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PREFACE

The Second Edition of The Riverside Anthology of Literature, like the first,
presents students with a diverse selection of high-quality works. To that
end, it includes many of the best-known authors in the Anglo-American tra-
dition as well as a number of contemporary writers whose reputations are
not yet settled, and a healthy selection of writers from Europe, Latin Amer-
ica, and Africa. The Second Edition includes nine new authors in its list of
103 and fresh selections from fourteen of the retained authors.

The Riverside Anthology of Literature, Second Edition, keeps the spot-
light on works and writers but includes a good deal of unobtrusive appa-
ratus. The elements of literature are discussed in the introductions to the
three genres and (often in lesson-length essays) in the Handbook of Litera-
ture (pages 1592-1620). After the selections of each major author is a new
Further Reading list, a brief bibliography of secondary sources students
may find useful in reading or writing about the selection. These references
have been chosen with accessibility in mind—intellectual accessibility for
undergraduates and physical accessibility in libraries with limited holdings.
The “Counterpoints” that follow sometimes give one writer’s view of
another, sometimes a writer’s comment on the underpinnings of his or her
own work: collectively, they provide a lively and varied picture of how
writers view their art, a picture that raises provocative questions for class
discussion.

Because writing about literature is an important way of learning about
it, the Writing About Literature section (pages 1621-1642) shows one
interpreter’s struggle to come to grips with a prose poem, first in an infor-
mal journal entry, then in a draft and revision of a short essay, then in a
research paper. The Instructor’s Resource Manual for The Riverside
Anthology of Literature, Second Edition, offers over 350 questions appro-
priate for journal writing, short essays, or class discussion. Each question is
“answered” with an essay of 200 to 500 words that shows where the ques-
tion is likely to lead the student who pursues it. Sample student essays, with
instructor’s comments, on eighteen of these questions are collected in the
package of Sample Student Papers, new to this edition.

Listed after each work is the earliest date of publication we could con-
firm; works published posthumously, however, are followed by the gener-
ally recognized date of composition. For translated works, we have given
the date of the first publication in the original language, followed by the
date of the English translation we are printing. In glossing the works them-
selves, we have aimed to give only the information needed to make them
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comprehensible: words easily found in a dictionary are not glossed, nor is
every potentially unfamiliar reference.

I owe special thanks to Carolyn Perry (University of Missouri) for her
many contributions to both the first and the second editions—including
assembling the bibliographies, writing most of the biographical sketches of
the authors, drafting portions of the handbook section, collecting and com-
menting on sample student papers, and generally holding the project
together. For their excellent work on the Instructor’s Resource Manual, 1
thank Melody Richardson Daily (University of Missouri), W. Raymond
Smith (Indiana University), and Victor Bowman (University of Massachu-
setts). Marcia Sankey’s tenacity in searching out dates of publication for the
first edition continues to benefit the second, as does Glenn Hopp’s (How-
ard Payne University) work finding material on dramatists. For useful
reviews of the second edition, I want to thank
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or some scholars, the analysis of a short story is an exact
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- procedure requiring instruments nearly as specialized

as a surgeon’s. For them the chief implements are
terms, and they might describe a story as “a bildungsro-
man with a double plot and with two round and three
flat characters, narrated primarily from the third-per-
son limited point of view (by an unreliable narrator) but
twice allowing comments from omniscient point of
view.” Though you may hope that no such sentence will
ever pass your lips, the terms can be useful, and many
are defined and discussed in the Handbook (pages
1592-1620). But let’s begin with a simpler critical tool
that, like a jackknife, will serve in almost every situation.

This tool is the distinction between two traditions
of storytelling, traditions that affect not only fiction, but
poetry and drama as well. We will call the first “the tra-
dition of the tale”; the second, “the tradition of the por-
trait.” The short story, as we will see, is an offspring of
both traditions, and this parentage provides the story

with two quite different dimensions in which to grow.

THE TRADITIONAL TALE

The very word tale reminds us that the tradition we
associate with it is far older than writing. In the prehis-

tory of language, tale is a close cousin of tell, and we
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ought to bear in mind the word’s long association with
the human voice. Although we now find tales printed in
books, the printed page is not their native habitat.
More natural to them is the environment that gave us
the “fairy tales” recorded by the Grimms in the early
nineteenth century. These pioneering folklorists discov-
ered a great cauldron of stories that illiterate peasants
had been cooking up for centuries in the Black Forest of
Germany. The Grimm fairy tales, it is worth remember-
ing, were largely products of the dark, told by firelight
in a latitude where winter nights are very long.

