gulden.  
 Utzel had tried to order a pair of shoes for his daughter a few months 
before.  Sande r the shoemaker had gone so far as to take PovertyÕs 
measurements, but the shoemaker had wanted his money in advance.  
From the charitable society Utzel went directly to the shoemaker and 
asked whether he still had PovertyÕs measurements.  
 ÒAnd supposing I  do?Ó Sandler replied.  ÒMy price is five gulden and I 
still want my money in advance.Ó  
 Utzel took out the five gulden and handed them to Sandler.  The 
shoemaker opened a drawer and after some searing brought out the 
order for PovertyÕs shoes.  He promise d to deliver the new shoes in a week, 
on Friday.  
 Utzel, who wanted to surprise his daughter, did not tell her about the 
shoes.  The following Friday, as he lay on his cot yawning and complaining, 
there was a knock on the door and Sandler came in carrying the new 
shoes.  When Poverty saw the shoemaker with a pair of shiny new shoes in 
his hand, she cried out in joy.  The shoemaker handed her the shoes and 
told her to try them on.  But, alas, she could not get them on her puffy feet.  
In the months since the  measurements had been taken, PovertyÕs feet had 
become even larger than they were before.  Now the girl cried out in grief.  
 Utzel looked on in consternation.  ÒHow is it possible?Ó he asked.  ÒI 
thought her feet stopped growing long ago.Ó  
 For a while Sa nder, too, stood there puzzled.  Then he inquired, ÒTell 
me, Utzel, where did you get the five gulden?Ó Utzel explained that he had 
borrowed the money from the charitable loan society and had given them 
a promissory note in return.  
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 ÒSo now you have a debt ,Ó exclaimed Sandler.  ÒThat makes you 
even poorer than you were a few months ago.  Then you had nothing, but 
today you have fie gulden less than nothing.  And since you have grown 
poorer, Poverty has grown bigger, and naturally her feet have grown with 
he r.  That is why the shoes donÕt fit.  It is all clear to me now.Ó  
 ÒWhat are we going to do?Ó Utzel asked in despair.  
 ÒThere is only one way out for you, ÒSandler said.  ÒGo to work. From 
borrowing one gets poorer and from work one gets richer.  When you and 
your daughter work, she will have shoes that fit.Ó  
 The idea of working did not appeal to either of them, but it was even 
worse to have new shoes and go around barefoot.  Utzel and Poverty both 
decided that immediately after the Sabbath they would look  for work.  
 Utzel got a job as a water carrier.  Poverty became a maid.  For the 
first time in their lives, they worked diligently.  They were kept so busy that 
they did not even think of the new shoes, until one Sabbath morning 
Poverty decided sheÕd try t hem on again.  Lo and behold, her feet slipped 
easily into them.  The new shoes fit.  
 At last Utzel and Poverty understood that all a man possesses he gains 
through work, and not by lying in bed and being idle.  Even animals were 
industrious.  Bees make ho me, honey spider spin webs, birds build nests, 
moles dig holes in the earth, squirrels store food for the winter.  Before long 
Utzel got a better job.  He rebuilt his house and bought some furniture.  
Poverty lost more weight.  She had new clothes made and  dressed prettily 
like the other girls of the village.  Her looks improved, too, and a young man 
began to court her.  His name was Mahir and he was the son of a wealthy 
merchant.  UtzelÕs dream of a rich son -in-law came true, but by then he no 
longer neede d to be taken care of.  
 Love for his daughter had saved Utzel.  In his later years he became 
so respected he was elected a warden of that same charitable loan 
society from which he had borrowed five gulden.  
 On the wall of his office there hung the string with which Sandler had 
once measured PovertyÕs feet, and above it the framed motto: Whatever 
you can do today, donÕt put off till tomorrow.  
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Home 
by 

