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A Haunted House 
by Virginia Woolf (1882-1941) 
Word Count: 710 

Whatever hour you woke there was a door shutting. From room to room they went, hand in hand, lifting 
here, opening there, making sure--a ghostly couple. 

"Here we left it," she said. And he added, "Oh, but here tool" "It's upstairs," she murmured. "And in the 
garden," he whispered. "Quietly," they said, "or we shall wake them." 

But it wasn't that you woke us. Oh, no. "They're looking for it; they're drawing the curtain," one might 
say, and so read on a page or two. "Now they've found it,' one would be certain, stopping the pencil on 
the margin. And then, tired of reading, one might rise and see for oneself, the house all empty, the 
doors standing open, only the wood pigeons bubbling with content and the hum of the threshing 
machine sounding from the farm. "What did I come in here for? What did I want to find?" My hands 
were empty. "Perhaps its upstairs then?" The apples were in the loft. And so down again, the garden still 
as ever, only the book had slipped into the grass. 

But they had found it in the drawing room. Not that one could ever see them. The windowpanes 
reflected apples, reflected roses; all the leaves were green in the glass. If they moved in the drawing 
room, the apple only turned its yellow side. Yet, the moment after, if the door was opened, spread 
about the floor, hung upon the walls, pendant from the ceiling--what? My hands were empty. The 
shadow of a thrush crossed the carpet; from the deepest wells of silence the wood pigeon drew its 
bubble of sound. "Safe, safe, safe" the pulse of the house beat softly. "The treasure buried; the room . . 
." the pulse stopped short. Oh, was that the buried treasure? 

A moment later the light had faded. Out in the garden then? But the trees spun darkness for a 
wandering beam of sun. So fine, so rare, coolly sunk beneath the surface the beam I sought always 
burned behind the glass. Death was the glass; death was between us, coming to the woman first, 
hundreds of years ago, leaving the house, sealing all the windows; the rooms were darkened. He left it, 
left her, went North, went East, saw the stars turned in the Southern sky; sought the house, found it 
dropped beneath the Downs. "Safe, safe, safe," the pulse of the house beat gladly. 'The Treasure yours." 

The wind roars up the avenue. Trees stoop and bend this way and that. Moonbeams splash and spill 
wildly in the rain. But the beam of the lamp falls straight from the window. The candle burns stiff and 
still. Wandering through the house, opening the windows, whispering not to wake us, the ghostly couple 
seek their joy. 

"Here we slept," she says. And he adds, "Kisses without number." "Waking in the morning--" "Silver 
between the trees--" "Upstairs--" 'In the garden--" "When summer came--" 'In winter snowtime--" "The 
doors go shutting far in the distance, gently knocking like the pulse of a heart. 
 
Nearer they come, cease at the doorway. The wind falls, the rain slides silver down the glass. Our eyes 
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darken, we hear no steps beside us; we see no lady spread her ghostly cloak. His hands shield the 
lantern. "Look," he breathes. "Sound asleep. Love upon their lips." 

Stooping, holding their silver lamp above us, long they look and deeply. Long they pause. The wind 
drives straightly; the flame stoops slightly. Wild beams of moonlight cross both floor and wall, and, 
meeting, stain the faces bent; the faces pondering; the faces that search the sleepers and seek their 
hidden joy. 

"Safe, safe, safe," the heart of the house beats proudly. "Long years--" he sighs. "Again you found me." 
"Here," she murmurs, "sleeping; in the garden reading; laughing, rolling apples in the loft. Here we left 
our treasure--" Stooping, their light lifts the lids upon my eyes. "Safe! safe! safe!" the pulse of the house 
beats wildly. Waking, I cry "Oh, is this your buried treasure? The light in the heart." 
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One of These Days 
by Gabriel Garcia Marquez (1928-____ ) 
Word Count: 994 

Monday dawned warm and rainless. Aurelio Escovar, a dentist without a degree, and a very early riser, 
opened his office at six. He took some false teeth, still mounted in their plaster mold, out of the glass 
case and put on the table a fistful of instruments which he arranged in size order, as if they were on 
display. He wore a collarless striped shirt, closed at the neck with a golden stud, and pants held up by 
suspenders He was erect and skinny, with a look that rarely corresponded to the situation, the way deaf 
people have of looking. 

When he had things arranged on the table, he pulled the drill toward the dental chair and sat down to 
polish the false teeth. He seemed not to be thinking about what he was doing, but worked steadily, 
pumping the drill with his feet, even when he didn't need it. 

After eight he stopped for a while to look at the sky through the window, and he saw two pensive 
buzzards who were drying themselves in the sun on the ridgepole of the house next door. He went on 
working with the idea that before lunch it would rain again. The shrill voice of his elevenyear-old son 
interrupted his concentration. 

"Papa." 

"What?" 

"The Mayor wants to know if you'll pull his tooth." 

"Tell him I'm not here." 

He was polishing a gold tooth. He held it at arm's length, and examined it with his eyes half closed. His 
son shouted again from the little waiting room. 

"He says you are, too, because he can hear you." 

The dentist kept examining the tooth. Only when he had put it on the table with the finished work did 
he say: 

"So much the better." 

He operated the drill again. He took several pieces of a bridge out of a cardboard box where he kept the 
things he still had to do and began to polish the gold. 

"Papa." 

"What?" 
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He still hadn't changed his expression. 
 
"He says if you don't take out his tooth, he'll shoot you." 

Without hurrying, with an extremely tranquil movement, he stopped pedaling the drill, pushed it away 
from the chair, and pulled the lower drawer of the table all the way out. There was a revolver. "O.K.," he 
said. "Tell him to come and shoot me." 

He rolled the chair over opposite the door, his hand resting on the edge of the drawer. The Mayor 
appeared at the door. He had shaved the left side of his face, but the other side, swollen and in pain, 
had a five-day-old beard. The dentist saw many nights of desperation in his dull eyes. He closed the 
drawer with his fingertips and said softly: 

"Sit down." 

"Good morning," said the Mayor. 

"Morning," said the dentist. 

While the instruments were boiling, the Mayor leaned his skull on the headrest of the chair and felt 
better. His breath was icy. It was a poor office: an old wooden chair, the pedal drill, a glass case with 
ceramic bottles. Opposite the chair was a window with a shoulder-high cloth curtain. When he felt the 
dentist approach, the Mayor braced his heels and opened his mouth. 

Aurelio Escovar turned his head toward the light. After inspecting the infected tooth, he closed the 
Mayor's jaw with a cautious pressure of his fingers. 

"It has to be without anesthesia," he said. 

"Why?" 

"Because you have an abscess." 

The Mayor looked him in the eye. "All right," he said, and tried to smile. The dentist did not return the 
smile. He brought the basin of sterilized instruments to the worktable and took them out of the water 
with a pair of cold tweezers, still without hurrying. Then he pushed the spittoon with the tip of his shoe, 
and went to wash his hands in the washbasin. He did all this without looking at the Mayor. But the 
Mayor didn't take his eyes off him. 

