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In Chapter 7 we locked at 2 fable 2 chort fiction that was meant to teach us: the
characters clearly stood for principles of behavior, and the fictions as a whole
evidently taught lessons. If you think of a fable such as “The Ant and the
Grasshopper” (the ant wisely collects food during the summer in order to pro-
vide for the winter, whercas the grasshopper foolishly sings all summer and
goes hungry in the winter), you can easily see that the characters may stand for
something other than themselves. The ant, let’s say, is the careful, foresighted
person, and the grasshopper is the person who lives for the moment. Similarly,

in the fable of the tortoise and the hare, the tortoise represents the person who
4 n whao is ralented bnr overly confudent
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and, in the end, foolish.

A story in which each character is understood to have an equivalent is an
allegory. Further, in an allegory, not only characters but also things (roads,
forests, houses) have fairly clear equivalents. Thus, in John Bunyan'’s The Pilgrim’s
Progress (1678) we meet a character named Christian, who, on the road to the
Celestial City, meets Giant Despair, Mr. Worldly Wiseman, and Faithful, and passes
through the City of Destruction and Vanity Fair. What all of these are equivalent to
i€ clear from their names It is alsa clear thar Christian’s journey stands for the trials
of the soul in this world. There is, 50 t0 speak, a one-lo-0ne rejauonsnip:a = b =,
and so on. If, for example, we are asked what the road represents in The Pilgrim’s
Progress, we can confidently say that it stands for the journey of life. Thus, The Pil-
grim’s Progress tells two stories, the surface story of a man making a trip, during
which he meets various figures and visits various places, and a second story, under-
stood through the first, of the trials that afflict the soul during its quest for salvation.

Modern short stories rarely have the allegory’s clear system of equivalents,
but we may nevertheless feel that certain characters and certain things in the
story stand for mare than themseives, or bint at fuger meanings. We foch, dhial is
that they are symbolic. But here we must be careful. How does one know that
this or that figure or place is symbolic? In Hemingway's “Cat in the Rain”(page 99),
is the cat symbolic? Is the innkeeper? Is the rain? Reasonable people may
differ in their answers. Again, in Chopin’s “The Story of an Hour” (page 67), is the
railroad accident a symbol? 1s Josephine a symbol? Is the scason (springtime) a
symbol? And again, reasonable people may differ in their responses.

Let's assume for the moment, however, that if writers use symbols, they

want readers to perceive—at least faintly—that certain characters or places or

seasons Or Nappenings Nave ricn impiicatons, Swnd Ur SUINCULINE worc i
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what they are on the surfuce. How do writcrs bielp as 10 DercenT Thest Luug
By emphasizing them—for instance, by describing them at some length, or by in-

troducing them at times when they might not scem strictly necessary, or by call-

ing attention to them repeatedly.

Consider. for example, Chopin's treatment of the season in which “The Story
of an Hour" takes place. The story has to take place at some time, but Chopin
does not simply say,“On a spring day,” or an autumn day, and let things go at that.
Rather, she tells us about the sky. the trees, the rain. the twittering sparrows—and

118 - 1y shom mtorr wheee we might think there is no time for
talk about the setting. After all, none of this material 15 strictly necessary w4
story about a woman who has heard that her husband was killed in an accident,
who gricves, then recovers, and then dies when he suddenly reappears.

Why, then, does Chopin give such emphasis to the season? Because, we
think. she is using the season symbolically. In this story, the spring is not just a bit
of detail added for realism. It is rich with suggestions of renewal, of the new life
that Louise achieves for a moment. But here, a caution. We think that the spring
in this story is symbolic, but this is not to say that whenever spring appears in 4
STOTY, 1L AlwWays staids ol (encywval, @y 1A 1 Wil T §
always symbolizes death. Nor does it mean that since spring recurs, Louise will
be reborn, In short, in this story Chopin uses the season to convey specific
implications.

Is the railroad accident also a symbol? Our answer is no—though we don't
agree with us. We think that the railroad accident in “The
d accident. 1t’s our sense that Chopin is 70l
el, or about

= g 38
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expect all readers 10
Story of an Hour” is just & railroa
using this event to say something about (for instance) modern trav
i o o mrenm meanelled saileaad train could of course be used, sym-
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bolically, to say something about industrialism displacing aii agiaiian cconony,
but does Chopin give her train any such suggestion? We don’t think so. Had she
wished to do so, she would probably have talked about the enormous power of
the train, the shriek of its whistle, the smoke pouring out of the smokestack, the
intense fire burning in the engine, its indifference as it charged through the
countryside, and so forth. Had she done so, the story woutd be a different story.
Or she might have made the train a symbol of fate overriding human desires. But,
again in our opinion, Chopin does not endow her train with such suggestions.

ne T, antd su we ohovs ithaes wietnally no

She gives viriuaiy no on
significance for the reader.