In the dark, the listeners were essentially alone with
their imaginations and with the speaker’s voice. We
realize the importance of the voice when we read “The
Juniper Tree,” a story filled with sounds: the voices of
several characters, the “klipp klapp, klipp klapp” of a
mill, the “hick hack, hick hack” of men chiseling a mill-
stone, the repeated bird songs, and the crash of chest lid
decapitating one character and of a dropped millstone
crushing another. It is a cliché to talk about the story-
teller casting a spell, but we should remember that the
word spell, like the word tale, originally referred to a rec-
itation or an incantation and later to the effects of the
incantation. The peasant storytellers who recited their
tales for the brothers Grimm had memorized them

word for word, as a sorcerer would memorize a magical
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formula. Innovations were possible, of course, and a story would change
gradually over decades of telling, but a traditional tale was not to be loosely
paraphrased. The telling, the spell, required certain syllables in a certain
order. In this respect, the traditional tale is more like a poem or song than
it is like most modern novels, which are not made to be read aloud, let alone
memorized.

And what are traditional tales about? Consider a familiar example,
“Cinderella.” Even in the relatively tame version presented by Walt Disney,
we can see that this tale compresses into a small space some of our deepest
hopes and fears. Cinderella experiences the things we have feared since
childhood, some of which we continue to fear as adults: our mother’s death,
captivity in the power of pitiless strangers (the stepmother and the stepsis-
ters), squalor, ugliness, neglect. She also experiences things we only wish
for: communication with animals, the revelation of our hidden beauty and
nobility, perfect love. In the unexpurgated version recorded by the
brothers Grimm, she also experiences the pleasure of taking a gruesome
revenge. One of the step sisters, in order to get the tiny slipper on, cuts off
her big toe; the other cuts off her heel. Lamed for life by their own efforts,
they then have their eyes pecked out by the pigeons who are Cinderella’s
allies. Deep wishes and fears include things that the Disney organization
prefers to suppress.

In a pragmatic century like ours, many people dismiss the tale as “unre-
alistic,” but the dismissal is a bit too hasty. Cinderella’s glass slippers and
fairy godmother may be bits of fantasy, like the special effects in a Steven
Spielberg film, but what about the abusiveness of her stepmother, the
avarice and jealousy of her stepsisters, her loneliness, her desire to escape,
to be rescued by a lover, to have her revenge? Nathaniel Hawthorne, who
worked very consciously in the tradition of the tale, said that its business was
not to reproduce the surface appearance of life, but to reach beneath that
surface to reveal “the truth of the human heart.” And, in fact, psycholo-
gists and psychiatrists have found tales, like dreams, to be important clues
to the workings of our subconscious minds.

Whether a hope or fear is less real than an automobile, for example, or
a blue smock, is a ditficult question. Sufhice it for now to say that it is real in
a different dimension of experience. In a very short story written about
1922, the German writer Franz Kafka shows how a single moment may be
the intersection between two incompatible dimensions of reality.

On Parables

There were many who complained that the words of the wise were
always mere parables, and of no use in daily life, which is the only
life that we have. When the wise man says: “Go across”, he does
not mean that one should cross over to the other side of the street,
which is at least something that one could manage if the result
were worth the effort; he means some fabulous yonder, something
that is unknown to us and that even he cannot designate more
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precisely, and therefore something that cannot help us down here
in the very least. All these parables mean really no more than that
the inconceivable is inconceivable, and that we knew already. But
the cares that we actually have to struggle with every day are a
different matter.

One man then said: “Why do you resist? If you followed the
parables, then you would become parables yourselves, and thus
free of your daily cares.”

Another said: “I bet that is also a parable.”

The first said: “You have won.”

The second said: “But unfortunately only in parable.”

The first said: “No, in reality. In parable you have lost.”

We might use Kafka’s geometry and say that the business of the tale is pri-
marily to be true “in parable” rather than “in reality.”

THE MARRIAGE OF THE TALE AND THE
PORTRAIT

We expect the tale (like the dream) to be a true reflection of our wishes,
hopes, and fears, but we do not expect it to correspond to the realities we
see around us at high noon. On the other hand, we do not live our entire
lives in the dimly lit passages of our dreams. We have eyes that see and
minds that analyze, and there are, as Kafka’s second man says, “the cares
that we actually have to struggle with every day.” The early masters of mod-
ern fiction found ways to do justice to this side of our nature, too. They
brought into the story images from ordinary life: the sight, smell, and tex-
ture of the world, as well as (or even in place of) the sound of the story-
teller’s voice. Daniel Defoe, one of the fathers of the English novel, had
such a good eye for realistic detail that he was able to convince most of his
contemporary readers that Robinson Crusoe (1719) and Moll Flanders (1722)
were true stories. Indeed, there is so much of the real world in Moll
“Flanders that it is very hard to classify. Some scholars see it as a “tale” into
which Defoe worked many elements from daily life in order to create a sal-
able hoax. Other scholars see it as an essentially factual portrait of a
reformed thief and prostitute whom the author interviewed in prison.
Every reader of Defoe’s novels knows that the pleasure they give comes
from the illusion, at least, that we are reading about things that really
happened.