It was a lower wisdom tooth. The dentist spread his feet and grasped the tooth with the hot forceps. 
The Mayor seized the arms of the chair, braced his feet with all his strength, and felt an icy void in his 
kidneys, but didn't make a sound. The dentist moved only his wrist. Without rancor, rather with a bitter 
tenderness, he said: 
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"Now you'll pay for our twenty dead men." 
 
The Mayor felt the crunch of bones in his jaw, and his eyes filled with tears. But he didn't breathe until 
he felt the tooth come out. Then he saw it through his tears. It seemed so foreign to his pain that he 
failed to understand his torture of the five previous nights. 

Bent over the spittoon, sweating, panting, he unbuttoned his tunic and reached for the handkerchief in 
his pants pocket. The dentist gave him a clean cloth. 

"Dry your tears," he said. 

The Mayor did. He was trembling. While the dentist washed his hands, he saw the crumbling ceiling and 
a dusty spider web with spider's eggs and dead insects. The dentist returned, drying his hands. "Go to 
bed," he said, "and gargle with salt water." The Mayor stood up, said goodbye with a casual military 
salute, and walked toward the door, stretching his legs, without buttoning up his tunic. 

"Send the bill," he said. 

"To you or the town?" 

The Mayor didn't look at him. He closed the door and said through the screen: 

"It's the same damn thing." 
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THE FOG HORN 
by Ray Bradbury 

 
Out there in the cold water, far from land, we waited every night for the coming of the fog, and 
it came, and we oiled the brass machinery and lit the fog light up in the stone tower. 
Feeling like two birds in the grey sky, McDunn and I sent the light touching out, red, then white, 

then red again, to eye the lonely ships.  And if they did not see our light, then there was always 
our Voice, the great deep cry of our Fog Horn shuddering through the rags of mist to startle the 
gulls away like decks of scattered cards and make the waves turn high and foam. 

 
"It's a lonely life, but you're used to it now, aren't you?" asked McDunn. 

"Yes," I said. You're a good talker, thank the Lord." 

"Well, it's your turn on land tomorrow," he said, smiling, "to dance the ladies and drink gin." 

"What do you think McDunn, when I leave you out here alone?" 

"On the mysteries of the sea."  McDunn lit his pipe.  It was a quarter past sever of a cold 
November evening, the heat on, the light switching its tail in two hundred directions,  the Fog 
Horn bumbling the high throat of the tower.  There wasn't a town for a hundred miles down 
the coast, just a road, which came lonely through the dead country to the sea, with few cars on 
it, a stretch of two miles of cold water out to our rock, and rare few ships. 

 
The mysteries of the sea," said McDunn thoughtfully. "You know, the ocean's the biggest 
damned snowflake ever? It rolls and swells a thousand shapes and colors, no two alike. 
Strange. One night, years ago, I was here alone, when all of the fish of the sea surfaced out 
there. Something made them swim in and lie in the bay, sort of trembling and staring up at 
the tower light going red, white, red, white across them so I could see their funny eyes. I 
turned cold. They were like a big peacock's tail, moving out there until midnight. Then, 
without so much as a sound, they slipped away, the million of them was gone. I kind of think 
maybe, in some sort of way, they came all those miles to worship, Strange, But think how the 
tower must look to them, standing seventy feet above the water, the God-light flashing out 
from it, and the tower declaring itself with a monster voice. They never came back, those fish, 
but don't you think for a while they thought they were in the Presence?" 

 
I shivered. I looked out at the long grey lawn of the sea stretching away into nothing and 
nowhere. 

 
"Oh, the sea's full." McDunn puffed his pipe nervously, blinking. He had been nervous all day 
and hadn't said why. "For all our engines and so-called submarines, it'll be ten thousand 
centuries before we set foot on the real bottom of the sunken lands, in the fairy kingdoms 
there, and know real terror. Think of it, it's still the year 300,000 Before Christ down under 
there.  While we've paraded around with trumpets, lopping off each other's countries and 
heads, they have been living beneath the sea twelve miles deep and cold in a time as old as the 
beard on a comet. 

 
"Yes it's an old world." 

 
"Come on. I got something special I've been saving up to tell you." 
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We ascended the eighty steps, talking and taking our time. At the top, McDunn switched off 
the room lights so there'd be no reflection in the plate glass. The great eye of the light was 
humming, turning easily in its oiled socket. the Fog Horn was blowing steadily, once every 
fifteen seconds. 

 
"Sounds like an animal, don't it?" McDunn nodded to himself. "A big lonely animal crying in 
the night. Sitting here on the edge of ten million years calling out to the deeps. I'm here, I'm 
here, I'm here. And the Deeps do answer, yes, they do. You been here now for three months 
Johnny, so I better prepare you. About this time of year," he said, studying the murk and fog, 
"something comes to visit the lighthouse." 

 
"The swarms of fish like you said?' 

 
"No, this is something else. I've put off telling you because you might think I'm daft. But 
tonight's the latest I can put it off, for if my calendar’s marked right from last year, tonight's the 
night it comes. I won't go into detail, you'll have to see it for yourself.  Just sit down  there. If 
you want, tomorrow you can pack your duffel and take the motorboat into land and get your car 
parked there at the dinghy pier on the cape and drive on back to some little inland town and 
keep your lights burning nights. I won't question or blame you. It's happened three years now, 
and this is the only time anyone's been here with me to verify it. You wait and watch." 

 
Half an hour passed with only a few whispers between us. When we grew tired waiting, 
McDunn began describing some of his ideas to me. He had some theories about the Fog Horn 
itself. 

 
"One day many years ago a man walked along and stood in the sound of the ocean on a cold 
sunless shore and said "We need a voice to call across the water, to warn ships; I'll make one. 
I'll make a voice that is like an empty bed beside you all night long, and like an empty house 
when you open the door, and like the trees in autumn with no leaves. A sound like the birds 
flying south, crying, and a sound like November wind and the sea on the hard, cold shore. I'll 
make a sound that's so alone that no one can miss it, that whoever hears it will weep in their 
souls, and to all who hear it in the distant towns. I'll make me a sound and an apparatus and 
they'll call it a Fog Horn and whoever hears it will know the sadness of eternity and the 
briefness of life."" 

 
The Fog Horn blew. 

 
"I made up that story," said McDunn quietly, "to try to explain why this thing keeps coming back 
to the lighthouse every year. The fog horn calls, I think, it comes..." 

 
"But-" I said. 

 
"Sssst!" said McDunn.  "There!" He nodded out to the Deeps. 

Something was swimming towards the lighthouse tower. 