Gwendolyn Brooks  
 

 What had been wanted was this always, this always to last, the talking 
softly on this porch, with the snake plant in the jardini•re in the southwest 
corner, and the obstinate slip from Aunt EppieÕs magnificent Michigan fern 
at the left side of the friendly door.  Mama, Maud Martha, and Helen 
rocked slowly in their rocking chairs, and l ooked at the late afternoon light 
on the lawn, and at the emphatic iron of the fence and at the poplar tree.  
 These things might soon be theirs no longer.  Those shafts and pools of 
light, the tree, the graceful iron, might soon be viewed possessively by 
d ifferent eyes.  
 Papa was to have gone that noon, during his lunch hour, to the office 
of the Home OwnersÕ Loan.  If he had not succeeded in getting another 
extension, they would be leaving this house in which they had lived for 
more than fourteen years.  T here was little hope.  The Home OwnersÕ Loan 
was hard.  They sat, making their plans.  
 ÒWeÕll be moving into a nice flat somewhere,Ó said Mama.  
ÒSomewhere on South Park, or Michigan, or in Washington Park Court.Ó  
Those flats, as the girls and Mama knew w ell, were burdens on wages twice 
the size of PapaÕs.  This was not mentioned now.  
 ÒTheyÕre much prettier than this old house,Ó said Helen, ÒI have friends 
IÕd just as soon not bring here.  And I have other friends that wouldnÕt come 
down this far for anyt hing, unless they were in a taxi.Ó  
 Yesterday, Maud Martha would have attacked her.  Tomorrow she 
might.  Today she said nothing.  She merely gazed at a little hopping robin 
in the tree, her tree, and tried to keep the fronts of her eyes dry.  
 ÒWell, I do know,Ó said Mama, turning her hands over and over, Òthat 
IÕve been getting tireder and tireder of doing that firing.  From October to 
April, thereÕs firing to be done.Ó  
 ÒBut lately weÕve been helping, Harry and I,Ó said Maud Martha.  
ÒAnd sometimes in Mar ch and April and in October, and even in 
November, we could build a little fire in the fireplace.  Sometimes the 
weather was just right for that.Ó  
 She knew, from the way they looked at her, that this had been a 
mistake.  They did not want to cry.  
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 But she felt that the little line of white, somewhat ridged with smoked 
purple, and all that cream -shot saffron, would never drift across any 
western sky except that in back of this house.  The rain would rum with as 
sweet a dullness nowhere but here.  The birds,  no better than the poor 
caught canaries in those ÒrichÓ womenÕs sun parlors.  
 ÒItÕs just doing to kill Papa!Ó burst out Maud Martha.  ÒHe loves this 
house! He lives for this house !Ó 
 ÒHe lives for us,Ó said Helen.  ÒItÕs us he loves.  He wouldnÕt want the 
house, except for us.Ó  
 ÒAnd heÕll have us,Ó added Mama, Òwherever.Ó  
 ÒYou know,Ó Helen sighed, Òif you want to know the truth, this is a 
relief.  If this hadnÕt come up, we would have gone on, just dragged on, 
hanging out here forever.Ó  
 ÒIt might,Ó allowed Mama, Òbe an act of God.  God may just have 
reached down, and picked up the reins.Ó  
 ÒYes,Ó Maud Martha cracked in, ÒthatÕs what you always say Ð that 
God knows best.Ó  
 Her mother looked at her quickly, decided the statement was not 
suspect, looked awa y. 
 Helen saw Papa coming.  ÒThereÕs Papa,Ó said Helen.  
 They could not tell a thing from the way Papa was walking.  It was 
that same dear little staccato walk, one shoulder down, then the other, 
then repeat, and repeat.  They watched his progress.  He pas sed the 
KennedysÕ; he passed the vacant lot; he passed Mrs. BlakemoreÕs.  They 
wanted to hurl themselves over the fence, into the street, and shake the 
truth out of his collar.  He opened his gate Ð the gate Ñ and still his stride 
and face told them nothing.  
 ÒHello,Ó he said. 
 Mama got up and followed him through the front door.  The girls knew 
better than to go in too.  
 Presently MamaÕs head emerged.  Her eyes were lamps turned on.  
 ÒItÕs all right,Ó she exclaimed.  ÒHe got it.  ItÕs all over.  Everything is all 
right.  
 The door slammed shut.  MamaÕs footsteps hurried away.  
 ÒI think,Ó said Helen, rocking rapidly, ÒI think IÕll give a part.  I havenÕt 
given a part since I was eleven.  IÕd like some of my friends to just casually 
see that weÕre homeowners.Ó  
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THE GIFT OF THE MAGI by O. Henry  
 
One dollar and eighty -seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in pennies. 

Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the vegetable man 

and the butcher until one's cheeks burned with the  silent imputation of parsimony that 

such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted it. One dollar and eighty - seven 

cents. And the next day would be Christmas.  

 

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl. So 

Della did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and 

smiles, with sniffles predominating.  

 

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first stage to the second, 

take a look at the home. A furnis hed flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar 

description, but it certainly had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.  

 

In the vestibule below was a letter -box into which no letter would go, and an electric 

button from which no mortal fing er could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was 

a card bearing the name "Mr. James Dillingham Young."  

 

The "Dillingham" had been flung to the breeze during a former period of prosperity 

when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the in come was shrunk to 

$20, though, they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. 

But whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above he 

was called "Jim" and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, al ready 

introduced to you as Della. Which is all very good.  

 

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by 

the window and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray 

backyard. Tomorrow would be Christma s Day, and she had only $1.87 with which to 

buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for months, with this 

result. Twenty dollars a week doesn't go far. Expenses had been greater than she had 

calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to b uy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a 
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happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Something fine and rare 

and sterling --something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honor of being owned 

by Jim.  

 

There was a pier -glass between t he windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen a 

pier -glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing his reflection 

in a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his 

looks. Della, being slender,  had mastered the art.  

 

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. her eyes were 

shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she 

pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full length.  

 

Now, th ere were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in which they both 

took a mighty pride. One was Jim's gold watch that had been his father's and his 

grandfather's. The other was Della's hair. Had the queen of Sheba lived in the flat across 

the airsh aft, Della would have let her hair hang out the window some day to dry just to 

depreciate Her Majesty's jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his 

treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he 

passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy.  

 

So now Della's beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shining like a cascade of brown 

waters. It reached below her knee and made itself almost a garment for her. And then 

she did it up again nervou sly and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still 

while a tear or two splashed on the worn red carpet.  

 

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with 

the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she flut tered out the door and down the stairs to the 

street.  

 

Where she stopped the sign read: "Mne. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds." One flight up 

Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly 

looked the "Sofronie."  
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"Will you buy my hair?" asked Della.  

 

"I buy hair," said Madame. "Take yer hat off and let's have a sight at the looks of it."  

 

Down rippled the brown cascade.  

 

"Twenty dollars," said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand.  

 

"Give it to me quick," said  Della.  

 

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She 

was ransacking the stores for Jim's present.  

 

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no 

other like it in any of the stor es, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a 

platinum fob chain simple and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by 

substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation --as all good things should do. 

It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be Jim's. It 

was like him. Quietness and value --the description applied to both. Twenty -one dollars 

they took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his 

watch Jim might be pro perly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the 

watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather strap 

that he used in place of a chain.  

 

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence and reas on. 

She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the 

ravages made by generosity added to love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear 

friends --a mammoth task.  

 

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close -lying curls that made her look 

wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long, 

carefully, and critically.  
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"If Jim doesn't kill me," she said to herself, "before he takes a second look at me, he'll say 

I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do --oh! what could I do with a 

dollar and eighty - seven cents?"  

 

At 7 o'clock the coffee was made and the frying -pan was on the back of the stove hot 

and ready to cook the chops.  

 

Jim was never late. Della doubled the f ob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of 

the table near the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair 

away down on the first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit 

for saying little silent prayer about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: 

"Please God, make him think I am still pretty."  

 

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. 

Poor fellow, he was only twenty -two --and to be burdened with a family! He needed a 

new overcoat and he was without gloves.  

 

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes 

were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not read, 

and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of 

the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that 

peculiar expression on his face.  