The Frenchman Guy de Maupassant (1850-1893) was one of the earli-
est proponents of the short story as a serious portrait of ordinary life, “the
revelation of the real, contemporary man.” For Maupassant, the story does
not begin in traditions about princesses, goblins, and glass mountains, nor
in emotions that the writer wishes to express. It begins in close observation
of the daily routines and habits of real people, the sort of observation we
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might expect of a first-rate journalist or biographer. Maupassant learned
to write under the instruction of Gustave Flaubert, who used to set him
exercises in verbal portraiture:

“When you pass,” he would say, “a grocer seated at his shop door,
a janitor smoking a pipe, a stand of hackney coaches, show me that
grocer and that janitor, their whole physical appearance, includ-
ing also a description of their whole moral nature, so that I cannot
confound them with any other grocer or janitor; make me see, in
one word, that a certain cab horse does not resemble the fifty
others that follow or precede it.”

The influence of realists like Maupassant and Flaubert has been profound.
The traditional tale could take place “once upon a time” in no particular
location and could include characters too dazzlingly good or evil to resem-
ble the people we meet on the streets. On every page of most modern short
stories, however, you will find precise observations about a particular set-
ting and particular characters. Indeed, half the pleasure of reading a short
story may come from the accuracy with which the writer records what he or
she has seen, heard, smelled, felt, and tasted.

Skill at portraying the external world is essential for a writer like Mau-
passant, but the writer is not merely a camera or a tape recorder, recording
a flat reality. The short story is descended from the tale as well as from the
portrait, and it manages, sometimes miraculously, to speak truly both “in
reality” and “in parable.” The literary realist finds the raw materials of art
in the external world but discards much and reassembles the rest into what
Maupassant calls a “personal vision of life,”” a vision that leads us once again
into deep hopes and fears. Consider, for example, the opening paragraph
of Maupassant’s “The String””:

Along all the roads around Goderville the peasants and their wives
were coming towards the little town, for it was market-day. The
men walked with plodding steps, their bodies bent forward at each
thrust of their long bowed legs. They were deformed by hard
work, by the pull of the heavy plough which raises the left shoulder
and twists the torso, by the reaping of the wheat which forces the
knees apart to get a firm stand, by all the slow and strenuous
labors of life on the farm. Their blue smocks, starched, shining as
if varnished, ornamented with a little design in white at the neck
and wrists, puffed about their bony bodies, seemed like balloons
ready to carry them off. From each smock a head, two arms, and
two feet protruded.

This paragraph, which we might be inclined to rush through on our way to

the “real story,” is constructed from details any observer might have seen in
a French market town in the 1870s; it embodies, however, Maupassant’s
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“personal vision.” In this vision of life (characteristic of the nineteenth-
century realists), people are not just shaped by their environment, but
deformed by it. Their hard lives unsuit them for great joy, leaving them
small and pitiable pleasures. The shining blue smocks with little designs in
white seem misplaced on their bony, plodding bodies. Life in Goderville is
squeezed down into a narrow emotional range, incapable of producing
ecstasy or tragedy. Maupassant’s description of Goderville is so precise that
a knowledgeable French person of the period could probably have placed
the imaginary village very accurately on a real map of France, listed its prin-
cipal products, and estimated its population. But it is not merely the geog-
raphy “in reality” that is accurate. We can also place Goderville in the
geography of our imaginations. Itis a hell on earth. Or to put the case as a
nineteenth-century realist might have, it is a statement that earth is hell,
unredeemed and unredeemable. Goderville is a miniature world painted in
such a way that we recognize it as being simultaneously true to external real-
ity and true to the writer’s dark vision. Into this world, four paragraphs
later, Maupassant introduces his protagonist.

Maitre Hauchecorne, of Bréaute, had just arrived at Goderville.
He was directing his steps towards the square, when he perceived
upon the ground a little piece of string. Maitre Hauchecorne,
economical like a true Norman, thought that everything useful
ought to be picked up, and he stooped painfully, for he suffered
from rheumatism. He took up the bit of string from the ground
and was beginning to roll it carefully when he noticed Maitre
Malandain, the harness-maker, on the threshold of his door, look-
ing at him. They had once had a quarrel on the subject of a halter,
and they had remained on bad terms, being both good haters.
Maitre Hauchecorne was seized with a sort of shame to be seen
thus by his enemy, picking a bit of string out of the dirt. He hid his
find quickly under his smock, and slipped it into his trouser
pocket; then he pretended to be still looking on the ground for
something which he did not find, and he went towards the market,
his head thrust forward, bend double by his pain.