It was a cold night, as I said; the high tower was cold, the light coming and going, and the Fog 
Horn calling and calling through the raveling mist. You couldn't see far and you couldn't see 
plain, but there was the deep sea moving on it's way about the night earth, flat and quiet, to 
color of grey mud, and here were the two of us alone in the high tower, and there, far out at 
first, was a ripple, followed by a wave, a rising, a bubble, a bit of froth/ And then, from the 
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surface of the cold sea came a head, a large head, dark-colored, with immense eyes, and then 
a neck And then-not a body-but more neck and more! The head rose a full forty feet above the 
water on a slender and beautiful neck. Only then did the body, like a little island of black  coral 
and shells and crayfish, drip up from the subterranean.  There was a flicker of tail. In all, from 
head to tip of tail, I estimated the monster at ninety or a hundred feet. 

 
I don't know what I said. I said something. 

"Steady, boy, steady," whispered McDunn. 

"It's impossible!" I said. 

"No, Johnny, we're impossible. It's like it always was ten million years ago. It hasn't changed.. 
It's us and the land that've changed, become impossible. Us!" 

 
It swam slowly and with a great majesty out in the icy waters, far away. the fog came and 
went about it, momentarily erasing its shape.  One of the monster eyes caught and held and 
flashed back our immense light, red, white, red, white, like a disc held high and sending a 
message in primeval code. It was as silent as the fog through which it swam. 

 
"It's a dinosaur of some sort!" I crouched down, holding to the stair rail. 

"Yes, one of the tribe." 

"But they died out!" 
 
"No, only hid away in the Deeps, Deep, deep down in the deepest Deeps. Isn't that a word 
now, Johnny, a real word, it says so much: the Deeps. There's all the coldness and darkness 
and deepness in the world in a word like that." 

 
"What'' we do?" 

 
"Do? We got our job, we can't leave. besides, we're safer here than in any boat trying to get to 
land. That thing's as big as a destroyer and almost as swift." 

 
"But here, why does it come here?" 

The next moment I has my answer. 

The Fog Horn blew. 

And the monster answered. 
 

A cry came across a million years of water and mist. A cry so anguished and alone it shuddered 
in my head and my body. The monster cried out at the tower.  The Fog Horn blew. The 
monster roared again. The Fog Horn blew. The monster opened its great toothed mouth and 
the sound that came from it was the sound of the Fog Horn itself. Lonely and vast and far away. 
The sound of isolation, a viewless sea, a cold night, apartness. That was the sound. 

 
"Now," whispered McDunn, "do you know why it comes 
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here?" I nodded. 

"All year long, Johnny, that poor monster there lying far out, a thousand miles at sea, and 
twenty miles deep maybe, biding its time, perhaps a million years old, this one creature. Think 
of it, waiting a million years; could you wait that long? Maybe it's the last of its kind. I sort of 
think that's true. Anyway, here come men on land and build this lighthouse, five years 
ago. And set up their Fog Horn and sound it and sound it out towards the place where you bury 
yourself in sleep and sea memories of a world where there were thousands like yourself, but 
now you're alone, all alone in a world that's not made for you, a world where you have to hide. 

 
"But the sound of the Fog Horn comes and goes, comes and goes, and you stir from the muddy 
bottom of the Deeps, and your eyes open like the lenses of two-foot cameras and you move, 
slow, slow, for you have the ocean sea on your shoulders, heavy. But that Fog Horn comes 
through a thousand miles of water, faint and familiar, and the furnace in your belly stokes up, 
and you begin to rise, slow, slow. You feed yourself on minnows, on rivers of jellyfish, and you 
rise slow through the autumn months, through September when the fogs started, through 
October with more fog and the horn still calling you on, and then, late in November, after 
pressurizing yourself day by day, a few feet higher every hour, you are near the surface and still 
alive. You've got to go slow; if you surfaced all at once you'd explode. So it takes you all  of 
three months to surface, and then a number of days to swim through the cold waters to the 
lighthouse. And there you are, out there, in the night, Johnny, the biggest damned monster in 
creation. And here's the lighthouse calling to you, with a long neck like your neck sticking way 
up out of the water, and a body like your body, and most important of all, a voice like your 
voice. Do you understand now, Johnny, do you understand?" 

 
The Fog Horn blew. 

The monster answered. 

I saw it all, I knew it all-the million years of waiting alone, for someone to come back who 
never came back. The million years of isolation at the bottom of the sea, the insanity of time 
there, while the skies cleared of reptile-birds, the swamps fried on the continental lands, the 
sloths and sabre-tooths had there day and sank in tar pits, and men ran like white ants upon 
the hills. 

 
The Fog Horn Blew. 

 
"Last year," said McDunn, "that creature swam round and round, round and round, all night. 
Not coming to near, puzzled, I'd say. Afraid, maybe. And a bit angry after coming all this way. 
But the next day, unexpectedly, the fog lifted, the sun came out fresh, the sky was as blue as a 
painting.  And the monster swam off away from the heat and the silence and didn't come back. 
I suppose it's been brooding on it for a year now, thinking it over from every which way." 

 
The monster was only a hundred yards off now, it and the Fog Horn crying at each other. As 
the lights hit them, the monster's eyes were fire and ice, fire and ice. 

 
"That's life for you," said McDunn. "Someone always waiting for someone who never comes 
home. Always someone loving some thing more than that thing loves them. And after a while 
you want to destroy whatever that thing is, so it can hurt you no more." 

 
The monster was rushing at the lighthouse. 
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The Fog Horn blew. 

"Let's see what happens," said McDunn. 

He switched the Fog Horn off. 

The ensuing minute of silence was so intense that we could hear our hearts pounding in the 
glassed area of the tower, could hear the slow greased turn of the light. 

 
The monster stopped and froze. It's great lantern eyes blinked. Its mouth gaped. It gave a sort 
of rumble, like a volcano. It twitched its head this way and that, as if to seek the sounds now 
dwindled off in the fog. It peered at the lighthouse. It rumbled again. Then its eyes caught fire. It 
reared up, threshed the water, and rushed at the tower, its eyes filled with angry torment. 

 
"McDunn!" I cried. "Switch on the horn!" 

 
McDunn fumbled with the switch. But even as he switched it on, the monster was rearing up. I 
had a glimpse of its gigantic paws, fish skin glittering in webs between the finger-like 
projections, clawing at the tower. The huge eye on the right side of its anguished head glittered 
before me like a cauldron into which I might drop, screaming. The tower shook. The Fog Horn 
cried; the monster cried. It seized the tower and gnashed at the glass, which shattered in upon 
us. 

 
McDunn seized my arm. "Downstairs!" 

 
The tower rocked, trembled, and started to give. The Fog Horn and the monster roared. We 
stumbled and half fell down the stairs. "Quick!" 

 
We reached the bottom as the tower buckled down towards us. We ducked under the stairs in 
the small stone cellar. There were a thousand concussions as the rocks rained down; the Fog 
Horn stopped abruptly. The monster crashed upon the tower. The tower fell. We knelt 
together, McDunn and I holding tight, while our world exploded. 

 
Then it was over and there was nothing but darkness and the wash of the sea on the raw 
stones. 

 
That and the other sound. 

 
"Listen," said McDunn quietly. "Listen." 