 

Della wriggled off the table and went for him.  

 

"Jim, darling," she crie d, "don't look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold 

because I couldn't have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It'll grow 

out again --you won't mind, will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say 

`Merry Christma s!' Jim, and let's be happy. You don't know what a nice -- what a 

beautiful, nice gift I've got for you."  

 

"You've cut off your hair?" asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent 

fact yet even after the hardest mental labor.  
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"Cut it off  and sold it," said Della. "Don't you like me just as well, anyhow? I'm me without 

my hair, ain't I?"  

 

Jim looked about the room curiously.  

 

"You say your hair is gone?" he said, with an air almost of idiocy.  

 

"You needn't look for it," said Della. "It's s old, I tell you --sold and gone, too. It's Christmas 

Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were 

numbered," she went on with sudden serious sweetness, "but nobody could ever count 

my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?" 

 

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let 

us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight 

dollars a week or a million a year --what is the difference? A mathema tician or a wit 

would give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not 

among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.  

 

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.  

 

"Don't make any mist ake, Dell," he said, "about me. I don't think there's anything in the 

way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But 

if you'll unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a while at first."  

 

White fingers an d nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of 

joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating 

the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.  

 

For there lay Th e Combs --the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped 

long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jeweled rims --just 

the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she 

knew, and her hear t had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope 
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of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the 

coveted adornments were gone.  

 

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up wit h dim 

eyes and a smile and say: "My hair grows so fast, Jim!"  

 

And them Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, "Oh, oh!"  

 

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open 

palm. The dull precious metal se emed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent 

spirit. 

 

"Isn't it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You'll have to look at the time a 

hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it."  

 

Instead of obeyi ng, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back 

of his head and smiled.  

 

"Dell," said he, "let's put our Christmas presents away and keep 'em a while. They're too 

nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your  combs. And 

now suppose you put the chops on."  

 

The magi, as you know, were wise men --wonderfully wise men --who brought gifts to the 

Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their 

gifts were no doubt wise ones, po ssibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of 

duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two 

foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest 

treasures of their house. But in a la st word to the wise of these days let it be said that of 

all who give gifts these two were the wisest. O all who give and receive gifts, such as 

they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.  
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THE MONKEY'S PAW by W.W. Jacobs                        (1902) 
 
Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlor of Laburnam Villa the blinds 
were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who 
possessed ideas about the game involving radical changes, p utting his king into such 
sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from the white -haired old 
lady knitting placidly by the fire.  
 
"Hark at the wind," said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, 
was amiably desi rous of preventing his son from seeing it.  
 
"I'm listening," said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. 
"Check."  
 
"I should hardly think that he'd come to -night," said his father, with his hand poised over 
the board.  
 
"Mate,"  replied the son.  
 
"That's the worst of living so far out," bawled Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked -for 
violence; "of all the beastly, slushy, out -of -the -way places to live in, this is the worst. 
Pathway's a bog, and the road's a torrent. I don't know w hat people are thinking about. 
I suppose because only two houses on the road are let, they think it doesn't matter."  
 
 "Never mind, dear," said his wife soothingly; "perhaps you'll win the next one."  
 
Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother 
and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard.  
 
"There he is," said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps 
came toward the door.  
 
The old man rose with hos pitable haste, and opening the door, was heard condoling 
with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, 
"Tut, tut!" and coughed gently as her husband entered the room, followed by a tall burly 
man, beady of eye a nd rubicund of visage.  
 
"Sergeant -Major Morris," he said, introducing him.  
 
The sergeant -major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched 
contentedly while his host got out whisky and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle 
on the fir e.  
 
At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle 
regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad 
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shoulders in the chair and spoke of strange scenes and doughty deeds; of war s and 
plagues and strange peoples.  
 
"Twenty -one years of it," said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. "When he went 
away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him."  
 
 "He don't look to have taken much harm," said Mrs. White, politely.  
 
 "I'd like to go to India myself," said the old man, "just to look round a bit, you know."  
 
"Better where you are," said the sergeant -major, shaking his head. He put down the 
empty glass, and sighing softly, shook it again.  
 
"I should like to see those o ld temples and fakirs and jugglers," said the old man. "What 
was that you started telling me the other day about a monkey's paw or something, 
Morris?" 
 
"Nothing," said the soldier hastily. "Leastways, nothing worth hearing."  
 
"Monkey's paw?" said Mrs. Whit e curiously.  
 
"Well, it's just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps," said the sergeant -major off -
handedly.  
 
His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absentmindedly put his empty glass 
to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for him.  
 
"To look at," said the sergeant -major, fumbling in his pocket, "it's just an ordinary little 
paw, dried to a mummy."  
 
He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a 
grimace, but her son, taking it, exa mined it curiously.  
 
"And what is there special about it?" inquired Mr. White, as he took it from his son and, 
having examined it, placed it upon the table.  
 
"It had a spell put on it by an old fakir," said the sergeant -major, "a very holy man. He 
wanted t o show that fate ruled people's lives, and that those who interfered with it did 
so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men could each have 
three wishes from it."  
 
His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that t heir light laughter 
jarred somewhat.  
 
 "Well, why don't you have three, sir?" said Herbert White cleverly.  
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The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous 
youth. "I have," he said quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.  
 
 "And did you really have the three wishes granted?" asked Mrs. White.  
 
 "I did," said the sergeant -major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.  
 
 "And has anybody else wished?" inquired the old lady.  
 
"The first man had his three wishes, yes," w as the reply. "I don't know what the first two 
were, but the third was for death. That's how I got the paw."  
 
 His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.  
 
"If you've had your three wishes, it's no good to you now, then, Morris," said the old man 
at last. "What do you keep it for?"  
 
The soldier shook his head. "Fancy, I suppose," he said slowly.  
 
"If you could have another three wishes," said the old man, eyeing him keenly, "would 
you have them?"  
 
 "I don't know," said the other. "I don't know. " 
 
 He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and thumb, suddenly threw it 
upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.  
 
 "Better let it burn," said the soldier solemnly.  
 
