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The Lady, or the Tiger? 

 

by Frank R. Stockton 

 

In the very olden time there lived a semi-barbaric king, whose ideas, though 

somewhat polished and sharpened by the progressiveness of distant Latin neighbors, were 

still large, florid, and untrammeled, as became the half of him which was barbaric. He was a 

man of exuberant fancy, and, withal, of an authority so irresistible that, at his will, he turned 

his varied fancies into facts. He was greatly given to self-communing, and, when he and 

himself agreed upon anything, the thing was done. When every member of his domestic and 

political systems moved smoothly in its appointed course, his nature was bland and genial; 

but, whenever there was a little hitch, and some of his orbs got out of their orbits, he was 

blander and more genial still, for nothing pleased him so much as to make the crooked 

straight and crush down uneven places. 

Among the borrowed notions by which his barbarism had become semified was that 

of the public arena, in which, by exhibitions of manly and beastly valor, the minds of his 

subjects were refined and cultured. But even here the exuberant and barbaric fancy asserted 

itself The arena of the king was built, not to give the people an opportunity of hearing the 

rhapsodies of dying gladiators, nor to enable them to view the inevitable conclusion of a 

conflict between religious opinions and hungry jaws, but for purposes far better adapted to 

widen and develop the mental energies of the people. This vast amphitheater, with its 
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encircling galleries, its mysterious vaults, and its unseen passages, was an agent of poetic 

justice, in which crime was punished, or virtue rewarded, by the decrees of an impartial and 

incorruptible chance. 

When a subject was accused of a crime of sufficient importance to interest the king, 

public notice was given that on an appointed day the fate of the accused person would be 

decided in the king's arena, a structure which well-deserved its name, for, although its form 

and plan were borrowed from afar, its purpose emanated solely from the brain of this man, 

who, every barleycorn a king, knew no tradition to which he owed more allegiance than 

pleased 

his fancy, and who ingrafted on every adopted form of human thought and action the rich 

growth of his barbaric idealism. 

When all the people had assembled in the galleries, and the king, surrounded by his 

court, sat high up on his throne of royal state on one side of the arena, he gave a signal, a 

door beneath him opened, and the accused subject stepped out into the amphitheater. Directly 

opposite him, on the other side of the enclosed space, were two doors, exactly alike and side 

by side. It was the duty and the privilege of the person on trial to walk directly to these doors 

and open one of them. He could open either door he pleased; he was subject to no guidance 

or influence but that of the aforementioned impartial and incorruptible chance. If he opened 

the one, there came out of it a hungry tiger, the fiercest and most cruel that could be procured, 

which immediately sprang upon him and tore him to pieces as a punishment for his guilt. The 

moment that the case of the criminal was thus decided, doleful iron bells were clanged, great 

wails went up from the hired mourners posted on the outer rim of *the arena, and the vast 

audience, with bowed heads and downcast hearts, wended slowly their homeward way, 

mourning greatly that one so young and fair, or so old and respected, should have merited so 

dire a fate. 

But, if the accused person opened the other door, there came forth from it a lady, the 

most suitable to his years and station that his majesty could select among his fair subjects, 

and to this lady he was immediately married, as a reward of his innocence. It mattered not 

that he might already possess a wife and family, or that his affections might be engaged upon 

an object of his own selection; the king allowed no such subordinate arrangements to 
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interfere with his great scheme of retribution and reward. The exercises, as in the other 

instance, took place immediately, and in the arena. Another door opened beneath the king, 

and a priest, followed by a band of choristers, and dancing maidens blowing joyous airs on 

golden horns and treading an epithalamic measure, advanced to where the pair stood, side by 

side, and the wedding was promptly and cheerily solemnized. Then the gay brass bells rang 

forth their merry peals, the people shouted glad hurrahs, and the innocent man, preceded by 

children strewing flowers on his path, led his bride to his home. 

This was the king's semi-barbaric method of administering justice. Its perfect fairness 

is obvious. The criminal could not know out of which door would come the lady; he opened 

either he pleased, without having the slightest idea whether, in the next instant, he was to be 

devoured or married. On some occasions the tiger came out of one door, and on some out of 

the other. The decisions of this tribunal were not only fair, they were positively determinate: 

the accused person was instantly punished if he found himself guilty, and, if innocent, he was 

rewarded on the spot, whether he liked it or not. There was no escape from the judgments of 

the king's arena. 

 The institution was a very popular one. When the people gathered together on one of 

the great trial days, they never knew whether they were to witness a bloody slaughter or a 

hilarious wedding. This element of uncertainty lent an interest to the occasion which it could 

not otherwise have attained. Thus, the masses were entertained and pleased, and the thinking 

part of the community could bring no charge of unfairness against this plan, for did not the 

accused person have the whole matter in his own hands? 