 
We waited a moment. And then I began to hear it. First a great vacuumed sucking of air, and 
then the lament, the bewilderment, the loneliness of the great monster, folded over upon us, 
above us, so that the sickening reek of its body filled the air, a stone's thickness away from our 
cellar. The monster gasped and cried. The tower was gone. The light was gone. The thing that 
had called it across a million years was gone. And the monster was opening its mouth and 
sending out great sounds. the sounds of a Fog Horn, again and again. And ships far at sea, not 
finding the light, not seeing anything, but passing and hearing late that night must've thought: 
There it is, the lonely sound, the Lonesome Bay horn. All's well. We've rounded the cape. 

 
And so it went for the rest of that night. 
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The sun was hot and yellow the next afternoon when the rescuers came to dig us from our 
stoned-under cellar. 
 
"It fell apart, is all," said McDunn gravely. "We had a few bad knocks from the waves and it just 
crumbled." He pinched my arm. 

 
There was nothing to see. The ocean was calm, the sky blue. The only thing was a great algaic 
stink from the green matter that covered the fallen tower stones and the shore rocks. Flies 
buzzed about. The ocean washed empty on the shore. 

 
The next year they built a new lighthouse, but by that time I had a job in the little town and a 
wife and a good small warm house that glowed yellow on autumn nights, the doors locked, the 
chimney puffing smoke. As for McDunn. he was master of the new lighthouse, built to his own 
specifications, out of steel-reinforced concrete. "Just in case," he said. 

 
The new lighthouse was ready in November. I drove down alone one evening late and parked 
my car and looked across the grey waters and listened to the new horn sounding, once, twice, 
three, four times a minute far out there by itself. 

 
The monster? 

 
It never came back. 

 
"It's gone away," said McDunn. "It's gone back to the Deeps. It's learned you can't love 
anything too much in this world. It's gone into the deepest Deeps to wait another million years. 
Ah, the poor thing! Waiting out there, and waiting out there, while man comes and goes on this 
pitiful little planet. Waiting and waiting. 

 
I sat in my car, listening. I couldn't see the lighthouse or the light standing out in Lonesome Bay. 
I could only hear the Horn, the Horn, the Horn. It sounded like the monster calling. 

 
I sat there wishing there was something I could say. 
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The Whirligig of Life  by O. Henry (1862-1910) Word Count: 2256 

JUSTICE-OF-THE-PEACE Benaja Widdup sat in the door of his office smoking his elder-stem pipe. Halfway 
to the zenith the Cumberland range rose blue-gray in the afternoon haze. A speckled hen swaggered 
down the main street of the "settlement," cackling foolishly. 

Up the road came a sound of creaking axles, and then a slow cloud of dust, and then a bull-cart bearing 
Ransie Bilbro and his wife. The cart stopped at the Justice's door, and the two climbed down. Ransie was 
a narrow six feet of sallow brown skin and yellow hair. The imperturbability of the mountains hung upon 
him like a suit of armour. The woman was calicoed, angled, snuff-brushed, and weary with unknown 
desires. Through it all gleamed a faint protest of cheated youth unconscious of its loss. 

The Justice of the Peace slipped his feet into his shoes, for the sake of dignity, and moved to let them 
enter. 

"We-all," said the woman, in a voice like the wind blowing through pine boughs, "wants a divo'ce." She 
looked at Ransie to see if he noted any flaw or ambiguity or evasion or partiality or self-partisanship in 
her statement of their business. 

"A divo'ce," repeated Ransie, with a solemn Dod. "We-all can't git along together nohow. It's lonesome 
enough fur to live in the mount'ins when a man and a woman keers fur one another. But when she's a-
spittin' like a wildcat or a-sullenin' like a hoot-owl in the cabin, a man ain't got no call to live with her." 

"When he's a no-'count varmint," said the woman, "without any especial warmth, a-traipsin' along of 
scalawags and moonshiners and a-layin' on his back pizen 'ith co'n whiskey, and a-pesterin' folks with a 
pack o' hungry, triflin' houn's to feed!" 

"When she keeps a-throwin' skillet lids," came Ransie's antiphony, "and slings b'ilin' water on the best 
coon-dog in the Cumberlands, and sets herself agin' cookin' a man's victuals, and keeps him awake o' 
nights accusin' him of a sight of doin's!" 

"When he's al'ays a-fightin' the revenues, and gits a hard name in the mount'ins fur a mean man, who's 
gwine to be able fur to sleep o' nights?" 

The Justice of the Peace stirred deliberately to his duties. He placed his one chair and a wooden stool for 
his petitioners. He opened his book of statutes on the table and scanned the index. Presently he wiped 
his spectacles and shifted his inkstand. 

"The law and the statutes," said he, "air silent on the subjeck of divo'ce as fur as the jurisdiction of this 
co't air concerned. But, accordin' to equity and the Constitution and the golden rule, it's a bad barg'in 
that can't run both ways. If a justice of the peace can marry a couple, it's plain that he is bound to be 
able to divo'ce 'em. This here office will issue a decree of divo'ce and abide by the decision of the 
Supreme Co't to hold it good." 
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Ransie Bilbro drew a small tobacco-bag from his trousers pocket. Out of this he shook upon the table a 
five-dollar note. "Sold a b'arskin and two foxes fur that," he remarked. "It's all the money we got." 

"The regular price of a divo'ce in this co't," said the Justice, "air five dollars." He stuffed the bill into the 
pocket of his homespun vest with a deceptive air of indifference. With much bodily toil and mental 
travail he wrote the decree upon half a sheet of foolscap, and then copied it upon the other. Ransie 
Bilbro and his wife listened to his reading of the document that was to give them freedom: 

"Know all men by these presents that Ransie Bilbro and his wife, Ariela Bilbro, this day personally 
appeared before me and promises that hereinafter they will neither love, honour, nor obey each other, 
neither for better nor worse, being of sound mind and body, and accept summons for divorce according 
to the peace and dignity of the State. Herein fail not, so help you God. Benaja Widdup, justice of the 
peace in and for the county of Piedmont, State of Tennessee." 

The Justice was about to hand one of the documents to Ransie. The voice of Ariela delayed the transfer. 
Both men looked at her. Their dull masculinity was confronted by something sudden and unexpected in 
the woman. 

"Judge, don't you give him that air paper yit. 'Tain't all settled, nohow. I got to have my rights first. I got 
to have my ali-money. 'Tain't no kind of a way to do fur a man to divo'ce his wife 'thout her havin' a cent 
fur to do with. I'm a-layin' off to be a-goin' up to brother Ed's up on Hogback Mount'in. I'm bound fur to 
hev a pa'r of shoes and some snuff and things besides. Ef Rance kin affo'd a divo'ce, let him pay me ali-
money." 

Ransie Bilbro was stricken to dumb perplexity. There had been no previous hint of alimony. Women 
were always bringing up startling and unlooked-for issues. 