Here again is a paragraph that we might pass over carelessly on our way to
the plot, but we should stop to relish it. It is a brilliant portrait: we learn
more about a man in these 150 words than we will ever learn about most of
our neighbors. We see his miserliness, his physical pain, his capacity for
hatred, and above all his pride—the pride of a man who has nothing but
pride to comfort him. Maupassant learned Flaubert’s lessons in realism
admirably, but what he saw around him was rarely admirable: deformed
bodies and spirits in a world that offers little room for joy.

“Too bleak,” we may say, and many readers of Maupassant’s own time
did say so, preferring stories that would amuse them or uplift them. Mau-
passant’s response was to say that he was a realistic artist and that he had no
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choice but to consider the life around him and present his findings about it:
“Let us rise to the heights of poetry when we criticize an idealist, and show
him that his dream is commonplace, vulgar, not mad enough or magnificent
enough. But if we criticize a naturalist, let us show him wherein the truth in
life differs from the truth in his book.”

By blending features of the portrait and the tale, the short story creates
a spectal challenge for the reader. In Kafka’s terms, it claims to give us the
truth both “in reality” and “in parable.” It claims to connect the observ-
able details of ordinary life with what Hawthorne called “the truth of the
human heart” and Maupassant called “the deep, hidden meanings of
events.”

A SHORT STORY EXAMINED

On the one hand, the tale tradition, as we have seen, overleaps the
details of ordinary reality, concerns itself very little with particutar charac-
ters or settings, depends on the spell cast by the words of the narrator, and
goes directly to the heart’s truth. The portrait tradition, on the other hand,
embraces everyday reality, relishes the exact description of individual char-
acters in a particularized setting, and builds credibility by reporting almost
scientifically on the data given by the senses. To see how these apparently
contrary traditions work in a story, let’s examine a very short example, Eliz-
abeth Tallent’s “No One’s a Mystery” (1985).

No One’s a Mystery

For my eighteenth birthday Jack gave me a five-year diary with a
latch and a hitte key, light as a dime. I was sitting beside him
scratching at the lock, which didn’t seem to want to work, when he
thought he saw his wife’s Cadillac in the distance, coming toward
us. He pushed me down onto the dirty floor of the pickup and
kept one hand on my head while I inhaled the musk of his ciga-
rettes in the dashboard ashtray and sang along with Rosanne Cash
on the tape deck. We’d been drinking tequila and the bottle was
between his legs, resting up against his crotch, where the seam of
his Levi’s was bleached linen-white, though the Levi’s were nearly
new. Idon’t know why his Levi’s always bleached like that, along
the scams and at the knees. In a curve of cloth his zipper glinted,
gold.

“I’s her,” he said. “She keeps the lights on in the daytime. 1
can’t think of a single habit in a woman that irritates me more than
that.” When he saw that I was going to stay still he took his hand
from my head and ran it through his own dark hair.

“Why does she?” I said.

“She thinks it’s safer. Why does she need to be safer? She’s
driving exactly fifty-five miles an hour. She believes in those signs:
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‘Speed Monitored by Aircraft.” It doesn’t matter that you can
look up and see that the sky is empty.”

“She’ll see your lips move, Jack. She’ll know you're talking to
someone.”

“She’ll think I’'m singing along with the radio.”

He didn’t lift his hand, just raised the fingers in salute while
the pressure of his palm steadied the wheel, and I heard the
Cadillac honk twice, musically; he was driving easily eighty miles an
hour. Istudied his boots. The elk heads stitched into the leather
were bearded with frayed thread, the toes were scuffed, and there
was a compact wedge of muddy manure between the heel and the
sole—the same boots he’d been wearing for the two years I'd
known him. On the tape deck Rosanne Cash sang, “Nobody’s into
me, no one’s a mystery.”

“Do you think she’s getting famous because of who her daddy
is or for herself?”” Jack said.

“There are about a hundred pop tops on the floor, did you
know that? Some little kid could cut a bare foot on one of these,
Jack.”

“No little kids get into this truck except for you.”

“How come you let it get so dirty?”

"7 he mocked. “You even sound like a kid. You
can get back into the seat now, if you want. She’s not going to
look over her shoulder and see you.”

“How do you know?”