This semi-barbaric king had a daughter as blooming as his most florid fancies, and 

with a soul as fervent and imperious as his own. As is usual in such cases, she was the apple 

of his eye, and was loved by him above all humanity. Among his courtiers was a young man 

of that fineness of blood and lowness of station common to the conventional heroes of 

romance who love royal maidens. This royal maiden was well satisfied with her lover, for he 

was handsome and brave to a degree unsurpassed in all this kingdom, and she loved him with 

an ardor that had enough of barbarism in it to make it exceedingly warm and strong. This 

love affair moved on happily for many months, until one day the king happened to discover 

its existence. He did not hesitate nor waver in regard to his duty in the premises. The youth 
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was immediately cast into prison, and a day was appointed for his trial in the king's arena. 

This, of course, was an especially important occasion, and his majesty, as well as all the 

people, was greatly interested in the workings and development of this trial. Never before had 

such a case occurred; never before had a subject dared to love the daughter of the king. In 

after years such things became commonplace enough, but then they were in no slight degree 

novel and startling. 

The tiger-cages of the kingdom were searched for the most savage and relentless 

beasts, from which the fiercest monster might be selected for the arena; and the ranks of 

maiden youth and beauty throughout the land were carefully surveyed by competent judges in 

order that the young man might have a fitting bride in case fate did not determine for him a 

different destiny. Of course, everybody knew that the deed with which the accused was 

charged had been done. He had loved the princess, and neither he, she, nor anyone else, 

thought of denying the fact; but the king would not think of allowing any fact of this kind to 

interfere with the workings of the tribunal, in which he took such great delight and 

satisfaction. No matter how the affair turned out, the youth would be disposed of, and the 

king would take an aesthetic pleasure in watching the course of events, which would 

determine whether or not the young man had done wrong in allowing himself to love the 

princess. 

The appointed day arrived. From far and near the people gathered, and thronged the 

great galleries of the arena, and crowds, unable to gain admittance, massed themselves 

against its outside walls. The king and his court were in their places, opposite the twin doors, 

those fateful portals, so terrible in their similarity. 

All was ready. The signal was given. A door beneath the royal party opened, and the 

lover of the princess walked into the arena. Tall, beautiful, fair, his appearance was greeted 

with a low hum of admiration and anxiety. Half the audience had not known so grand a youth 

had lived among them. No wonder the princess loved him! What a terrible thing for him to be 

there! 

As the youth advanced into the arena he turned, as the custom was, to bow to the 

king, but he did not think at all of that royal personage. His eyes were fixed upon the 

princess, who sat to the right of her father. Had it not been for the moiety of barbarism in her 
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nature it is probable that lady would not have been there, but her intense and fervid soul 

would not allow her to be absent on an occasion in which she was so terribly interested. From 

the moment that the decree had gone forth that her lover should decide his fate in the king's 

arena, she had thought of nothing, night or day, but this great event and the various subjects 

connected with it. Possessed of more power, influence, and force of character than anyone 

who had ever before been interested in such a case, she had done what no other person had 

done, -- she had possessed herself of the secret of the doors. She knew in which of the two 

rooms, that lay behind those doors, stood the cage of the tiger, with its open front, and in 

which waited the lady. Through these thick doors, heavily curtained with skins on the inside, 

it was impossible that any noise or suggestion should come from within to the person who 

should approach to raise the latch of one of them. But gold, and the power of a woman's will, 

had brought the secret to the princess. 

And not only did she know in which room stood the lady ready to emerge, all 

blushing and radiant, should her door be opened, but she knew who the lady was. It was one 

of the fairest and loveliest of the damsels of the court who had been selected as the reward of 

the accused youth, should he be proved innocent of the crime of aspiring to one so far above 

him; and the princess hated her. Often had she seen, or imagined that she had seen, this fair 

creature throwing glances of admiration upon the person of her lover, and sometimes she 

thought these glances were perceived, and even returned. Now and then she had seen them 

talking together; it was but for a moment or two, but much can be said in a brief space; it may 

have been on most unimportant topics, but how could she know that? The girl was lovely, but 

she had dared to raise her eyes to the loved one of the princess; and, with all the intensity of 

the savage blood transmitted to her through long lines of wholly barbaric ancestors, she hated 

the woman who blushed and trembled behind that silent door. 

When her lover turned and looked at her, and his eye met hers as she sat there, paler 

and whiter than anyone in the vast ocean of anxious faces about her, he saw, by that power of 

quick perception which is given to those whose souls are one, that she knew behind which 

door crouched the tiger, and behind which stood the lady. He had expected her to know it. He 

understood her nature, and his soul was assured that she would never rest until she had made 

plain to herself this thing, hidden to all other lookers-on, even to the king. The only hope for 

the youth in which there was any element of certainty was based upon the success of the 
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princess in discovering this mystery; and the moment he looked upon her, he saw she had 

succeeded, as in his soul he knew she would succeed. 