 "If you don't want it, Morris," said the old man, "give it to me."  
 
 "I won't," said his friend doggedly. "I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don't blame me 
for what happens. Pitch it on the fire again, like a sensible man."  
 
The other shook his head and examined his new possession close ly. "How do you do it?" 
he inquired.  
 
"Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,' said the sergeant -major, "but I warn you of 
the consequences."  
 
 "Sounds like the Arabian Nights," said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the 
supper. "Don't you th ink you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?"  
 
Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket and then all three burst into laughter as 
the sergeant -major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.  
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 "If you must wish," he said gruffly,  "wish for something sensible."  
 
Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to 
the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the 
three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to  a second installment of the soldier's 
adventures in India.  
 
"If the tale about the monkey paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us," 
said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last 
train, "we s han't make much out of it."  
 
"Did you give him anything for it, father?" inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband 
closely.  
 
"A trifle," said he, coloring slightly. "He didn't want it, but I made him take it. And he 
pressed me again to throw it away."  
 
"Likely," said Herbert, with pretended horror. "Why, we're going to be rich, and famous, 
and happy. Wish to be an emperor, father, to begin with; then you can't be 
henpecked."  
 
He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an 
antim acassar.  
 
Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. "I don't know what to 
wish for, and that's a fact," he said slowly. "It seems to me I've got all I want."  
 
"If you only cleared the house, you'd be quite happy, wouldn't you?" said Her bert, with 
his hand on his shoulder. "Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that'll just do it."  
 
His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, 
with a solemn face somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat do wn at the piano 
and struck a few impressive chords.  
 
"I wish for two hundred pounds," said the old man distinctly.  
 
A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the 
old man. His wife and son ran toward him.  
 
"It moved , he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor. "As I 
wished it twisted in my hands like a snake."  
 
"Well, I don't see the money," said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table, 
"and I bet I never shall."  
 
 "It must have been your fancy, father," said his wife, regarding him anxiously.  
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He shook his head. "Never mind, though; there's no harm done, but it gave me a shock 
all the same."  
 
They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, t he 
wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door 
banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled upon all three, which lasted 
until the old couple rose to retire for the night.  
 
"I expect you'll find the cas h tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed," said 
Herbert, as he bade them good -night, "and something horrible squatting up on top of 
the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill -gotten gains."  
 
He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying f ire, and seeing faces in it. The last 
face was so horrible and so simian that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid that, 
with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a glass containing a little water to 
throw over it. His hand grasped the m onkey's paw, and with a little shiver he wiped his 
hand on his coat and went up to bed.  
 
IN the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table 
Herbert laughed at his fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the 
room, which it had lacked on the previous night, and the dirty, shriveled little paw was 
pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness which betokened no great belief in its 
virtues. 
 
 "I suppose all old soldiers are the same," said Mrs White. "The idea  of our listening to such 
nonsense! How could wishes be granted in these days? And if they could, how could 
two hundred pounds hurt you, father?"  
 
 "Might drop on his head from the sky," said the frivolous Herbert.  
 
 "Morris said the things happened so nat urally," said his father, "that you might if you so 
wished attribute it to coincidence."  
 
"Well, don't break into the money before I come back," said Herbert, as he rose from the 
table. "I'm afraid it'll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall h ave to disown 
you."  
 
His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the road, and 
returning to the breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her husband's 
credulity. All of which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door a t the postman's 
knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to retired sergeant -majors of 
bibulous habits when she found that the post brought a tailor's bill.  
 
 "Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home," 
she said, as they sat at dinner.  
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 "I dare say," said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; "but for all that, the thing 
moved in my hand; that I'll swear to."  
 
"You thought it did," said the old lady soothingly.  
 
"I say it did," replied the other. "The re was no thought about it; I had just ----What's the 
matter?"  
 
His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, 
who, peering in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up 
his mind to enter. In men tal connection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that 
the stranger was well dressed and wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he 
paused at the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand 
upon it, and then with sud den resolution flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. 
White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the 
strings of her apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her chair.  
 
She brought the strang er, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed at her 
furtively, and listened in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the 
appearance of the room, and her husband's coat, a garment which he usually 
reserved for the garden. She then wait ed as patiently as her sex would permit, for him to 
broach his business, but he was at first strangely silent.  
 
"I--was asked to call," he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from 
his trousers. "I come from Maw and Meggins."  
 
The old lad y started. "Is anything the matter?" she asked breathlessly. "Has anything 
happened to Herbert? What is it? What is it?"  
 
Her husband interposed. "There, there, mother," he said hastily. "Sit down, and don't 
jump to conclusions. You've not brought bad news , I'm sure, sir" and he eyed the other 
wistfully.  
 
"I'm sorry----" began the visitor.  
"Is he hurt?" demanded the mother.  
 
The visitor bowed in assent. "Badly hurt," he said quietly, "but he is not in any pain."  
 
"Oh, thank God!" said the old woman, claspin g her hands. "Thank God for that! Thank ----
" 
 
She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned upon her and 
she saw the awful confirmation of her fears in the other's averted face. She caught her 
breath, and turning to her slower -witt ed husband, laid her trembling old hand upon his. 
There was a long silence.  
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"He was caught in the machinery," said the visitor at length, in a low voice.  
 
"Caught in the machinery," repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, "yes."  
 
He sat staring blankly ou t at the window, and, taking his wife's hand between his own, 
pressed it as he had been wont to do in their old courting days nearly forty years 
before.  
 
"He was the only one left to us," he said, turning gently to the visitor. "It is hard."  
 
The other cou ghed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. "The firm wished me to 
convey their sincere sympathy with you in your great loss," he said, without looking 
round. "I beg that you will understand I am only their servant and merely obeying 
orders." 
 
There was  no reply; the old woman's face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath 
inaudible; on the husband's face was a look such as his friend the sergeant might have 
carried into his first action.  
 
"I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibilit y," continued the other. 
"They admit no liability at all, but, in consideration of your son's services, they wish to 
present you with a certain sum as compensation."  
 