Justice Benaja Widdup felt that the point demanded judicial decision. The authorities were also silent on 
the subject of alimony. But the woman's feet were bare. The trail to Hogback Mountain was steep and 
flinty. 

"Ariela Bilbro," he asked, in official tones, "how much did you 'low would be good and sufficient ali-
money in the case befo' the co't." 

"I 'lowed," she answered, "fur the shoes and all, to say five dollars. That ain't much fur ali-money, but I 
reckon that'll git me to up brother Ed's." 

"The amount," said the Justice, "air not onreasonable. Ransie Bilbro, you air ordered by the co't to pay 
the plaintiff the sum of five dollars befo' the decree of divo'ce air issued." 

"I hain't no mo' money," breathed Ransie, heavily. "I done paid you all I had." 

"Otherwise," said the Justice, looking severely over his spectacles, "you air in contempt of co't." 

"I reckon if you gimme till to-morrow," pleaded the husband, "I mout be able to rake or scrape it up 
somewhars. I never looked for to be a-payin' no alimoney." 
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"The case air adjourned," said Benaja Widdup, "till to-morrow, when you-all will present yo'selves and 
obey the order of the co't. Followin' of which the decrees of divo'ce will be delivered." He sat down in 
the door and began to loosen a shoestring. 

"We mout as well go down to Uncle Ziah's," decided Ransie, "and spend the night." He climbed into the 
cart on one side, and Ariela climbed in on the other. Obeying the flap of his rope, the little red bull 
slowly came around on a tack, and the cart crawled away in the nimbus arising from its wheels. 

Justice-of-the-peace Benaja Widdup smoked his elderstem pipe. Late in the afternoon he got his weekly 
paper, and read it until the twilight dimmed its lines. Then he lit the tallow candle on his table, and read 
until the moon rose, marking the time for supper. He lived in the double log cabin on the slope near the 
girdled poplar. Going home to supper he crossed a little branch darkened by a laurel thicket. The dark 
figure of a man stepped from the laurels and pointed a rifle at his breast. His hat was pulled down low, 
and something covered most of his face. 

"I want yo' money," said the figure, "'thout any talk. I'm gettin' nervous, and my finger's a-wabblin' on 
this here trigger." 

"I've only got f-f-five dollars," said the Justice, producing it from his vest pocket. 

"Roll it up," came the order, "and stick it in the end of this here gun-bar'l." 

The bill was crisp and new. Even fingers that were clumsy and trembling found little difficulty in making 
a spill of it and inserting it (this with less ease) into the muzzle of the rifle. 

"Now I reckon you kin be goin' along," said the robber. 

The Justice lingered not on his way. 

The next day came the little red bull, drawing the cart to the office door. Justice Benaja Widdup had his 
shoes on, for he was expecting the visit. In his presence Ransie Bilbro handed to his wife a five-dollar bill. 
The official's eye sharply viewed it. It seemed to curl up as though it had been rolled and inserted into 
the end of a gun-barrel. But the Justice refrained from comment. It is true that other bills might be 
inclined to curl. He handed each one a decree of divorce. Each stood awkwardly silent, slowly folding the 
guarantee of freedom. The woman cast a shy glance full of constraint at Ransie. 

"I reckon you'll be goin' back up to the cabin," she said, along 'ith the bull-cart. There's bread in the tin 
box settin' on the shelf. I put the bacon in the b'ilin'-pot to keep the hounds from gittin' it. Don't forget 
to wind the clock to-night." 

"You air a-goin' to your brother Ed's?" asked Ransie, with fine unconcern. 

"I was 'lowin' to get along up thar afore night. I ain't sayin' as they'll pester theyselves any to make me 
welcome, but I hain't nowhar else fur to go. It's a right smart ways, and I reckon I better be goin'. I'll be 
a-sayin' good-bye, Ranse - that is, if you keer fur to say so." 
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"I don't know as anybody's a hound dog," said Ransie, in a martyr's voice, "fur to not want to say good-
bye -- 'less you air so anxious to git away that you don't want me to say it." 

Ariela was silent. She folded the five-dollar bill and her decree carefully, and placed them in the bosom 
of her dress. Benaja Widdup watched the money disappear with mournful eyes behind his spectacles. 

And then with his next words he achieved rank (as his thoughts ran) with either the great crowd of the 
world's sympathizers or the little crowd of its great financiers. 

"Be kind o' lonesome in the old cabin to-night, Ranse," he said.  

Ransie Bilbro stared out at the Cumberlands, clear blue now in the sunlight. He did not look at Ariela. 

"I 'low it might be lonesome," he said; "but when folks gits mad and wants a divo'ce, you can't make 
folks stay." 

"There's others wanted a divo'ce," said Ariela, speaking to the wooden stool. "Besides, nobody don't 
want nobody to stay." 

"Nobody never said they didn't." 

"Nobody never said they did. I reckon I better start on now to brother Ed's." 

"Nobody can't wind that old clock." 

"Want me to go back along 'ith you in the cart and wind it fur you, Ranse?" 

The mountaineer's countenance was proof against emotion. But he reached out a big hand and enclosed 
Ariela's thin brown one. Her soul peeped out once through her impassive face, hallowing it. 

"Them hounds shan't pester you no more," said Ransie. "I reckon I been mean and low down. You wind 
that clock, Ariela." 

"My heart hit's in that cabin, Ranse," she whispered, "along 'ith you. I ai'nt a-goin' to git mad no more. 
Le's be startin', Ranse, so's we kin git home by sundown." Justice-of-the-peace Benaja Widdup 
interposed as they started for the door, forgetting his presence. 

"In the name of the State of Tennessee," he said, "I forbid you-all to be a-defyin' of its laws and statutes. 
This co't is mo' than willin' and full of joy to see the clouds of discord and misunderstandin' rollin' away 
from two lovin' hearts, but it air the duty of the co't to p'eserve the morals and integrity of the State. 
The co't reminds you that you air no longer man and wife, but air divo'ced by regular decree, and as 
such air not entitled to the benefits and 'purtenances of the mattermonal estate." 

Ariela caught Ransie's arm. Did those words mean that she must lose him now when they had just 
learned the lesson of life? 
 
"But the co't air prepared," went on the Justice, "fur to remove the disabilities set up by the decree of 

Jerry W. Brown 
jerry@jerrywbrown.com

2014 TCU APSI 
15



divo'ce. The co't air on hand to perform the solemn ceremony of marri'ge, thus fixin' things up and 
enablin' the parties in the case to resume the honour'ble and elevatin' state of mattermony which they 
desires. The fee fur performin' said ceremony will be, in this case, to wit, five dollars." 

Aricla caught the gleam of promise in his words. Swiftly her hand went to her bosom. Freely as an 
alighting dove the bill fluttered to the Justice's table. Her sallow cheek coloured as she stood hand in 
hand with Ransie and listened to the reuniting words. 

Ransie helped her into the cart, and climbed in beside her. The little red bull turned once more, and they 
set out, hand-clasped, for the mountains. 