Then it was that his quick and anxious glance asked the question: "Which?" It was as 

plain to her as if he shouted it from where he stood. There was not an instant to be lost. The 

question was asked in a flash; it must be answered in another. 

Her right arm lay on the cushioned parapet before her. She raised her hand, and made a 

slight, quick movement toward the right. No one but her lover saw her. Every eye but his was 

fixed on the man in the arena. 

He turned, and with a firm and rapid step he walked across the empty space. Every 

heart stopped beating, every breath was held, every eye was fixed immovably upon that man. 

Without the slightest hesitation, he went to the door on the right, and opened it. 

Now, the point of the story is this: Did the tiger come out of that door, or did the 

lady? The more we reflect upon this question, the harder it is to answer. It involves a study of 

the human heart which leads us through devious mazes of passion, out of which it is difficult 

to find our way. Think of it, fair reader, not as if the decision of the question depended upon 

yourself, but upon that hot-blooded, semi-barbaric princess, her soul at a white heat beneath 

the combined fires of despair and jealousy. She had lost him, but who should have him? 

 How often, in her waking hours and in her dreams, had she started in wild horror, and 

covered her face with her hands as she thought of her lover opening the door on the other side 

of which waited the cruel fangs of the tiger! 

But how much oftener had she seen him at the other door! How in her grievous 

reveries had she gnashed her teeth, and torn her hair, when she saw his start of rapturous 

delight as he opened the door of the lady! How her soul had burned in agony when she had 

seen him rush to meet that woman, with her flushing cheek and sparkling eye of triumph; 

when she had seen him lead her forth, his whole frame kindled with the joy of recovered life; 

when she had heard the glad shouts from the multitude, and the wild ringing of the happy 

bells; when she had seen the priest, with his joyous followers, advance to the couple, and 

make them man and wife before her very eyes; and when she had seen them walk away 
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together upon their path of flowers, followed by the tremendous shouts of the hilarious 

multitude, in which her one despairing shriek was lost and drowned! 

Would it not be better for him to die at once, and go to wait for her in the blessed 

regions of semi-barbaric futurity? 

And yet, that awful tiger, those shrieks, that blood! 

Her decision had been indicated in an instant, but it had been made after days and 

nights of anguished deliberation. She had known she would be asked, she had decided what 

she would answer, and, without the slightest hesitation, she had moved her hand to the right. 

 The question of her decision is one not to be lightly considered, and it is not for me to 

presume to set myself up as the one person able to answer it. And so I leave it with all of you: 

Which came out of the opened door, -- the lady, or the tiger?  
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The Most Dangerous Game 
By Richard Connell 

 

"Off there to the right—somewhere—is a large island," said Whitney. "It's rather a mystery—" 

"What island is it?" Rainsford asked. 

"The old charts call it `Ship-Trap Island,"' Whitney replied." A suggestive name, isn't it? 

Sailors have a curious dread of the place. I don't know why. Some superstition—" 

"Can't see it," remarked Rainsford, trying to peer through the dank tropical night that was 

palpable as it pressed its thick warm blackness in upon the yacht. 

"You've good eyes," said Whitney, with a laugh," and I've seen you pick off a moose moving 

in the brown fall bush at four hundred yards, but even you can't see four miles or so through a 

moonless Caribbean night." 

"Nor four yards," admitted Rainsford. "Ugh! It's like moist black velvet." 

"It will be light enough in Rio," promised Whitney. "We should make it in a few days. I hope 

the jaguar guns have come from Purdey's. We should have some good hunting up the 

Amazon. Great sport, hunting." 

"The best sport in the world," agreed Rainsford. 

"For the hunter," amended Whitney. "Not for the jaguar." 

"Don't talk rot, Whitney," said Rainsford. "You're a big-game hunter, not a philosopher. Who 

cares how a jaguar feels?" 

"Perhaps the jaguar does," observed Whitney. 
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"Bah! They've no understanding." 

"Even so, I rather think they understand one thing—fear. The fear of pain and the fear of 

death." 

"Nonsense," laughed Rainsford. "This hot weather is making you soft, Whitney. Be a realist. 

The world is made up of two classes—the hunters and the huntees. Luckily, you and I are 

hunters. Do you think we've passed that island yet?" 

"I can't tell in the dark. I hope so." 

"Why? " asked Rainsford. 

"The place has a reputation—a bad one." 

"Cannibals?" suggested Rainsford. 