What of Chopin's "Ripe Figs™ (p
when the figs are ripe Babette can visit her cousins. Maman may merely be set-
read the story we probably feel—because of
the emphasis on the ripening of the figs, which occurs in the spring or early
summer—that the ripening of the figs in some way suggests the maturing of
Babette. If we do get such ideas, we will in effect be saying that the story is not
~t a2 apecdote about an old woman whose behavior is odd. True, the narra-
tor of the story, after telling us of Maman-Nainaine s proiiss, i the
ripening of figs had the least thing to do with it, but that is the way Maman-
Nainaine was” The narrator sees nothing special—merely Maman-Nainaine’s
eccentricity—in the connection hetween the ripening of the figs and Babette's
r. may see more than the narrator sees or
aturing; they may see in Maman-

age 87)? Maman-Nainaine tells Babette that

ting an arbitrary date, but as we

visit to her cousins, Readers, howeve
says. They may sec 1m Babette a young girl m
Nainaine an older woman who, almost collaborating with nature, helps Babette

10 mature.
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Symbolism and Theme

And here, as we TalK aDLUL Sy mirss To 200 50T 1o the theme of the story
An apparently inconsequential and even puzzli such as is set forth in
“Ripe Figs.” may cast a long shadow. As Robert Frost once said,

There is o story written that has any value at all, however straightfor-
ward it looks and free from doubleness, double entendre, that you'd
value at all if it didn’t have intimations of something more than itself.

The stranger, the more mysterious the story, the more likely we are 1o suspect
suiic S0t oF ignificance hut even realistic stories such as Chopin's “The Storm”
and “The Story of an Hour” may be rich in suggestions. 1N1s 18 nut 1w say, how
ever, that the suggestions (rather than the details of the surface) are what count.
A reader does not discard the richly detailed, highly specific narrative (Mrs.
Mallard learned that her husband was dead and reacted in such-and-such a way)
in favor of some supposedly aniversal message or theme that it implics. We do
not throw away the specific narrative—the memorable characters, or the inter-
esting things that happen in the story—and move on to some “higher truth.’
n. ket Traet went on to say,” The anecdote, the parable, the surface meaning has
got to be good and got 10 e suiircicint wl el

Between these two extremes—on the one hand, writing that is almost all a
richly detailed surface and, on the other hand., writing that has a surface so thin
that we are immediately taken up with the implications or meanings—are sto-
ries in which we strongly feel both the surface happenings and their implica-
tions. In Place in Fiction, Eudora Welty uses an image of a china lamp to explain
literature that presents an interesting surface texture filled with rich signifi-
cance. When unlit, the lamp showed London: when lit, it showed the Great Fire
Gf Lo TR0 4 1ain lamn thar when illuminated, reveals an inner
picture shining through the outer, the physical detais in a wurh aic i
from within by the author's imaginative vision, The outer painting (the literal de-
tails) presents “a continuous, shapely, pleasing, and finished surface to the eye/’
but this surface is not the whole. Welty happens to be talking about the novel,
but her words apply equally to the short story:

The lamp alight is the combination of internal and external, glowing at
the imagination as one; and so is the good novel. . The good novel
3 14 s o S

sanclal DU S it, 1CVEa

Details that glow, that are themselves and are also something more than them-
selves, are symbols. Readers may disagree about whether in any particular story
something is or is not symbolic—let’s say the figs and chrysanthemums in
Chopin’s “Ripe Figs.” or the season in “The Story of an Hour” And an ingenious
reader may overcomplicate or overemphasize the symbolism of a work or may
distort it by omitting some of the dertails and by unduly focusing on others. In
many works the details glow, but the glow is so gentle and subtle that even to
calh abour the details w15 nverstate them and to nnderstate other equally impor-
tant aspects of the work.

Yet if it is false to overstate the significance of a detail, it is also false to un-
derstate a significant detail. The let shave-no-nonsense literal reader who holds
that “the figure of a man” whom Brown meets in the forest in Hawthorne's
“Young Goodman Brown' is simply 2 man—rather than the Devil—impoverishes
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the story by neglecting the rich implications just as much as the symbol-hunter
tsmremrichee “The Sraev of an Hour” by losing sight of Mrs. Mallard in an inter-
pretation of the story as a svmbolhc comment on mdusifidiisii. 10 W@KT oniy &
single piece of evidence: the man whom Brown encounters holds a staff,’ “Imh
bore the likeness of a great black snake, so curiously w rought that it might
almost be seen to rwist and wriggle itself like a living serpent.” If we are familiar
with the story of Adam and Eve, in which Satan took the form of a serpent, it is
hard fot to think that Hawthorne is here implying that Brown's new acquain-
tance is Satan. And, to speak more broadly, when reading the story we can hardly
not set up opposmg meanmgs (or at least bllggﬁb[lUl‘lb) for the village (from
wh £5 5 : LAt he coter) The village is asen
ciated with day 1u,hl faith, md u_undnu-. 1h& forest with darkness, loss of faith,
and evil. This is not to say that the story sets up neat categories. If you read the
story, you will find that Hawthorne is careful to be ambiguous. Even in the pas-
sage quoted, about the serpentstaff, you'll notice that he does not say it twisted
and wriggled, but that it “might almost be seen to twist and wriggle.”

Jobn Steinbeck (1902-1968) was born in Salinas, California, and much of bis
fiction concerns this landscape and its people. As a young man he worked on
ranches, farms, and road gangs, and sometimes attended Stanford University—
be never graduated—but be wrote whenever he could find the time. His early
efforts at writing, bowever, were refected by publisbers. Even when he did
break into print, be did not achieve much notice for several years. a novel in
1929, a book ofsmries m I)j2 and anotber novel in 1933 atiracted litle
e B i C.ciii L TormWs Tips £1028) 4 wmasel ahaut
.-ll't’.\‘i'c'rm-.'tmwr’um.\ hmm d d” rhaf H was followed by other successful
novels—In Dubious Battle (71930) and Of Mice and Men (1937 )—and by
The Long Valley (1938), a collection of stories that inciuded “The
Chrysanthemums.” His next book, The Grapes of Wrath (1939), abouit dis-
possessed sharecropper migrants from the Oklahoma dustbowl, was ailso
immensely popular and won a Pulitzer Prize. During World War IT
Steinbeck sent reports from battlefields in Italy and Africa. In 1962 be was
amarded the Nobel Prize in Literature.