Justice-of-the-peace Benaja Widdup sat in his door and took off his shoes. Once again he fingered the 
bill tucked down in his vest pocket. Once again he smoked his elder-stem pipe. Once again the speck-led 
hen swaggered down the main street of the "settlement," cackling foolishly. 
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 Maud Martha Spares the Mouse 

by Gwendolyn Brooks 

There. She had it at last. The weeks it had devoted to eluding her, the tricks, the clever hide-and-go-
seeks, the routes it had in all sobriety devised, together with the delicious moments it had, undoubtedly, 
laughed up its sleeve. 

It shook its little self, as best it could, in the trap. Its bright black eyes contained no appeal–the little 
creature seemed to understand that there was no hope of mercy from the eternal enemy, no hope of 
reprieve or postponement–but a fine small dignity. It waited. It looked at Maud Martha. 

She wondered what else it was thinking. Perhaps that there was not enough food in its larder. Perhaps 
that little Betty, a puny child from the start, would not, now, be getting fed. Perhaps that, now, the 
family's seasonal housecleaning, for lack of expert direction, would be left undone. It might be 
regretting that young Bobby's education was now at an end. It might be nursing personal regrets. No 
more the mysterious shadows of the kitchenette, the uncharted twists, the unguessed halls. Nor more 
the sweet delights of the chase, the charms of being unsuccessfully hounded, thrown at. 

Maud Martha could not bear the little look. 

"Go home to your children," she urged. "To you wife or husband." She opened the trap. The mouse 
vanished. 

Suddenly, she was conscious of a new cleanness in her. A wide air walked in her. A life had blundered its 
way into her power and it had been hers to preserve or destroy. she had not destroyed. In the center of 
that simple restraint was–creation. She had created a piece of life. It was wonderful. 

"Why," she thought, as her height doubled, "why, I'm good! I am good." 

She ironed her aprons. Her back was straight. Her eyes were mild, and soft with loving kindness. 
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The Wife’s Story 

By Ursula LeGuin  

He was a good husband, a good father. I don't understand it. I don't believe in it. I don't believe that 
it happened. I saw it happen but it isn't true. It can't be. He was always gentle. If you'd have seen him 
playing with the children, anybody who saw him with the children would have known that there wasn't 
any bad in him, not one mean bone. When I first met him he was still living with his mother, over near 
Spring Lake, and I used to see them together, the mother and the sons, and think that any young fellow 5 
that was that nice with his family must be one worth knowing. Then one time when I was walking in the 
woods I met him by himself coming back from a hunting trip. He hadn't got any game at all, not so 
much as a field mouse, but he wasn't cast down about it. He was just larking along enjoying the morning 
air. That's one of the things I first loved about him. He didn't take things hard, he didn't grouch and 
whine when things didn't go his way. So we got to talking that day. And I guess things moved right 10 
along after that, because pretty soon he was over here pretty near all the time. And my sister said -- see, 
my parents had moved out the year before and gone south, leaving us the place -- my sister said, kind of 
teasing but serious, "Well! If he's going to be here every day and half the night, I guess there isn't room 
for me!" And she moved out -- just down the way. We've always been real close, her and me. That's the 
sort of thing doesn't ever change. I couldn't ever have got through this bad time without my sis. 15 

Well, so he come to live here. And all I can say is, it was the happy year of my life. He was just 
purely good to me. A hard worker and never lazy, and so big and fine-looking. Everybody looked up to 
him, you know, young as he was. Lodge Meeting nights, more and more often they had him to lead the 
singing. He had such a beautiful voice, and he'd lead off strong, and the others following and joining in, 
high voices and low. It brings the shivers on me now to think of it, hearing it, nights when I'd stayed 20 
home from meeting when the children was babies -- the singing coming up through the trees there, and 
the moonlight, summer nights, the full moon shining. I'll never hear anything so beautiful. I'll never 
know a joy like that again. 

It was the moon, that's what they say. It's the moon's fault, and the blood. It was in his father's blood. 
I never knew his father, and now I wonder what become of him. He was from up Whitewater way, and 25 
had no kin around here. I always thought he went back there, but now I don't know. There was some talk 
about him, tales, that come out after what happened to my husband. It's something runs in the blood, they 
say, and it may never come out, but if it does, it's the change of the moon that does it. Always it happens 
in the dark of the moon. When everybody's home and asleep. Something comes over the one that's got the 
curse in his blood, they say, and he gets up because he can't sleep, and goes out into the glaring sun, and 30 
goes off all alone -- drawn to find those like him. 

And it may be so, because my husband would do that. I'd half rouse and say, "Where you going 
to?" and he'd say, "Oh, hunting, be back this evening," and it wasn't like him, even his voice was 
different. But I'd be so sleepy, and not wanting to wake the kids, and he was so good and responsible, it 
was no call of mine to go asking "Why?" and "Where?" and all like that. 35 

So it happened that way maybe three times or four. He'd come back late, and worn out, and pretty 
near cross for one so sweet-tempered -- not wanting to talk about it. I figured everybody got to bust out 
now and then, and nagging never helped anything. But it did begin to worry me. Not so much that he 
went, but that he come back so tired and strange. Even, he smelled strange. It made my hair stand up on 
end. I could not endure it and I said, "What is that -- those smells on you? All over you!" And he said, "I 40 
don't know," real short, and made like he was sleeping. But he went down when he thought I wasn't 
noticing, and washed and washed himself. But those smells stayed in his hair, and in our bed, for days. 

And then the awful thing. I don't find it easy to tell about this. I want to cry when I have to bring it to my 
mind. Our youngest, the little one, my baby, she turned from her father. Just overnight. He come in and she 
got scared-looking, stiff, with her eyes wide, and then she begun to cry and try to hide behind me. She 45 
didn't yet talk plain but she was saying over and over, "Make it go away! Make it go away!" 
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The look in his eyes, just for one moment, when he heard that. That's what I don't want ever to 
remember. That's what I can't forget. The look in his eyes looking at his own child. 

I said to the child, "Shame on you, what's got into you!" –scolding, but keeping her right up close to 
me at the same time, because I was frightened too. Frightened to shaking. 50 

He looked away then and said something like, "Guess she just waked up dreaming," and passed it 
off that way. Or tried to. And so did I. And I got real mad with my baby when she kept on acting crazy 
scared of her own dad. But she couldn't help it and I couldn't change it. 

He kept away that whole day. Because he knew, I guess. It was just beginning dark of the moon. 
It was hot and close inside, and dark, and we'd all been asleep some while, when something woke 55 

me up. He wasn't there beside me. I heard a little stir in the passage, when I listened. So I got up, because 
I could bear it no longer. I went out into the passage, and it was light there, hard sunlight coming in from 
the door. And I saw him standing just outside, in the tall grass by the entrance. His head was hanging. 
Presently he sat down, like he felt weary, and looked down at his feet. I held still, inside, and watched -- 
I didn't know what for. 60 

And I saw what he saw. I saw the changing. In his feet it was, first. They got long, each foot got 
longer, stretching out, the toes stretching out and the foot getting long, and fleshy, and white. And no 
hair on them. 