Mr. White dropped his wife's hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at  
his visitor. His dry lips shaped the words, "How much?"  
 
"Two hundred pounds," was the answer.  
 
Unconscious of his wife's shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a 
sightless man, and dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.  
 
  
 
In the h uge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, 
and came back to a house steeped in shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly 
that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of expectation as 
though of s omething else to happen --something else which was to lighten this load, too 
heavy for old hearts to bear.  
 
But the days passed, and expectation gave place to resignation --the hopeless 
resignation of the old, sometimes miscalled, apathy. Sometimes they hard ly exchanged 
a word, for now they had nothing to talk about, and their days were long to weariness.  
 
It was about a week after that that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, 
stretched out his hand and found himself alone. The room was in darkness, an d the 
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sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He raised himself in bed and 
listened.  
 
"Come back," he said tenderly. "You will be cold."  
 
"It is colder for my son," said the old woman, and wept afresh.  
 
The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. T he bed was warm, and his eyes heavy 
with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke 
him with a start.  
 
"The paw!" she cried wildly. "The monkey's paw!"  
 
He started up in alarm. "Where? Where is it? What's the matte r?" 
 
She came stumbling across the room toward him. "I want it," she said quietly. "You've not 
destroyed it?"  
 
"It's in the parlor, on the bracket," he replied, marveling. "Why?"  
 
She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.  
 
"I only just thought of it," she said hysterically. "Why didn't I think of it before? Why didn't 
you think of it?"  
 
"Think of what?" he questioned.  
 
"The other two wishes," she replied rapidly. "We've only had one."  
 
"Was not that enough?" he demanded fiercely.  
 
"No," she cried, triumphantly; "we'll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and 
wish our boy alive again."  
 
The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. "Good  
G-d, you are mad!" he cried aghast.  
 
"Get it," she panted; "get i t quickly, and wish ---- Oh, my boy, my boy!"  
 
Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. "Get back to bed," he said, unsteadily. 
"You don't know what you are saying."  
 
"We had the first wish granted," said the old woman, feverishly; "why not the second ." 
 
"A coincidence," stammered the old man.  
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"Go and get it and wish," cried the old woman, quivering with excitement.  
 
The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook. "He has been dead ten 
days, and besides he --I would not tell you else, but --I could only recognize him by his 
clothing. If he was too terrible for you to see then, how now?"  
 
"Bring him back," cried the old woman, and dragged him toward the door. "Do you 
think I fear the child I have nursed?"  
 
He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlor, and then to the 
mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish 
might bring his mutilated son before him ere he could escape from the room seized 
upon him, and he caught his breath as he found t hat he had lost the direction of the 
door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped along the 
wall until he found himself in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand.  
 
Even his wife's face seemed changed as he e ntered the room. It was white and 
expectant, and to his fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of 
her.  
 
"Wish!" she cried, in a strong voice.  
 
"It is foolish and wicked," he faltered.  
 
"Wish!" repeated his wife.  
 
 He raised his hand.  "I wish my son alive again."  
 
The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a 
chair as the old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind.  
 
He sat until he was chilled with the cold, gla ncing occasionally at the figure of the old 
woman peering through the window. The candle end, which had burnt below the rim 
of the china candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until, 
with a flicker larger than the rest, it ex pired. The old man, with an unspeakable sense of 
relief at the failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute or two 
afterward the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him.  
 
Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ti cking of the clock. A stair creaked, 
and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, 
and after lying for some time screwing up his courage, the husband took the box of 
matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a can dle.  
 
At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike another, and at 
the same moment a knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded 
on the front door.  
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The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, his breat h suspended until the 
knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the 
door behind him. A third knock sounded through the house.  
 
"What's that?" cried the old woman, starting up.  
 
"A rat," said the old man, in shaking to nes--"a rat. It passed me on the stairs."  
 
His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.  
 
"It's Herbert!" she screamed. "It's Herbert!"  
 
She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, 
held he r tightly.  
 
"What are you going to do?" he whispered hoarsely.  
 
"It's my boy; it's Herbert!" she cried, struggling mechanically. "I forgot it was two miles 
away. What are you holding me for? Let go. I must open the door."  
 
"For God's sake, don't let it in, " cried the old man trembling.  
 
"You're afraid of your own son," she cried, struggling. "Let me go. I'm coming, Herbert; 
I'm coming."  
There was another knock, and another. The old woman, with a sudden wrench, broke 
free and ran from the room. Her husband f ollowed to the landing, and called after her 
appealingly as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle back and the bottom 
bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the old woman's voice, strained and 
panting.  
 
"The bolt," she cried loudly . "Come down. I can't reach it."  
 
But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the 
paw. If he could only find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks 
reverberated through the house, and he he ard the scraping of a chair as his wife put it 
down in the passage against the door. He heard the creaking of the bolt as it came 
slowly back, and at the same moment he found the monkey's paw, and frantically 
breathed his third and last wish.  
 
The knocking  ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He 
heard the chair drawn back and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the 
staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment and misery from his wife gave him 
courage to run down to her  side, and then to the gate beyond. The street lamp 
flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.  
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ÒThe NecklaceÓ by Guy de Maupassant  