The Chrysanthemuins [1937)

The high grey-flannel fog of winter closed off the Salinas Valley' from the
sky and from all the rest of the world. On every side it sat like a lid on the
mountains and made of the great valley a closed pot. On the broad, level
land floor the gang plows bit deep and left the black earth shining like metal
wheve the charec had cut, On the foothill ranches across the Salmas R.!VCI’
the yellow stubble fields scemed 10 be balied in paic CGIG sul 3
there was no sunshine in the valley now in December. The Ihu.k \ullrm
scrub along the river flamed with sharp and positive yellow leaves

ithe Salinas Valleym fertile area in central California.
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ider. A = Her eyes sharpened. “Maybe 1 could do it, too. I've a gift with things, all

mildly right. My mother had it. She could stick anything in the gronnd and make it
L. grow. She said it was having planters’ hands that knew how to do it
’Ol‘k to “Well, it sure works with flowers,” he said.
—— LiUAN, Wihno WIIT ThGsaE mici yuULE WOIC L.u..l\.ulb (Lo H
hikht‘r “Why, sure. that’s what I came to tell you. They were from the Western
Meat Company. I sold those thirty head of three-year-old steers. Got nearly
¢ yard my own price, 100.”
three 2 ‘Good” she said.“Good for you.”
of the "And 1 thought.” he continued, “1 thought how it's Saturday afternoon,
i they = and we might go into Salinas for dinner at a restaurant, and then to a picture
show—to celebrate, you see.”
k. She - “Cand” che ranastad “0Vh vee Thae il ha mmnar
Car as capit 20 Henry put on his joking tone. “There’s hghts tonight. How’d you like to
ime, a ' go to the fights?”
gured P “Oh, no,” she said breathlessly.“No, I wouldn't like the fights.”
1 four L “Just fooling, Elisa. We'll go to a movie. Let’s see. It's two now. I'm going
d the e to take Scotty and bring down those steers from the hill. It'll take us maybe
hands two hours.We'll go in town about five and have dinner at the Cominos Hotel.
o i Like that?”
4 pair = or course I Il like it. It’s good to cat away from home."
¥ the ; _L‘—- = £ '.;C,\ BTt up u L 5 fIUTECE.
ome; - 25 khc sau.l T'll have plenty of time to rr’ln‘:phnr some of these sets, 1 guess.”
‘ysan- She heard her husband calling Scotty down by the barn. And a little
later she saw the two men ride up the pale vellow hillside in search of the
slove, steers.
d the There was a linle square sandy bed kept for rooting the chrysanthe-
gh as : mums. With her trowel she turned the soil over and over, and smoothed it
ished _ and patted it firm. Then she dug ten parallel trenches to receive the sets.
E_,. Back at the chrvsanthemum hed che nulled ant the little crien chante
Wit tnmmed off the leaves of each one with her scissors and laid it on a small
18€rs g orderly pile
Tow- = A squeak of wheels and plod of hoofs came from the road. Elisa looked
nong L up. The country road ran along the dense bank of willows and cottonwoods
Is or 3 that bordered the river, and up this road came a curious vehicle, curiously
I get drawn. It was an old springwagon, with a round canvas top on it like the
Tt cover of a prairie schooner. It was drawn by an old bay horse and a little
'"t'lUi- ! grcy-and—wlutc burro A blg etubblc beard(d man sat between the cow:r
- hmd Whr..c‘l‘- a lc.m .md rangy mnﬂ--rLI u.luu walked sc‘dd[rl\‘ \hnrnh were
x painted on the canvas, in clumsy, crooked letters. “Pots, pans, knives, sisors,
3ain. ; lawn mores, Fixed.” Two rows of articles, and the triumphantly definitive
here 2 “Fixed” below. The biack paint had run down in little sharp points beneath
each letter
How Elisa, squatting on the ground, watched to see the crazy, loose-jointed
oud

wagon pass by. But it didn’t pass. It turned into the farm road in front of her
house, crooked old wheels skirling and saueakine. The rangv dog darted
[ruw between the wneels and ran anead. instantly the two ranch shepherds
flew out at him. Then all three stopped, and with stiff and quivering tails,
with taut straight legs, with ambassadorial dignity, they slowly circled,

:;m:a
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sniffing daintily. The caravan pulled up to Elisa'’s wire fence and stopped.
Now the newcomer dog, feeling out-numbered, lowered his tail and retired
under the wagon with raised hackles and bared teeth.

The man on the wagon called out,“That's a bad dog in a fight when he

A
Elisa laughed.“1 see he is. How soon does he generally get startea”

The man caught up her laughter and echoed it heartily “Sometimes not
for weeks and weeks.” he said. He climbed stiffly down, over the wheel. The
horse and donkey drooped like unwatered flowers.