The hair begun to come away all over his body. It was like his hair fried away in the sunlight and 
was gone. He was white allover then, like a worm's skin. And he turned his face. It was changing while I 65 
looked. It got flatter and flatter, the mouth flat and wide, and the teeth grinning flat and dull, and the nose 
just a knob of flesh with nostril holes, and the ears gone, and the eyes gone blue --blue, with white rims 
around the blue -- staring at me out of that flat, soft, white face. 

He stood up then on two legs. 
I saw him, I had to see him, my own dear love, turned into the hateful one. 70 
I couldn't move, but as I crouched there in the passage staring out into the day I was trembling and 

shaking with a growl that burst out into a crazy, awful howling. A grief howl and a terror howl and a 
calling howl. And the others heard it, even sleeping, and woke up. 

It stared and peered, that thing my husband had turned into, and shoved its face up to the entrance of 
our house. I was still bound by mortal fear, but behind me the children had waked up, and the baby was 75 
whimpering. The mother anger come into me then, and I snarled and crept forward. 

The man thing looked around. It had no gun, like the ones from the man places do. But it picked up a 
heavy fallen tree branch in its long white foot, and shoved the end of that down into our house, at me. I 
snapped the end of it in my teeth and started to force my way out, because I knew the man would kill our 
children if it could. But my sister was already coming. I saw her running at the man with her head low and 80 
her mane high and her eyes yellow as the winter sun. It turned on her and raised up that branch to hit her. 
But I come out of the doorway, mad with the mother anger, and the others all were coming answering my 
call, the whole pack gathering, there in that blind glare and heat of the sun at noon. 

The man looked round at us and yelled out loud, and brandished the branch it held. Then it broke and 
ran, heading for the cleared fields and plowlands, down the mountainside. It ran, on two legs, leaping and 85 
weaving, and we followed it. 

I was last, because love still bound the anger and the fear in me. I was running when I saw them pull 
it down. My sister's teeth were in its throat. I got there and it was dead. The others were drawing back 
from the kill, because of the taste of the blood, and the smell. The younger ones were cowering and some 
crying, and my sister rubbed her mouth against her forelegs over and over to get rid of the taste. I went up 90 
close because I thought if the thing was dead the spell, the curse must be done, and my husband could 
come back -- alive, or even dead, if I could only see him, my true love, in his true form, beautiful. But 
only the dead man lay there white and bloody. We drew back and back from it, and turned and ran, back 
up into the hills, back to the woods of the shadows and the twilight and the blessed dark. 
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 The Fun They Had 
 Isaac Asimov 
  
 
 Margie even wrote about it that night in her diary. On the page headed May 17, 2157, she 
wrote, "Today Tommy found a real book!" 
 It was a very old book. Margie's grandfather once said that when he was a little boy his 
grandfather told him that there was a time when all stories were printed on paper. 
 They turned the pages, which were yellow and crinkly, and it was awfully funny to read words 
that stood still instead of moving the way they were supposed to-on a screen, you know. And then, 
when they turned back to the page before, it had the same words on it that it had had when they read it 
the first time. 
 "Gee," said Tommy, "what a waste. When you're through with the book, you just throw it away, 
I guess. Our television screen must have had a million books on it and it's good for plenty more. I 
wouldn't throw it away." 
 "Same with mine," said Margie. She was eleven and hadn't seen as many telebooks as Tommy 
had. He was thirteen. 
 She said, "Where did you find it?" 
 "In my house." He pointed without looking, because he was busy reading. "In the attic." 
 "What's it about?" 
 "School." 
 Margie was scornful. "School? What's there to write about school? I hate school." 
 Margie always hated school, but now she hated it more than ever. The mechanical teacher had 
been giving her test after test in geography and she had been doing worse and worse until her mother 
had shaken her head sorrowfully and sent for the County Inspector. 
 He was a round little man with a red face and a whole box of tools with dials and wires. He 
smiled at Margie and gave her an apple, then took the teacher apart. Margie had hoped he wouldn't 
know how to put it together again, but he knew how all right, and, after an hour or so, there it was 
again, large and black and ugly, with a big screen on which all the lessons were shown and the questions 
were asked. That wasn't so bad. The part Margie hated most was the slot where she had to put 
homework and test papers. She always had to write them out in a punch code they made her learn 
when she was six years old, and the mechanical teacher calculated the mark in no time. 
 The Inspector had smiled after he was finished and patted Margie's head. He said to her 
mother, "It's not the little girl's fault, Mrs. Jones. I think the geography sector was geared a little too 
quick. Those things happen sometimes. I've slowed it up to an average ten- year level. Actually, the 
over-all pattern of her progress is quite satisfactory." And he patted Margie's head again. 
 Margie was disappointed. She had been hoping they would take the teacher away altogether. 
They had once taken Tommy's teacher away for nearly a month because the history sector had blanked 
out completely. 
 So she said to Tommy, "Why would anyone write about school?" 
 Tommy looked at her with very superior eyes. "Because it's not our kind of school, stupid. This 
is the old kind of school that they had hundreds and hundreds of years ago." He added loftily, 
pronouncing the word carefully, "Centuries ago." 
 Margie was hurt. "Well, I don't know what kind of school they had all that time ago." She read 
the book over his shoulder for a while, then said, "Anyway, they had a teacher." 
 "Sure they had a teacher, but it wasn't a regular teacher. It was a man." 
 "A man? How could a man be a teacher?" 
 "Well, he just told the boys and girls things and gave them homework and asked them 
questions." 
 "A man isn't smart enough." 
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 "Sure he is. My father knows as much as my teacher."      
  "He can't. A man can't know as much as a teacher." 
 "He knows almost as much, I betcha." 
 Margie wasn't prepared to dispute that. She said, "I wouldn't want a strange man in my house 
teaching me." 
 Tommy screamed with laughter. "You don't know much, Margie. The teachers didn't live in the 
house. They had a special building and all the kids went there." 
 "And all the kids learned the same thing?" 
 "Sure, if they were the same age." 
 "But my mother says a teacher has to be adjusted to fit the mind of each boy and girl it teaches 
and that each kid has to be taught differently." 
 "Just the same they didn't do it that way then. If you don't like it, you don't have to read the 
book." 
 "I didn't say I didn't like it," Margie said quickly. She wanted to read about those funny schools. 
 They weren't even half-finished when Margie's mother called, "Margie! School!" 
Margie looked up. "Not yet, Mamma." 
 "Now!" said Mrs. Jones. "And it's probably time for Tommy, too." 
 Margie said to Tommy, "Can I read the book some more with you after school?” 
 "Maybe," he said nonchalantly. He walked away whistling, the dusty old book tucked beneath 
his arm. 
 Margie went into the schoolroom. It was right next to her bed- room, and the mechanical 
teacher was on and waiting for her. It was always on at the same time every day except Saturday and 
Sunday, because her mother said little girls learned better if they learned at regular hours. 
 The screen was lit up, and it said: "Today's arithmetic lesson is on the addition of proper 
fractions. Please insert yesterday's homework in the proper slot." 
 Margie did so with a sigh. She was thinking about the old schools they had when her 
grandfather's grandfather was a little boy. All the kids from the whole neighborhood came, laughing and 
shouting in the schoolyard, sitting together in the schoolroom, going home together at the end of the 
day. They learned the same things, so they could help one another on the homework and talk about it. 
 And the teachers were people. ... 
 The mechanical teacher was flashing on the screen: "When we add the fractions ½  and  ¼ -" 
 Margie was thinking about how the kids must have loved it in the old days. She was thinking 
about the fun they had. 
 