“I just know,” he said. “Like I know I'm going to get meat
loaf for supper. It’sin the air. like I know what you’ll be writing
in that diary.”

“‘How come,

“What will I be writing?” I knelt on my side of the seat and
craned around to look at the butterfly of dust printed on my
jeans. Outside the window Wyoming was dazzling in the heat.
The wheat was fawn and yellow and parted smoothly by the thin
dirt road. I could smell the water in the irrigation ditches hidden
in the wheat.

“Tonight you’ll write, ‘I love Jack. This is my birthday present
from him. I can’timagine anybody loving anybody more than I
love Jack.””

“I can’t.”

“In a year you'll write, ‘I wonder what I ever really saw in
Jack. I wonder why I spent so many days just riding around in his
pickup. It’s true he taught me something about sex. It’s true
there wasn’t ever much else to do in Cheyenne.””

“I'won’t write that.”

“In two years you’ll write, ‘I wonder what that old guy’s name
was, the one with the curly hair and the filthy dirty pickup truck
and time on his hands.””
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“I won’t write that.”

“No?”

“Tonight I'll write, ‘I love Jack. This is my birthday present
from him. I can’t imagine anybody loving anybody more than I
love Jack.””

“No, you can’t,” he said. “You can’t imagine it.”

“Inayear I'll write, ‘Jack should be home any minute now.
The table’s set—my grandmother’s linen and her old silver and the
yellow candles left over from the wedding—but I don’t know if I
can wait until after the trout a la Navarra to make love to him.””

“It must have been a fast divorce.”

“In two years I'll write, *Jack should be home by now. Little
Jack is hungry for his supper. He said his first word today besides
“Mama’” and “Papa.” He said “kaka.”

Jack laughed. “He was probably trying to finger-paint with
kaka on the bathroom wall when you heard him say it.”

“In three years I'll write, ‘My nipples are a little sore from
nursing Eliza Rosamund.””

“Rosamund. Every little girl should have a middle name she
hates.”

““Her breath smells like vanilla and her eyes are just Jack’s
color of blue.””

“That’s nice.” Jack said.

“So, which one do you like?”

“I'like yours,” he said. “But I believe mine.”

“Itdoesn’t matter. I believe mine.”

“Not in your heart of hearts, you don’t.”

“You're wrong.”

“I’'m not wrong,” he said. “And her breath would smell like
your milk, and it’s kind of a bittersweet smell, if you want to know
the truth.”

As a portrait of a particular time and place and of two particular characters,
the story deserves high marks. Wyoming in midsummer in the 1980s comes
to us through the gates of our senses. For our eyes, Tallent provides the
bleached Levi’s with the gold zipper, the pop tops littering the floor of the
pickup, the frayed elk heads and the manure on Jack’s boots, the “fawn and
yellow wheat,” and much more. For our nose, she provides the musk of old
cigarettes and the smell of water in the irrigation ditches. For our ears, she
provides the scratching of the key in the lock of the diary, the musical honk
of the Cadillac, the Rosanne Cash song on the radio. (The song, “It Hasn’t
Happened Yet,” dates the story precisely: it was a favorite on country sta-
tions in 1982.) For our sense of touch, she gives us the faint pressure of the
key on the girl’s hand (“light as a dime”) and the heavier pressure of Jack’s
hand on her head. Like Defoe, Tallent does a convincing job of imperson-
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ation: we have the illusion of experiencing a real place through the con-
sciousness of a well-defined person.

Actually, the portraiture in the story is so convincing that we seem to
see and understand more than the story’s narrator does. Eighteen and
infatuated, can the girl really see Jack as clearly as we do? Can she see all the
warnings that a disinterested observer would see in the cheap diary, the lit-
ter of pop tops, the casual handling of a speeding truck, the frayed and
manure-encrusted boots, the confident deception of a wife, the contempt
for an orderly life? Like Maupassant’s portrait of Maitre Hauchecorne,
Tallent’s portrait of Jack reveals him more completely than life reveals our
neighbors to us.

But the story attempts something more than an accurate portrait of
characters in a setting. It speaks *“in reality,” but it also whispers “in para-
ble.” In reality, we might care very little about two individuals in Cheyenne,
Wyoming, in 1982. Our involvement with the story depends on Tallent’s
ability to make the portrait work simultaneously as a tale that speaks directly
to our hopes and fears. The situation that Jack and the narrator are in has
to become our situation, universal rather than particular. How does Tallent
accomplish this transformation?

Two moments in the story are crucial. The first comes when Jack com-
plains that his wife drives with the lights on in the daytime:

“She thinks it’s safer. Why does she need to be safer? She’s
driving exactly fifty-five miles an hour. She believes in those signs:
‘Speed Monitored by Aircraft.” It doesn’t matter that you can
look up and see that the sky is empty.”