Elisa saw that he was a very big man. Although his hair and beard were
greying, he did not look old. His worn black suit was wrinkled and spotted
with grease. The laughter had disappeared from his face and cyes the mo-
ment his laughing voice ceased. His eyes were dark, and they were full of the
browding that gowe an ile oyss ol et

hands he rested on the wire fence were cracked, and every crack was a
black line. He took off his battered hat.

“I'm off my general road. ma’'am.” he said. “Does this dirt road cut over
across the river to the Los Angeles highway?”

Elisa stood up and shoved the thick scissors in her apron pocket.“Well,
yes, it does, but it winds around and then fords the river. I don't think your
team could pull it through the sand.”

He replied with snme asperity “Tt might surprise vou what them beasts
can pull through''

“When they get started?” she asked.

He smiled for a second. “Yes. When they get started”

“Well " said Elisa,“T think you'll save time if you go back to the Salinas
road and pick up the highway there”

He drew a big finger around the chicken wire and made it sing.“l ain't
in any hurry, ma'am. I go from Seattle to San Diego and back every year.
Takes all my time. About six months each way. I aim to follow nice weather”

- B ot hAr BlEEe ] S top sl s pocket with tha
scissors. She touched under the edge of her man’s hat, searching for fugitive
hairs.“That sounds like a nice kind of a way to live;” she said.

He leaned confidentially over the fence."Maybe you noticed the writing
on my wagon. | mend pots and sharpen knives and scissors. You got any of
them things to do?”

“Oh, no" she said quickly.“Nothing like that” Her eyes hardened with
resistance.

“Gricsars is the worst thing.” he explained. “Most people just ruin scis-
sors trying to sharpen '€m, DUL 1 KNOW NUW. 1 Ui a speiial Wi s & S
bobbit kind of thing, and patented. But it sure does the trick”

“No. My scissors are all sharp”

“All right, then. Take a por.” he continued earnestly, “a bent pot, or a pot
with a hole. T can make it like new so you don't have to buy no new ones.
That's a saving for you”

“No. she said shortly.“I tell you I have nothing like that for you to do”
His face fell to an exaggerated sadness. His voice took on a whining un-
doviens SF mine el o othine fo do tdan Mavhe T =t have no supper
tonight. You see I'm off my regular road. 1 know folks on the highway clear
from Seattle 1o San Diego. They save their things for me to sharpen up be-
cause they know 1 do it so good and save them money:
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11 her to cut them down, about eight inches from the

65

then
handful of dark soil fo

member this: In July t€

ground.
“Before they bloom?” he asked.
«yes. before they bloom. Her face was tight W ith eagerness “They'll
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deep into his €yes, searchingly. Her mouth opened a little, and she seemed 10
be listening. “T'll try 10 tell you.” she said. “Did you ever hear of planting
hands?”

“Can’t say T have, ma’am

“well. 1 can only tell you what it feels like. It's when you're picking off
the buds vou don’t want. Everything goes right down into your fingertips.
YOU WALCT YU tiagess « == Sierarady 1Y s =lves Vo can feel how it is.
They pick and pick the buds. They never make a mistake. They re Wi e
plant. Do you see? Your fingers and the plant.You can feel that, right up your
arm. They know. They never make a mistake. You can feel it. When you're
like that you can’t do anything wrong. Do you see that? Can you understand
that?”

She was kneeling on the ground looking up at him. Her breast swelled
passionately.

.. man’s eves marrowed. He looked away sclf-consciously. “Maybe 1
know.” he said. “Sometimes in the mgu i i Wagun T

Elisa's voice grew husky She broke in on him, “I've never lived as you
do. but T know what you mean. When the night 18 dark—why, the stars
are sharp-pointed, and there’s quiet. Why, you rise up and up! Every
pointed star gets driven into your body.It’s like that. Hot and sharp and—
lovely”

Kneeling there, her hand went out toward his legs in the greasy black
trousers. Her hesitant fingers almost touched the cloth. Then her hand
Qruppen w i pee s T 0 e e Laer like 2 fawning dog.

He said,“It’s nice, just like you say. Only when you on t nave a Gl
it ain’t”

She stood up then, very straight,and her face was ashamed. She held the
flower pot out to him and placed it gently in his arms.“Here. Put it in your
wagon, on the seat, where you can watch it. Maybe 1 can find something for
you to do”

At the back of the house she dug in the can pile and found two old and
fratrered aluminum saucepans. she carried them back and gave them 1O him.
“Here, maybe you can Iix tnesc.

His manner changed. He became professinna.l.“Good as new | can fix
them.” At the back of his wagon he set a little anvil, and out of an oily tool
box dug a small machine hammer. Elisa came through the gate to watch him
while he pounded out the dents in the kettles. His mouth grew sure and
knowing. At a difficult part of the work he sucked his under-lip.

“you sleep right in the wagon?” Elisa asked.

“Right in the wagon, ma‘am. Rain or shine I'm dry as a cow in there”

2 oot TeE T A .14 8T eanet he very nice. | wish women could do
such things”

«ft ain’t the right kind of life for 4 w oman.”

Her upper lip caised a little, showing her teeth. “How do you know?
How can you tell?” she said.

“] don't know, ma'am,” he pru(csrcd. «Of course [ don't know. Now
here’s your kettles done.You don't have to buy no new ones.”

“How much?”