 
She was one of those pretty and charming girls born, as though fate had blundered 
over her, into a family of a rtisans. She had no marriage portion, no expectations, no 
means of getting known, understood, loved, and wedded by a man of wealth and 
distinction; and she let herself be married off to a little clerk in the Ministry of Education. 
Her tastes were simple be cause she had never been able to afford any other, but she 
was as unhappy as though she had married beneath her; for women have no caste or 
class, their beauty, grace, and charm serving them for birth or family, their natural 
delicacy, their instinctive el egance, their nimbleness of wit, are their only mark of rank, 
and put the slum girl on a level with the highest lady in the land.  
     She suffered endlessly, feeling herself born for every delicacy and luxury. She suffered 
from the poorness of her house, from its mean walls, worn chairs, and ugly curtains. All 
these things, of which other women of her class would not even have been aware, 
tormented and insulted her. The sight of the little Breton girl who came to do the work in 
her little house aroused hea rt-broken regrets and hopeless dreams in her mind. She 
imagined silent antechambers, heavy with Oriental tapestries, lit by torches in lofty 
bronze sockets, with two tall footmen in knee breeches sleeping in large arm -chairs, 
overcome by the heavy warmth o f the stove. She imagined vast saloons hung with 
antique silks, exquisite pieces of furniture supporting priceless ornaments, and small, 
charming, perfumed rooms, created just for little parties of intimate friends, men who 
were famous and sought after, wh ose homage roused every other woman's envious 
longings.  
     When she sat down for dinner at the round table covered with a three -days -old 
cloth, opposite her husband, who took the cover off the soup -tureen, exclaiming 
delightedly: "Aha! Scotch broth! What  could be better?" she imagined delicate meals, 
gleaming silver, tapestries peopling the walls with folk of a past age and strange birds in 
faery forests; she imagined delicate food served in marvelous dishes, murmured 
gallantries, listened to with an insc rutable smile as one trifled with the rosy flesh of trout 
or wings of asparagus chicken.  
     She had no clothes, no jewels, nothing. And these were the only things she loved; she 
felt that she was made for them. She had longed so eagerly to charm, to be d esired, to 
be wildly attractive and sought after  
     She had a rich friend, an old school friend whom she refused to visit, because she 
suffered so keenly when she returned home. She would weep whole days, with grief, 
regret, despair, and misery.  
     One  evening her husband came home with an exultant air, holding a large 
envelope in his hand.  
     "Here's something for you," he said.  
     Swiftly she tore the paper and drew out a printed card on which were these words:  
     "The Minister of Education and Madame Ramponneau request the pleasure of the 
company of Monsieur and Madame Loisel at the Ministry on the evening of Monday, 
January the 18th."  
     Instead of being delighted, as her husband hoped, she flung the invitation petulantly 
across the table, mu rmuring:  
     "What do you want me to do with this?"  
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     "Why, darling, I thought you'd be pleased. You never go out, and this is a great 
occasion. I had tremendous trouble to get it. Every one wants one; it's very select, and 
very few go to the clerks. Y ou'll see all the really big people there."  
     She looked at him out of furious eyes, and said impatiently: "And what do you 
suppose I am to wear at such an affair?"  
     He had not thought about it; he stammered:  
     "Why, the dress you go to the theat re in. It looks very nice, to me . . ."  
     He stopped, stupefied and utterly at a loss when he saw that his wife was beginning 
to cry. Two large tears ran slowly down from the corners of her eyes towards the corners 
of her mouth.  
     "What's the matter with you? What's the matter with you?" he faltered.  
     But with a violent effort she overcame her grief and replied in a calm voice, wiping 
her wet cheeks:  
     "Nothing. Only I haven't a dress and so I can't go to this party. Give your invitation to 
some friend of yours whose wife will be turned out better than I shall."  
     He was heart -broken.  
     "Look here, Mathilde," he persisted. "What would be the cost of a suitable dress, 
which you could use on other occasions as well, something very simple?"  
     She thought for several seconds, reckoning up prices and also wondering for how 
large a sum she could ask without bringing upon herself an immediate refusal and an 
exclamation of horror from the careful -minded clerk.  
     At last she replied with some hesitation:  
     "I don't know exactly, but I think I could do it on four hundred francs."  
     He grew slightly pale, for this was exactly the amount he had been saving for a gun, 
intending to get a little shooting next summer on the plain of Nanterre wit h some friends 
who went lark -shooting there on Sundays.  
     Nevertheless he said: "Very well. I'll give you four hundred francs. But try and get a 
really nice dress with the money."  
     The day of the party drew near, and Madame Loisel seemed sad, uneasy  and 
anxious. Her dress was ready, however. One evening her husband said to her:  
     "What's the matter with you? You've been very odd for the last three days."  
     "I'm utterly miserable at not having any jewels, not a single stone, to wear," she 
replie d. "I shall look absolutely no one. I would almost rather not go to the party."  
     "Wear flowers," he said. "They're very smart at this time of the year. For ten francs you 
could get two or three gorgeous roses."  
     She was not convinced.  
     "No . . . there's nothing so humiliating as looking poor in the middle of a lot of rich 
women."  
     "How stupid you are!" exclaimed her husband, "Go and see Madame Forestier and 
ask her to lend you some jewels. You know her quite well enough for that."  
     She uttered a cry of delight.  
     "That's true. I never thought of it."  
     Next day she went to see her friend and told her her trouble.  
     Madame Forestier went to her dressing -table, took up a large box, brought it to 
Madame Loisel, opened it, and said:  
     "Choose, my dear."  
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     First she saw some bracelets; then a pearl necklace; then a Venetian cross in gold 
and gems, of exquisite workmanship. She tried the effect of the jewels before the mirror, 
hesitating, unable to make up her mind to leave them, to give them up. She kept on 
asking:  
     "Haven't you anything else?"  
     "Yes. Look for yourself. I don't know what you would like best."  
     Suddenly she discovered, in a black satin case, a superb diamond necklace; her 
heart began to beat covetously.  Her hands trembled as she lifted it. She fastened it 
round her neck, upon her high dress, and remained in ecstasy at sight of herself.  
     Then, with hesitation, she asked in anguish:  
     "Could you lend me this, just this alone?"  
     "Yes, of course."  
     She flung herself on her friend's breast, embraced her frenziedly, and went away with 
her treasure. The day of the party arrived. Madame Loisel was a success. She was the 
prettiest woman present, elegant, graceful, smiling, and quite above herself wi th 
happiness. All the men stared at her, inquired her name, and asked to be introduced to 
her. All the Under -Secretaries of State were eager to waltz with her. The Minister noticed 
her.  
     She danced madly, ecstatically, drunk with pleasure, with no thou ght for anything, in 
the triumph of her beauty, in the pride of her success, in a cloud of happiness made up 
of this universal homage and admiration, of the desires she had aroused, of the 
completeness of a victory so dear to her feminine heart.  
     She left about four o'clock in the morning. Since midnight her husband had been 
dozing in a deserted little room, in company with three other men whose wives were 
having a good time. He threw over her shoulders the garments he had brought for them 
to go home in , modest everyday clothes, whose poverty clashed with the beauty of the 
ball -dress. She was conscious of this and was anxious to hurry away, so that she should 
not be noticed by the other women putting on their costly furs.  
     Loisel restrained her.  
     "Wait a little. You'll catch cold in the open. I'm going to fetch a cab."  
     But she did not listen to him and rapidly descended the staircase. When they were 
out in the street they could not find a cab; they began to look for one, shouting at the 
drive rs whom they saw passing in the distance.  
     They walked down towards the Seine, desperate and shivering. At last they found on 
the quay one of those old night -prowling carriages, which are only to be seen in Paris 
after dark, as though they were ashamed  of their shabbiness in the daylight.  
     It brought them to their door in the Rue des Martyrs, and sadly they walked up to 
their own apartment. It was the end, for her. As for him, he was thinking that he must be 
at the office at ten.  
     She took off t he garments in which she had wrapped her shoulders, so as to see 
herself in all her glory before the mirror. But suddenly she uttered a cry. The necklace 
was no longer round her neck!  
     "What's the matter with you?" asked her husband, already half undre ssed. 
     She turned towards him in the utmost distress.  
     "I . . . I . . . I've no longer got Madame Forestier's necklace . . ..Ó  
     He started with astonishment.  
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     "What!  . . . Impossible!"  
     They searched in the folds of her dress, in the f olds of the coat, in the pockets, 
everywhere. They could not find it.  
     "Are you sure that you still had it on when you came away from the ball?" he asked.  
     "Yes, I touched it in the hall at the Ministry."  
     "But if you had lost it in the street,  we should have heard it fall."  
     "Yes. Probably we should. Did you take the number of the cab?"  
     "No. You didn't notice it, did you?"  
     "No." 
     They stared at one another, dumbfounded. At last Loisel put on his clothes again.  
     "I'll go ov er all the ground we walked," he said, "and see if I can't find it."  
     And he went out. She remained in her evening clothes, lacking strength to get into 
bed, huddled on a chair, without volition or power of thought.  
     Her husband returned about seve n. He had found nothing.  
     He went to the police station, to the newspapers, to offer a reward, to the cab 
companies, everywhere that a ray of hope impelled him.  
     She waited all day long, in the same state of bewilderment at this fearful 
catastrophe . 
     Loisel came home at night, his face lined and pale; he had discovered nothing.  
     "You must write to your friend," he said, "and tell her that you've broken the clasp of 
her necklace and are getting it mended. That will give us time to look about us." 
     She wrote at his dictation.  
 