In the portrait tradition, Jack’s comment on his wife functions as a charac-
terization of himself. A man who criticizes someone for being cautious and
law abiding is announcing that he is neither. We could let the comment rest
there and never concern ourselves with any other meaning that may lurk in
the passage. But something about the language tells us that we are not
entirely in Wyoming anymore: “. . . you can look up and see that the sky is
empty.” Jack intends this sentence only “in reality””; he is thinking of no
force more sublime than the highway patrol. Tallent, however, makes it
echo “in parable.” When a man like Jack says that the sky is empty, a reader
familiar with Scripture may think of Psalm 53:1: “The fool says in his heart
‘There is no God.”” The equation of God with a flying highway patrol and
of sinners with speeders is admittedly slapstick theology, but there you are:
Tallent has a sense of humor.

Once we notice the implications of Jack’s claim that the sky is empty, we
see that this story is concerned with the life of all people who break the
rules, who don’t play it safe. Jack and the girl have not only placed them-
selves on the other side of one or two state laws, they have rejected the idea
of lawfulness. They won’t be constrained by society’s rules; they will act on
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their impulses. They have put themselves dutside the shelter of correct
behavior, as even the most upright of us inevitably does at some point in our
lives. So now we have a tale running beside our portrait, and the question
the tale poses is “What does the universe do to those who abandon the
safety of the rules?” If the answer is that it crushes them like insects, then
the narrator, of whom Tallent makes us rather fond, is in a great deal of
trouble.

This brings us to the second key point in the story, which comes pre-
cisely midway. The narrator, who has been reporting on the world from the
dirty floor of Jack’s truck, gets up, examines the “butterfly of dust” on her
Jeans, and takes a look outside. What she sees hardly suggests a crushing
universe:

Outside the window Wyoming was dazzling in the heat. The wheat
was fawn and yellow and parted smoothly by the thin dirt road. 1
could smell the water in the irrigation ditches hidden in the wheat.

The imagery and the language suddenly brighten, as though a cloud had
passed over. “In reality” there is a clear-enough explanation: our narrator
has been in a cramped, dark place; when she emerges into the sunlight, her
eyes should be dazzled. “In parable,” in the emotional world of the tale, we
have turned a corner. We are encouraged to hope. Perhaps the universe is
not in the business of crushing the outlaw, the sinner, the “wild” teenage
girl. Perhaps it has something else in store for them (for us).

In the dialogue that fills the second half of the story, Jack and the nar-
rator invent their own tales about the future. Jack’s version is darker, not
because he imagines a celestial patrol swooping down in retribution, but
because experience has made him cynical. The girl ofters a brighter story, a
fairy-tale ending complete with grandmother’s old linen and a daughter
whose middle name seems to come straight from a romance: Rosamund,
whose “breath smells like vanilla and her eyes are just Jack’s color of blue.”

From this point on, the story becomes a dialogue between fear and
hope. Jack likes the girl’s vision of redemption by love, but he doesn’t
believe it. In fact, he knows that in her “heart of hearts,” she can’t entirely
believe it either. She, in turn, knows that Jack can’t entirely doubt it, and in
the last paragraph of the story, we feel him move very slightly in the direc-
tion of hope. He isn’t willing to imagine an Eliza Rosamund with breath
that smells like vanilla, but he is willing to imagine her existence: . . . her
breath would smell like your milk, and it’s a kind of a bittersweet smelt, if
you want to know the truth.” Here is another sentence that lives one life in
reality and another in parable. Jack would know the smell of milk on a
baby’s breath; it is part of his portrait as a man who has been in at least one
marriage. But the sentence is also the ambivalent closing to the tale dimen-
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sion of the story. Tallent has created a universe that is neither as harsh as
the one Maupassant gives us in “The String” nor as kind as the one Disney
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THE JUNIPER TREE