“Oh_fifty centsll do. | keep my prices down and my work good. That's
why 1 have all TNEM Sauatiees wsssssss=s £ mooenud Ao st highway”
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Clisa brought him 2 fifty-cent piece trom the house and dropped it in
his hand. “You might be surprised to have 4 rival some time. I can sharpen
S out of little pots. 1 could show you

- e b Aante

SCIsoULS, T
what a woman
He put his b
of sight.”It would be a
with animals creeping under the w
gletree, steadving himself with a hanc
himself in the seat, picked up the lines.
“I'll do like you told me; I'll go back and catch the Salinas road.”
catind” <he called,“if you're long in getting there, keep the sand damp.”
“Gand, ma ame . . . Sandl L, = -x === ~eonad the chrysanthe-
mums. Sure 1 will”He clucked his tongue. The beasts leaned luxuriousiy o
he back wheels. The

their collars. The mongrel dog took his place between t
wagon turned and craw yad and back the way it had

led out the entrance I«
come, along the river.

Elisa stood in front of he

might do”

ammer back in the oily box and shoved the little anvil out

lonely life for a womar, ma'am, and a scarey life, 0o,

agon all night” He climbed over the sin-

| on the burro's white rump. He settled
7 he said.

“Thank you kindly, ma’am

r wire fence watching the slow progress of
the caravan. Her shoulders were straight, and her head thrown back, her

eyes half-closed, so that the scenc came vaguely into them. Her lips moved
S (R SR «ciond-bve—good-bye” Then she whispered,

There's 4 QIOWIiLIE Hisic. facemine
k herself free and looke

d about to se€ whether
the dogs had heard. They lifted their
g in the dust, and then stretched out
and ran hurriedly into the

“That's a bright direction.
per startled her. She shoo
anyone had been listening. Only
r from their sleepin

heads toward he
again. Elisa turned

their chins and settled asleep

y i house.

E; In the kitchen she reached behind the stove and felt the water tank.
— T« was full of hot water from the noonday cooking. 1n the bathroom she
‘‘‘‘‘‘‘ i s e wmn tmen the cOTRET And then she

tore off her svlicd CagiE=s =
scrubbed herself with a lited 5 @iid
chest and arms, until her skin was scratched
herself she stood in front of a mirror in her bedroo

body. She tightened her stomach and threw out her ¢
looked over her shoulder at her back.
After a while she began 10 dress, slowl

clothing and her nicest stockings and the dre
S rndred rarefully on her hair,

e block of pumice, legs and thighs, i0in
and red. When she had dried
m and looked at her
hest. She turned and

y. She put on her newest under-
ss which was the symbol of her

penciled her eyebrows and

-4}-7,\ 3 prifiaas
: rouged her lips.
SRR 5 Refore she was finished she heard the little thunder of hoofs and the
ﬁ‘* = shouts of Henry and his helper as they drove the red steers into the corral
B she heard the gate bang shut and set herself for Henry's arrival.

He entered the house calling, “Elisa,

His step sounded on the porch

s where are you?”

T “In my room, dressing 'm not ready. There's hot water for your bath.
e Hurry up. It's getting late”

- hen siic Ao S B o vt +le +uh Flisa laid his dark suit on the

bed. and shirt and socks and tie beside it. She stood fiis poLsnTy
the floor beside the bed. Thet
stiffty down. She looked toward the river road where
still yellow with frosted leaves so that under the high grey

1 she went to the porch and sat pri

imly and
the willow-line was
fog they seemed
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Chapter 10 / Allegory and Symbolism

a thin band of sunshine. This was the only color in the grey afternoon. §he

g emmmyesisteane 1 ~ Har sves hlinked rarely

Henry came banging out of the door, shoving his ti€ INS1AC My vest G
came. Elisa stiffened and her face grew tight. Henry stopped short and
looked at her.“Why—why, Elisa. You look so nice!”

“Nice? You think I look nice? What do you mean by “nice’?"

Henry blundered on. "1 don't know: I mean you look different, strong
and happy”

“] am strong? Yes, strong. What do you mean by ‘strong™?"

He looked bewildered. “You're playing some kind of a game," he said
NEIPICSSIY. 11> @ nums v TRTR T L B g careninty s faeale 5 onlf over
your knee, happy enough to eat it like a watermelon.”

For a second she lost her rigidity.” Henry! Don't talk like that. You didn’t
know what you said.” She grew complete again.“T'm strong,” she boasted.”1
never knew before how strong.”

Henry looked down toward the tractor shed, and when he brought his
eves back to her, they were his own again.“I'll get out the car. You can put
on your coat while I'm starting.”

s wrent . the honee She heard him drive to the gate and idle
down his motor, and then she (00K 2 10ng UME TO PUL ULL LIEL bid. st e
it here and pressed it there. When Henry turned the motor off she slipped
into her coat and went out.

The litile roadster bounced along on the dirt road by the river, raising
the birds and driving the rabbits into the brush. Two cranes flapped heavily
over the willow-line and dropped into the river-bed.

Far ahead on the road Elisa saw a dark speck. She knew.

She tried not to look as they passed it, but her eyes would not obey. She
WIIDPEITY W dsvhomian —amsja o200 L teres theen them off the road That
wouldn't have been much trouble, not very much. But he kept the pot,” she
explained.“He had ro keep the pot. That's why he couldn’t get them off the
road.”