By the end of a week they had lost all hope.  
     Loisel, who had aged five years, declared:  
     "We must see about replacing the diamonds."  
     Next day they took the box, which had held the necklace and went to th e jewelers 
whose name was inside. He consulted his books.  
     "It was not I who sold this necklace, Madame; I must have merely supplied the clasp."  
     Then they went from jeweler to jeweler, searching for another necklace like the first, 
consulting thei r memories, both ill with remorse and anguish of mind.  
     In a shop at the Palais -Royal they found a string of diamonds, which seemed to them 
exactly like the one they were looking for. It was worth forty thousand francs. They were 
allowed to have it for  thirty -six thousand.  
     They begged the jeweler not to sell it for three days. And they arranged matters on 
the understanding that it would be taken back for thirty -four thousand francs, if the first 
one were found before the end of February.  
     Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs left to him by his father. He intended to 
borrow the rest.  
     He did borrow it, getting a thousand from one man, five hundred from another, five 
louis here, three louis there. He gave notes of hand, entered into ruino us agreements, 
did business with usurers and the whole tribe of money -lenders. He mortgaged the 
whole remaining years of his existence, risked his signature without even knowing if he 
could honour it, and, appalled at the agonizing face of the future, at t he black misery 
about to fall upon him, at the prospect of every possible physical privation and moral 
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torture, he went to get the new necklace and put down upon the jeweler's counter 
thirty -six thousand francs.  
     When Madame Loisel took back the neckla ce to Madame Forestier, the latter said 
to her in a chilly voice:  
     "You ought to have brought it back sooner; I might have needed it."  
     She did not, as her friend had feared, open the case. If she had noticed the 
substitution, what would she have t hought? What would she have said? Would she not 
have taken her for a thief?  
 
* 
Madame Loisel came to know the ghastly life of abject poverty. From the very first she 
played her part heroically. This fearful debt must be paid off. She would pay it. The 
servant was dismissed. They changed their flat; they took a garret under the roof.  
     She came to know the heavy work of the house, the hateful duties of the kitchen. 
She washed the plates, wearing out her pink nails on the coarse pottery and the 
bottoms of pans. She washed the dirty linen, the shirts and dish -cloths, and hung them 
out to dry on a string; every morning she took the dustbin down into the street and 
carried up the water, stopping on each landing to get her breath. And, clad like a poor 
woman, s he went to the fruiterer, to the grocer, to the butcher, a basket on her arm, 
haggling, insulted, fighting for every wretched halfpenny of her money.  
     Every month notes had to be paid off, others renewed, time gained.  
     Her husband worked in the eve nings at putting straight a merchant's accounts, and 
often at night he did copying at twopence -halfpenny a page.  
     And this life lasted ten years.  
     At the end of ten years everything was paid off, everything, the usurer's charges and 
the accumulatio n of superimposed interest.  
     Madame Loisel looked old now. She had become like all the other strong, hard, 
coarse women of poor households. Her hair was badly done, her skirts were awry, her 
hands were red. She spoke in a shrill voice, and the water sl opped all over the floor 
when she scrubbed it. But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat 
down by the window and thought of that evening long ago, of the ball at which she 
had been so beautiful and so much admired.  
     What would have happ ened if she had never lost those jewels. Who knows? Who 
knows? How strange life is, how fickle! How little is needed to ruin or to save!  
     One Sunday, as she had gone for a walk along the Champs -Elysees to freshen herself 
after the labours of the week, she caught sight suddenly of a woman who was taking a 
child out for a walk. It was Madame Forestier, still young, still beautiful, still attractive.  
     Madame Loisel was conscious of some emotion. Should she speak to her? Yes, 
certainly. And now that she  had paid, she would tell her all. Why not?  
     She went up to her.  
     "Good morning, Jeanne."  
     The other did not recognize her, and was surprised at being thus familiarly addressed 
by a poor woman.  
     "But . . . Madame . . ." she stammered. "I do n't know . . . you must be making a 
mistake."  
     "No . . . I am Mathilde Loisel."  
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     Her friend uttered a cry.  
     "Oh! . . . my poor Mathilde, how you have changed! . . ."  
     "Yes, I've had some hard times since I saw you last; and many sorrows . .  . and all on 
your account."  
     "On my account! . . . How was that?"  
     "You remember the diamond necklace you lent me for the ball at the Ministry?"  
     "Yes. Well?" 
     "Well, I lost it." 
     "How could you? Why, you brought it back."  
     "I brought you another one just like it. And for the last ten years we have been paying 
for it. You realize it wasn't easy for us; we had no money. . . . Well, it's paid for at last, and 
I'm glad indeed."  
 