  

From Short Stories, edited by Henry I. Christ and Jerome Shostak,  Amsco Publishers, New York, 1988. 
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PRISCILLA AND THE WIMPS 
Richard Peck 

Listen, there was a time when you couldn't even go to the rest room around this school 

without a pass. And I'm not talking about those little pink tickets made out by some 

teacher. I'm talking about a pass that cost anywhere up to a buck, sold by Monk Klutter. 

Not that Mighty Monk ever touched money, not in public. The gang he ran, which ran the 

school for him, was his collection agency. They were Klutter's Kobras, a name spelled out in 

nailheads on six well-known black plastic windbreakers.  

Monk's threads were more . . . subtle. A pile-lined suede battle jacket with lizard-skin flaps 

over tailored Levis and a pair of ostrich-skin boots, brassed-toed and suitable for kicking 

people around. One of his Kobras did nothing all day but walk a half step behind Monk, 

carrying a fitted bag with Monk's gym shoes, a roll of rest-room passes, a cashbox, and a 

switchblade that Monk gave himself manicures with at lunch over at the Kobras' table.  

Speaking of lunch, there were a few cases of advanced malnutrition among the newer kids. 

The ones who were a little slow in handing over a cut of their lunch money and were 

therefore barred from the cafeteria. Monk ran a tight ship.  

I admit it. I'm five foot five, and when the Kobras slithered by, with or without Monk, I 

shrank. And I admit this, too: I paid up on a regular basis. And I might add: so would you. 

This school was old Monk's Garden of Eden. Unfortunately for him, there was a serpent in 

it. The reason Monk didn't recognize trouble when it was staring him in the face is that the 

serpent in the Kobras' Eden was a girl.  

Practically every guy in school could show you his scars. Fang marks from Kobras, you might 

say. And they were all highly visible in the shower room: lumps, lacerations, blue bruises, you 

name it. But girls usually got off with a warning.  

Except there was this one girl named Priscilla Roseberry. Picture a girl named Priscilla 

Roseberry, and you'll be light years off. Priscilla was, hands down, the largest student in our 

particular institution of learning. I'm not talking fat. I'm talking big. Even beautiful, in a 

bionic way. Priscilla wasn't inclined toward organized crime. Otherwise, she could have put 

together a gang that would turn Klutter's Kobras into garter snakes.  

Priscilla was basically a loner except she had one friend. A little guy named Melvin 

Detweiler. You talk about The Odd Couple. Melvin's one of the smallest guys above midget 

status ever seen. A really nice guy, but, you know little. They even had lockers next to each 

other, in the same bank as mine. I don't know what they had going. I'm not saying this was a 

romance. After all, people deserve their privacy.  
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Priscilla was sort of above everything, if you'll pardon a pun. And very calm, as only the very 

big can be. If there was anybody who didn't notice Klutter's Kobras, it was Priscilla.  

Until one winter day after school when we were all grabbing our coats out of our lockers. 

And hurrying, since Klutter's Kobras made sweeps of the halls for after-school shakedowns. 

Anyway, up to Melvin's locker swaggers one of the Kobras. Never mind his name. Gang 

members don't need names. They've got group identity. He reaches down and grabs little 

Melvin by the neck and slams his head against his locker door. The sound of skull against 

steel rippled all the way down the locker row, speeding the crowds on their way.  

"Okay, let's see your pass," snarls the Kobra. 

"A pass for what this time?" Melvin asks, probably still dazed. 

"Let's call it a pass for very short people," says the Kobra, "a dwarf tax." He wheezes a 

little Kobra chuckle at his own wittiness. And already he's reaching for Melvin's wallet with 

the hand that isn't circling Melvin's windpipe. All this time, of course, Melvin and the Kobra 

are standing in Priscilla's big shadow.  

She's taking her time shoving her books into her locker and pulling on a very large-size coat. 

Then, quicker than the eye, she brings the side of her enormous hand down in a chop that 

breaks the Kobra's hold on Melvin's throat. You could hear a pin drop in that hallway. 

Nobody's ever laid a finger on a Kobra, let alone a hand the size of Priscilla's  

Then Priscilla, who hardly every says anything to anybody except to Melvin, says to the 

Kobra, "Who's your leader, wimp?"  

This practically blows the Kobra away. First he's chopped by a girl, and now she's acting like 

she doesn't know Monk Klutter, the Head Honcho of the World. He's so amazed, he tells 

her, "Monk Klutter.  

"Never heard of him," Priscilla mentions. "Send him to see me." The Kobra just backs away 

from her like the whole situation is too big for him, which it is.  

Pretty soon Monk himself slides up. He jerks his head once, and his Kobras slither off down 

the hall. He's going to handle this interesting case personally. "Who is it around here 

doesn't know Monk Klutter?"  

He's standing inches from Priscilla, but since he'd have to look up at her, he doesn't. "Never 

heard of him," says Priscilla.  

Monk's not happy with this answer, but by now he's spotted Melvin, who's grown smaller in 

spite of himself. Monk breaks his own rule by reaching for Melvin with his own hands. "Kid," 

he says, "you're going to have to educate your girl friend."  
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His hands never quite make it to Melvin. In a move of pure poetry Priscilla has Monk in a 

hammerlock. His neck's popping like gunfire, and his head's bowed under the immense 

weight of her forearm. His suede jacket's peeling back, showing pile.  

Priscilla's behind him in another easy motion. And with a single mighty thrust forward, frog 

-marches Monk into her own locker. It's incredible. His ostrich-skin boots click once in the 

air. And suddenly he's gone, neatly wedged into the locker, a perfect fit. Priscilla bangs the 

door shut, twirls the lock, and strolls out of school. Melvin goes with her, of course, trotting 

along below her shoulder. The last stragglers leave quietly.  

Well this is where fate, an even bigger force than Priscilla, steps in. It snows all that night, 

a blizzard. The whole town ices up. And school closes for a week.  

*Peck, Richard. "Priscilla and The Wimps." Sixteen: Short Stories by Outstanding Writers for Young Adults.

Ed. Donald R. Gallo. New York: Dell Publishing Company, Inc., 1984. 
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