I'he roadster turned a bend and she saw the caravan ahead. She swung
full around toward her husband so she could not see the little covered
wagon and the mismatched team as the car passed them.

In a moment it was over. The thing was done. She did not look back.

It will be good, tonight, a

good dinner”

‘Now you're changed again/’ Henry complained. He took one hand
from the wheel and patted her knee. I ought to take you in to dinner
oftener. It would be good for both of us.We get so heavy out on the ranch.”

“Henry. she asked,“could we have wine at dinner?”

“gure we could. Say! That will be fine”

She was silent for a while; then she said.“Henry, at those prize fights, do

the men hurt each other very much?”

AASRAAA s = e

“Well. I've read how they break noses, and blood runs down meir
chests. I've read how the fighting gloves get heavy and soggy with blood.”

He looked around at her. “What's the matter, Elisa? I didn't know you
read things like that” He brought the car to a stop, then turned to the right
over the Salinas River bridge.

“Do any women ever g0 to the fights?” she asked.

B
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E “Oh, surc, some. What's the matter, Elisa? Do you want to go? 1 don't
— — think you'd like it,but {'ll take you il you really want o go.”
5 3 tangty i the eeat.“Oh, NO. No.1 don't want to go.l'm sure I
2 S - ———eohifwe can have

Silc 1CiRaT
don't” Her face W
 will be plenty” She turne
cakly—like an old woman.

a5 turned away ot . 3 wER e "
wine. 1 d up her coat collar so he could oL 38T
that she was crying W

yOUR TURN
Lt off by fog, is said to

v, the valley, st
ny other setting do

[ 1. In the first paragraph of the stor
= be “a closed pot.” Is this selting significant? Would a
= cquatty st saies e why not?
& 2. What does Elisa’s clothing (@i us aDut ¢ 2 ou the wav. do you be-
; lieve that all lothing says something about the wearers: iicass =7
plain.
we make anything special out of Elisa’s interest in gardening! It

3. Should
so, what!
. Describe Elisa's a

[N

nd Henry's marridg
ible for her troubles.

= 4
E_ 5. Evaluate the view that Elisa is respons
?‘d‘
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13 Man with Enormous Wings 11968]

A Tale for Children

Translated by Gregory Rabassa
Hs inside the house that

= On the third
& Pelayo had to CrOss his drenched courtyard and throw them into the sea, be-
= ~amse the newborn child had a temperature all night and they thought it
was gue o e = 2 T el had been sad since Tuesday. 5S¢4 and sky
were a single as d the sands 0 & Tl ratoh 00 March
nights glinuncrt:d like p{s\\'dm'cd light, had hecome 4 SIEW of mu
ten shellfish. The light was SO weak at noon that when Pelayo was
back to the house after throwing away the crabs, it hard for him 1O see
what it was that was moving and groanming in the r conrtvard. He

day of rain they had killed so mar} cral

d and ot

p-gray thing an
coming

wads
ear of the




Chapter 10/ Allegory and =) mbolism

an old man, a very old man. lying face

had to go very close 1o se€ that it was
tremendous efforts, couldn’t get up,

down in the mud. who, in spite of his
tmneded by his enormous wings.

Frightened DY [Mal MBNUIAIS, suiayss soas bt T se wmei ol
was putting compresses on the sick child, and he took her to the rear of the

courtyard, They both looked at the fallen body with mute StUpor. He was
dressed like a rag-picker. There were only a few faded hairs left on his bald
skull and very few reeth in his mouth, and his pitiful condition of a
drenched great-grandfather had taken away any sense of grandeur he might
have had. His huge buzzard wings. dirtv and half-plucked, werc forever
entangled in the mud. They looked at him so long and so closely that Pelayo

- A —— e sheie enenrise and in the end found him

familiar. Then they dared speak to him, and he answereaq 1N an Micuip s
sible dialect with a strong sailor's voice. That was how they skipped over the
inconvenience of the wings and quite intelligently concluded that he was a
lonely castaway from somc foreign ship w recked by the storm. And yet, they
called in a neighbor woman who knew everything about life and death to
see him, and all she needed was one look to show them their mistake.

“He's an angel.” she told them.“He must have been coming for the child,

tut the noor fellow is so old that the rain knocked him down”
On the ToluwWhng bay LS L thar = Hechandond angsl was
held captive in Pelayo’s house. Against the judgment of the wise neighbor
woman. for whom angels in those times Were the fugitive survivors of a ce-
lestial conspiracy, they did not have the heart to club him to death. Pelavo
watched over him all afternoon from the kitchen, armed with his bailiff's
club. and before going to bed he dragged him out of the mud and locked
him up with the hens in the wire chicken coop. In the middle of the night,
when the rain stopped. Pelayo and Elisenda were still killing crabs. A short
ot e b3 ke un withont a fever and with a desire to eat

Then they felt magnanimous and decided [0 PUL LIE Muges it o swes oo
fresh water and provisions for three days and leave him to his fate on the
high seas. But when they went out into the courtyard with the first light of

dawn, they found the whole neighborhood in front of the chicken coop hav-
nce, tossing him things to

ing fun with the angel, without the slightest revere
eat through the openings in the wire as if he weren't a supernatural creature

but a circus animal
Father Gonzaga arrived before seven o'clock, alarmed at the strange