translated from the German by Margaret Hunt and James Stern

It is now long ago, quite two thousand years, since there was a rich man who
had a beautiful and pious wife, and they loved each other dearly. They had,
however, no children, though they wished for them very much, and the
woman prayed for them day and night, but still they had none. Now there
was a court-yard in front of their house in which was a juniper tree, and one
day in winter the woman was standing beneath it, paring herself an apple,
and while she was paring herself the apple she cut her finger, and the blood
fell on the snow. “Ah,” said the woman, and sighed right heavily, and
looked at the blood before her, and was most unhappy, “ah, if I had but a
child as red as blood and as white as snow!” And while she thus spoke, she
became quite happy in her mind, and felt just as if that were going to hap-
pen. Then she went into the house, and a month went by and the snow was
gone, and two months, and then everything was green, and three months,
and then all the flowers came out of the earth, and four months, and then all
the trees in the wood grew thicker, and the green branches were all closely
entwined, and the birds sang until the wood resounded and the blossoms
fell from the trees, then the fifth month passed away and she stood under
the juniper tree, which smelt so sweetly that her heart leapt, and she fell on
her knees and was beside herself with joy, and when the sixth month was
over the fruit was large and fine, and then she was quite still, and the sev-
enth month she snatched at the juniper-berries and ate them greedily, then
she grew sick and sorrowful, then the eighth month passed, and she called
her husband to her, and wept and said: “If I die, then bury me beneath the
Jjuniper tree.” Then she was quite comforted and happy until the next
month was over, and then she had a child as white as snow and as red as
blood, and when she beheld it she was so delighted that she died.

Then her husband buried her beneath the juniper tree, and he began
to weep sore; after some time he was more at ease, and though he still wept
he could bear it, and after some time longer he took another wife.

By the second wife he had a daughter, but the first wife’s child was a lit-
tle son, and he was as red as blood and as white as snow. When the woman
looked at her daughter she loved her very much, but then she looked at the
little boy and it seemed to cut her to the heart, for the thought came into
her mind that he would always stand in her way, and she was for ever think-
ing how she could get all the fortune for her daughter, and the Evil One
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filled her mind with this till she was quite wroth with the little boy and she
pushed him from one corner to the other and slapped him here and cuffed
him there, until the poor child was in continual terror, for when he came
out of school he had no peace in any place.

One day the woman had gone upstairs to her room, and her little
daughter went up too, and said: “Mother, give me an apple.” “Yes, my
child,” said the woman, and gave her a fine apple out of the chest, but the
chest had a great heavy lid with a great sharp iron lock. “Mother,” said the
little daughter, “is brother not to have one too?” This made the woman
angry, but she said: “Yes, when he comes out of school.” And when she saw
from the window that he was coming, it was just as if the Devil entered into
her, and she snatched at the apple and took it away again from her daugh-
ter, and said: “You shall not have one before your brother.” Then she
threw the apple into the chest, and shut it. Then the little boy came in at the
door, and the Devil made her say to him kindly: “My son, will you have an
apple?” and she looked wickedly at him. “Mother,” said the little boy, “how
dreadful you look! Yes, give me an appte.” Then it seemed to her as if she
were forced to say to him: “Come with me,” and she opened the hd of the
chest and said: “Take out an apple for yourself,” and while the little boy was
stooping inside, the Devil prompted her, and crash! she shut the lid down,
and his head flew off and fell among the red apples. Then she was over-
whelmed with terror, and thought: “If I could but make them think that it
was not done by me!” So she went upstairs to her room to her chest of
drawers, and took a white handkerchief out of the top drawer, and set the
head on the neck again, and folded the handkerchief so that nothing could
be seen, and she set him on a chair in front of the door, and put the apple in
his hand.

After this Marlinchen came into the kitchen to her mother, who was
standing by the fire with a pan of hot water before her which she was con-
stantly stirring round. ““Mother,” said Marlinchen, “brother is sitting at the
door, and he looks quite white, and has an apple in his hand. I asked him to
give me the apple, but he did not answer me, and I was quite frightened.”
“Go back to him,” said her mother, “and if he will not answer you, give him
a box on the ear.” So Marlinchen went to him and said: “Brother, give me
the apple.” But he was silent, and she gave him a box on the ear, where-
upon his head fell off. Marlinchen was terrified, and began crying and
screaming, and ran to her mother, and said: ““Alas, mother, I have knocked
my brother’s head off!” and she wept and wept and could not be com-
forted. “Marlinchen,” said the mother, “what have you done? but be quiet
and let no one know it; it cannot be helped now, we will make him mto
black-puddings.” Then the mother took the little boy and chopped him in
pieces, put him into the pan and made him into black-puddings; but Marlin-
chen stood by weeping and weeping, and all her tears fell into the pan and
there was no need of any salt.

Then the father came home, and sat down to dinner and said: “But
where is my son?” And the mother served up a great dish of black-pud-
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dings, and Marlinchen wept and could not leave off. Then the father again
said: “But where is my son?” “Ah,” said the mother, “he has gone across
the country to his mother’s great uncle; he will stay there awhile.” “And
what is he going to do there? He did not even say good-bye to me.”