 
     Madame Forestier had halted.  
     "You say you boug ht a diamond necklace to replace mine?"  
     "Yes. You hadn't noticed it? They were very much alike."  
     And she smiled in proud and innocent happiness.  
     Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took her two hands.  
     "Oh, my poor Mathilde! But mine was imi tation. It was worth at the very most five 
hundred francs! . . . "  
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ÒThe Tell-Tale HeartÓ by Edgar Allan Poe  

 
True! - nervous - very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say 
that I am mad? The disease had sha rpened my senses - not destroyed - not dulled 
them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in 
the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how 
healthily - how calmly I can tell yo u the whole story.  
     It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it 
haunted me hay and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the 
old man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult.  For his gold I had 
no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye 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 - I made up my mind to take the lif e of the old man, and thus rid myself 
of the eye forever.  
    Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should 
have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded - with what caution - with 
what foresight - with what dissi mulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old 
man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I 
turned the latch of his door and opened it - oh so gently! And then, when I had made 
an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, so that no 
light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how 
cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly - very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the 
old man's sl eep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far 
that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! - would a madman have been so wise 
ass this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously - 
oh, so caut iously - cautiously (for the hinges creaked) - I undid it just so much that a 
single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights - very night 
just at midnight - but I found the eye always closed; and so 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, I went boldly into the chamber, and spike 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, I looked upon him while he slept.  
 
    Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A 
watch's minute hand moves more quic kly than did mine. Never before that night, had I 
felt the extent of my own powers - of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings 
of triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to 
dream of my secret deeds  or thoughts. I 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 I 
drew back - but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the 
shutters were close fasten ed, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that he could not 
see the opening of the door, and I 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 s prang up in bed, crying out - 'Who's there?'  
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    I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in 
the meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening; - just 
as I have done, night afte r night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall.  
    Presently I heard a slight groan, and I 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 sou l when overcharged with awe. I 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 I knew it well. I 
knew what the old m an felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I 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 cou ld not. He had been saying to himself - 'It is 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 had 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 ht unperceived shadow that caused him to feel - 
although he neither saw no r heard - to feel the presence of my head within the room.  
 
    When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I 
resolved to open a little - a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it - you 
cannot imagine how s tealthily, stealthily - until, at length a simple dim ray, like the 
thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye.  
    It was open - wide, wide open - and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with 
perfect distinc tness - all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very 
marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I 
had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.  
    And have I not to ld you that what you mistake for madness is but over acuteness of 
the senses? - now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a 
watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating 
of the old man's hea rt. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the 
soldier into courage.  
    But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern 
motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime th e 
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 extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder 
every moment! - do you mark me well? I have told you that I am nervous: so  I 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 I 
refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thou ght the heart must 
burst. And now a new anxiety seized me - the sound would be heard by a neighbour! 
The old man's hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped 
into the room. He shrieked once - once only. In an instant I dragged him  to the floor, 
and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, 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 
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dead. I removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I 
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.  
 
    If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise 
precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned; and I worked 
hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the 
arms and the legs . 
    Then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all 
between the scantlings. I 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. I had been too wary for that. 
A tub had caught all - ha! ha!  
    When I had made an end of these labours, it was four o'clock - still dark as midnight. 
As the bell sounded the hour, there came a knoc king at the street door. I went down to 
open it with a light heart, - for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who 
introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been 
heard by a neighbor during the night; s uspicion 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.  
    I smiled, - for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, 
was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my 
visitors all over the house. I bade them search - search well. I led them, at length, to his 
chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my 
confi dence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their 
fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat 
upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim.  
    The officers wer e satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. 
They say, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I 
felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a 
ringing in my ears : but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct: - 
it continued and became more distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but 
it continued and gained definiteness - until, at length, I found that the noise was not 
w ithin my ears.  
 
    No doubt I now grew very pale; - but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened 
voice. Yet the sound increased - and what could I do? I was a low, dull, quick sound - 
much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gas ped for breath - 
and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly - more vehemently; but the noise 
steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent 
gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they  not be gone? I paced 
the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the 
men - but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do? I foamed - I raved - I 
swore! I swung the chair upon which I 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? 
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Almighty God! - no, no! They heard! - they suspected!  - they knew! - they were making 
a mockery of my horror! - this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this 
agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical 
smiles no longer! I felt that I must screa m or die! and now - again! - hark! louder! louder! 
louder! louder!  
    'Villains!' I shrieked, 'dissemble no more! I admit the deed! - tear up the planks! here, 
here! - it is the beating of his hideous heart!'  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