1t damen had already

NEWS, DY UIAl L wasassss—a s —=co =5 Tz i3EEET I
arrived and they were making all kinds of conjectures concerning the
captive's furure. The simplest among them thought that he should be named
mayor of the world. Others of sterner mind felt that he should be promoted
1o the rank of five-star general in order to win all wars. Some visionaries
hoped that he could be put to stud in order to implant on earth a race of

men who could take charge of the universe. But Father

winged wise
dcutter. Standing

Gonzaga, before becoming a priest, had been & robust woo
e il wlie ho reviewsd his catechism in an instant and asked them to open
the door so that he could take a CIOSC IOUK at vuas (il s ibad Todusie
more like a huge decrepit hen among the fascinated chickens. He was lying
in a corner drving his open wings in the sunlight among the fruit pecls and
breakfast leftovers that the early risers had thrown him. Alien to the imperti-
nences of the world, he only lifted his antiguarian cyes and murmured
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Gabriel Garcia Marquez 221
something in his dialect when Father Gonzaga wetlt il G Chma s LR
and said good morning 1o him in Latin. The parish priest had his first suspi
cion of an impostor when he saw that he did not understand the language
of God or know how to greet His ministers. Then he noticed that seen clos¢
up he was much too human: he had an unhearable smell of the outdoors,
the back side of his wings were strewn with parasites and his main feathers
had been mistreated by terrest rial winds, and nothing about him measured
<= o~ the neoud dignity of angels. Then he came out of the chicken coop
and in a briel SETMON W AT S S e L gsuitiial 50 —i-la of heing ingenu-
ous. He reminded them that the devil had the bad habit of making use O ¢t
pival tricks in order to confuse the unwary. He argued that if wings were not
the essential element in determining the difference between a hawk and an
airplane, they were even less so in the recognition of angels. Nevertheless,
he promised o write @ letter to his bishop so that the latter would write 10
his primate so that the latter would write to the Supreme Pontiff in order 1o
get the final verdict from the highest courts.

sie prudoias IV T2 —eoeile hearts, The news of the captive angel
spread with such rapidity that after a Iew hours the Luariyans Taaad IRT
bustle of a marketplace and they had to call in troops with fixed bavonets
to disperse the mob that was about to knock the house down Elisenda,
her spine all twisted from sweeping up so much marketplace trash, then
got the idea of fencing in the vard and charging five cents admission o
see the angel

The curious came from far away. A traveling carnival arrived with a fly-
s acrabat who buzzed over the crowd several times, but no onc paid any
artention 0 i Dueuuss 25 ewigy wot 45 steres of an aneel but, rather,
those of a sidereal bat. The most unfortunate invalids on earti Camc i
search of health:a poor W oman who since childhe Jod had been counting her
heartbeats and had run out of numbers; a Portuguese man who couldn’t
sleep because the noise of the stars disturbed him:a sleepwalker who got
up at night 1o undo the things he had done while awake; and many others
with less serious ailments. In the midst of that shipwreck disorder that made
the earth trembie, Pelayo and Elisenda were happy with fatigue, for in less
ot st tad ceammed their r00mSs with money and the line of pil-
grims waiting their turn to enter st yeachicd DUyias v I

The angel was the only one who took no part in his own act. He spent
his time (rying to get comfortable in his borrowed nest, befuddled by the
hellish heat of the oil lamps and sacramental candles that had been placed
along the wire. At first they tried to make him eat some mothballs, which,
according to the wisdom of the wise neighbor woman, Were the food pre-
scribed for angels. But he murned them dowi, just as he turned down the
napal lunches that the penitents brought him, and they never found out
WCHIED it wiab Suimuss s e = % e meeance he was an old man that
in the end ate nothing but eggplant mush. His oniy SUPCTILEGGaE s
seemed to be patience. Especially during the first days, when the hens
pecked at him, searching for the stellar parasites that prulifcmic(l in his
wings, and the cripples pulled out feathers to touch their defective parts
with. and even the most merciful threw stones at him. trying to get him 10
rise so they could sec him standing. The only time they succeeded in arous
ing him was when they burned his side with an iron for hranding steers, for
s 1o hean mationless for so many hours that they thought he was dead.
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He awoke with a start. ranting in his hermetic language and with tears in his
eves, and he flapped his wings a couple of times, which brought on a whirl-
wind of chicken dung and lunar dust and a gale of panic that did not seem
to be of this world. Although many thought that his reaction had been one

I S W ' slomoe e manafil ant ta annav him he-

cause the majority understood that his passivity was not that of a hero tak-
ing his case but that of a cataclysm in reposc.

Father Gonzaga held back the crowd's frivolity with formulas of maid-
servant inspiration while awaiting the arrival of a final judgment on the na-
ture of the captive. But the mail from Rome showed no sense of urgency.
They spent their time finding out if the prisoner had a navel, if his dialect
had any connection with Aramaic, how many times he could fit on the head
of 2 pin. or whether he wasn't just a Norwegian with wings. Those meager
[ETTETS MUEHL [HAVE LULLC aiu gua Sraiiisee st wah tapans: 6 00 5F feemEed
event had not put an end to the priest’s tribulations.