“Oh, he wanted to go, and asked me if he might stay six weeks, he is well
taken care of there.” “Ah,” said the man, I feel so unhappy lest all should
not be right. He ought to have said good-bye to me.” With that he began to
eat and said: “Marlinchen, why are you crying? Your brother will certainly
come back.” Then he said: “Ah, wife, how delicious this food is, give me
some more.” And the more he ate the more he wanted to have, and he said:
“Give me some more, you shall have none of it. It seems to me as if it were
all mine.” And he ate and ate and threw all the bones under the table, until
he had finished the whole. But Marlinchen went away to her chest of
drawers, and took her best silk handkerchief out of the bottom drawer, and
got all the bones from beneath the table, and tied them up in her silk hand-
kerchief, and carried them outside the door, weeping tears of blood. Then
she lay down under the juniper tree on the green grass, and after she had
lain down there, she suddenly felt light-hearted and did not cry any more.
Then the juniper tree began to stir itself, and the branches parted asunder,
and moved together again, just as if someone were rejoicing and clapping
his hands. At the same time a mist seemed to arise from the tree, and in the
center of this mist it burned like a fire, and a beautiful bird flew out of the
fire singing magnificently, and he flew high up in the air, and when he was
gone, the juniper tree was just as it had been before, and the handkerchief
with the bones was no longer there. Marlinchen, however, was as gay and
happy as if her brother were still alive. And she went merrily into the house,
and sat down to dinner and ate.

But the bird flew away and lighted on a goldsmith’s house, and began
to sing:
“My mother she killed me,

My father he ate me,

My sister, little Marlinchen,

Gathered together all my bones,

Tied them in a silken handkerchief,

Laid them beneath the juniper tree,

Kywatt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am 1!

The goldsmith was sitting in his workshop making a golden chain, when
he heard the bird which was sitting singing on his roof, and very beautiful
the song seemed to him. He stood up, but as he crossed the threshold he
lost one of his slippers. But he went away right up the middle of the street
with one shoe on and one sock; he had his apron on, and in one hand he had
the golden chain and in the other the pincers, and the sun was shining
brightly on the street. Then he went right on and stood still, and said to the
bird: “Bird,” said he then, “how beautifully you can sing! Sing me that
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piece again.” “No,” said the bird, “I’ll not sing it twice for nothing! Give
me the golden chain, and then I will sing it again for you.” “There,” said
the goldsmith, “there is the golden chain for you, now sing me that song
again.” Then the bird came and took the golden chain in his right claw, and
went and sat in front of the goldsmith, and sang:

“My mother she killed me,
My father he ate me,
My sister, litile Marlinchen,
Gathered together all my bones,
Tied them in a silken handkerchief,
Laid them beneath the juniper tree,
Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am 1!

Then the bird flew away to a shoemaker, and lighted on his roof and
sang:

“My mother she killed me,
My father he ate me,
My sister, little Marlinchen,
Gathered together all my bones,
Tied them in a silken handkerchief,
Laid them beneath the juniper tree,
Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am 1!

The shoemaker heard that and ran out of doors in his shirt sleeves, and
looked up at his roof, and was forced to hold his hand before his eyes lest
the sun should blind him. “Bird,” said he, “how beautifully you can sing!”
Then he called in at his door: “Wife, just come outside, there is a bird, look
at that bird, he certainly can sing.” Then he called his daughter and chil-
dren, and apprentices, boys and girls, and they all came up the street and
looked at the bird and saw how beautiful he was, and what fine red and
green feathers he had, and how like real gold his neck was, and how the eyes
in his head shone like stars. “Bird,” said the shoemaker, “now sing me that
song again.” “Nay,” said the bird, “I do not sing twice for nothing; you
must give me something.” “Wife,” said the man, “go to the garret, upon
the top shelf there stands a pair of red shoes, bring them down.” Then the
wife went and brought the shoes. “There, bird,” said the man, “now sing
me that piece again.” Then the bird came and took the shoes in his left
claw, and flew back on the roof, and sang:

“My mother she killed me,
My father he ate me,
My sister, little Marlinchen,
Gathered together all my bones,
Tied them in a silken handkerchief,
Laid them beneath the juniper tree,
Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am 1!
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And when he had finished his song he flew away. In his right claw he had
the chain and in his left the shoes, and he flew far away to a mill, and the mill
went “klipp klapp, klipp klapp, klipp klapp,” and in the mill sat twenty
miller’s men hewing a stone, and cutting, hick hack, hick hack, hick hack,
and the mill went klipp klapp, klipp klapp, klipp klapp. Then the bird went
and sat on a lime-tree which stood in front of the mill, and sang:

““My mother she killed me,”

Then one of them stopped working,
“My father he ate me,”

Then two more stopped working and listened to that,
““My sister, little Marlinchen,”

Then four more stopped,

“Gathered together all my bones,
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