It so happened that during those days, among so many other carnival at-
tractions. there arrived in town the traveling show of the woman who had
been changed into a spider for having disobeyed her parents. The admission
to see her was not only less than the admission to see the angel, but people
were permitted to ask her all manner of questions about her absurd state
and to examine her up and down so that no one would ever doubt the truth
i Taies She mas s frichefnl tamnmmila the size of 4 ram and with the
head of a sad maiden. What was most heart-rending, however, was not ner
outlandish shape but the sincere affliction with w hich she recounted the
details of her misfortune. While still practically a child she had sneaked out
of her parents’ house to go to a dance, and while she was coming back
through the woods after having danced all night without permission, a fear-
ful thunderclap rent the sky in two and through the crack came the light-
ning bolt of brimstone that changed her into a spider. Her only nourishment
came from the meatballs that charitable souls chose to toss into her mouth.

A speLlatic uns Siabt =it O SO Snanth e g fearfui b
son. was bound to defeat without even trying that of a haughty angel who
scarcely deigned to look at mortals. Besides, the few miracles attributed to
the angel showed a certain mental disorder, like the blind man who didn't
recover his sight but grew three new teeth, or the paralytic who didn’t get
to walk but almost won the lottery, and the leper whose sores sprouted sun-
flowers. Those consolation miracles, which were more like mocking fun,
had already ruined the angel's reputation when the woman who had been
Shansed intn 2 spider finallv eruched him comnletelv. That was how Father
Gonzaga was cured forever of his insomnia ana reayos counyau woat
back to being as empty as during the time it had rained for three days and
crabs walked through the bedrooms

The owners of the house had no reason to lament. With the money they
saved they built a two-story mansion with balconies and gardens and high
netting so that crabs wouldn’t get in during the winter, and with iron bars
on the windows so that angels couldn’t get in. Pelayo also set up a rabbit
warren close to town and gave up his job as bailiff for good, and Elisenda

3 irads Taizels Bevesa -€ 121
INI-IE,--- B et Sl S L0424 e I R 34

silk. the kind worn on Sunday by the most desirable women in those times.
The chicken coop was the only thing that didn’t receive any attention. If
they washed it down with creolin and burned tears of myrrh inside it every
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so often, it was not in homage to the angel but to drive awiy the dungheap
: e~ alnet and was turning the new

DLLdivir dhaiae e prrrreime o TR

house into an old one. At first, when the child learned 10 Waik, i€y weis
careful that he not get too close to the chicken coop. But then they began to
lose their.fears and got used to the smell, and before the child got his second
teeth he'd gone inside the chicken coop t© play, where the wires Were

falling apart. The angel was no less stand-offish with him than with other

. mortals, but he tolerated the most ingenious infamies with the patience of

dog who had no illusions. They both came down with chicken pox at the

e vieme The doctor who took care of the child couldn't resist the temp-

e e

tation to listen to (NE angels icait, and 59 =
heart and so many sounds in his kidneys th
him to be alive. What surprised him most, however, was the logic of his
wings They seemed so natural on that completely human organism that he
couldn’'t understand why other men didn’t have them oo

When the child began school it had been some time since the sun and
rain had caused the collapse of the chicken coop.The angel went dragging
himself about here and there like a stray dying man. hey would drive him

it - tmnnam and 2 moment later find him in the

at it scemed impossible for

kitchen. He seemed to be in so many places at the same e tiai WSy 57
to think that he'd been duplicated, that he was reproducing himself all
through the house, and the exasperated and unhinged Elisenda shouted that
it was awful living in that hell full of angels. He could scarcely eat and his an-
ibout bumping into

tiquarian eyes had also become so foggy that he went &
Pelayo

posts. All he had left were the bare cannulae of his last feathers.
threw a blanket over him and extended him the charity of letting him sleep
i the shed. and only then did they notice that he had a temperature dt

~1 4 AT eevmnian That

night, and was deinious willh 0 gy
was one of the few times they became
ing to die and not even the wise neighbo
them what to do with dead angels.

And vet he not only survived his worst winter, but seemed improved
with the first sunny days. He remained motionless for several days in the far-
i where no one would see him, and at the begin-

alarmed, for they thought he was go-
r woman had been able to tell

thest corner of the courtyarc
ning of December some large, stiff feathers began to grow on his wings, the
- e ik lnnked more like another misfortune of de-

crepitude. But he must have known the reasull ful those Changys, @ o s
quite careful that no one should notice them. that no one should hear the sea
chanteys that he sometimes sang under the stars. One mormng Elisenda was
cuiting some bunches of onions for lunch when a wind that seemed to come
from the high seas blew into the kitchen. Then she went to the window and
caught the angel in his first attempts at flight. They were 50 clumsy that his
fingernails opened a furrow in the vegetable patch and he was on the point
of knocking the shed down with the ungainly flapping that slipped on the

lignt and Couidii T 55T & 5 ~ % - 43 mannne o oain altitude.

Elisenda let out a sigh of relief. for herself and for him, when she saw [
pass over the last houses, holding himself up in some Wiy with the risky fap-
ping of a senile vulture. She kept watching him cven when she was through
cutting the onions and she kept on watching until it was no longer possible

for her to see him, because then he was no longer an annoyance in her life

put an imaginary dot on the horizon of the sea.
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vyOUR TURN

* Do you think that the story is more
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_ The subtitle is “A Tale for Children.

cuited to children than 10 adults? What in the story do you
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the miraculous world?
, Characterize the narrator of the story.
4. Characterize Pelayo, Elisenda, their son, and the
5. What does it mean {o say that a story 18 “realistic
with magical events and supernatural experiences
ealistic? Please explain.
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