"Hardly. Even cannibals wouldn't live in such a God-forsaken place. But it's gotten into sailor 

lore, somehow. Didn't you notice that the crew's nerves seemed a bit jumpy today?" 

"They were a bit strange, now you mention it. Even Captain Nielsen—" 

"Yes, even that tough-minded old Swede, who'd go up to the devil himself and ask him for a 

light. Those fishy blue eyes held a look I never saw there before. All I could get out of him 

was `This place has an evil name among seafaring men, sir.' Then he said to me, very gravely, 

`Don't you feel anything?'—as if the air about us was actually poisonous. Now, you mustn't 

laugh when I tell you this—I did feel something like a sudden chill. 

"There was no breeze. The sea was as flat as a plate-glass window. We were drawing near the 

island then. What I felt was a—a mental chill; a sort of sudden dread." 

"Pure imagination," said Rainsford. 

"One superstitious sailor can taint the whole ship's company with his fear." 

"Maybe. But sometimes I think sailors have an extra sense that tells them when they are in 

danger. Sometimes I think evil is a tangible thing—with wave lengths, just as sound and light 

have. An evil place can, so to speak, broadcast vibrations of evil. Anyhow, I'm glad we're 

getting out of this zone. Well, I think I'll turn in now, Rainsford." 

"I'm not sleepy," said Rainsford. "I'm going to smoke another pipe up on the afterdeck." 

"Good night, then, Rainsford. See you at breakfast." 

"Right. Good night, Whitney." 

There was no sound in the night as Rainsford sat there but the muffled throb of the engine that 

drove the yacht swiftly through the darkness, and the swish and ripple of the wash of the 

propeller. 
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Rainsford, reclining in a steamer chair, indolently puffed on his favorite brier. The sensuous 

drowsiness of the night was on him." It's so dark," he thought, "that I could sleep without 

closing my eyes; the night would be my eyelids—" 

An abrupt sound startled him. Off to the right he heard it, and his ears, expert in such matters, 

could not be mistaken. Again he heard the sound, and again. Somewhere, off in the blackness, 

someone had fired a gun three times. 

Rainsford sprang up and moved quickly to the rail, mystified. He strained his eyes in the 

direction from which the reports had come, but it was like trying to see through a blanket. He 

leaped upon the rail and balanced himself there, to get greater elevation; his pipe, striking a 

rope, was knocked from his mouth. He lunged for it; a short, hoarse cry came from his lips as 

he realized he had reached too far and had lost his balance. The cry was pinched off short as 

the blood-warm waters of the Caribbean Sea dosed over his head. 

He struggled up to the surface and tried to cry out, but the wash from the speeding yacht 

slapped him in the face and the salt water in his open mouth made him gag and strangle. 

Desperately he struck out with strong strokes after the receding lights of the yacht, but he 

stopped before he had swum fifty feet. A certain coolheadedness had come to him; it was not 

the first time he had been in a tight place. There was a chance that his cries could be heard by 

someone aboard the yacht, but that chance was slender and grew more slender as the yacht 

raced on. He wrestled himself out of his clothes and shouted with all his power. The lights of 

the yacht became faint and ever-vanishing fireflies; then they were blotted out entirely by the 

night. 

Rainsford remembered the shots. They had come from the right, and doggedly he swam in 

that direction, swimming with slow, deliberate strokes, conserving his strength. For a 

seemingly endless time he fought the sea. He began to count his strokes; he could do possibly 

a hundred more and then— 

Rainsford heard a sound. It came out of the darkness, a high screaming sound, the sound of an 

animal in an extremity of anguish and terror. 

He did not recognize the animal that made the sound; he did not try to; with fresh vitality he 

swam toward the sound. He heard it again; then it was cut short by another noise, crisp, 

staccato. 

"Pistol shot," muttered Rainsford, swimming on. 

Ten minutes of determined effort brought another sound to his ears—the most welcome he 

had ever heard—the muttering and growling of the sea breaking on a rocky shore. He was 

almost on the rocks before he saw them; on a night less calm he would have been shattered 

against them. With his remaining strength he dragged himself from the swirling waters. 

Jagged crags appeared to jut up into the opaqueness; he forced himself upward, hand over 

hand. Gasping, his hands raw, he reached a flat place at the top. Dense jungle came down to 
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the very edge of the cliffs. What perils that tangle of trees and underbrush might hold for him 

did not concern Rainsford just then. All he knew was that he was safe from his enemy, the 

sea, and that utter weariness was on him. He flung himself down at the jungle edge and 

tumbled headlong into the deepest sleep of his life. 

When he opened his eyes he knew from the position of the sun that it was late in the 

afternoon. Sleep had given him new vigor; a sharp hunger was picking at him. He looked 

about him, almost cheerfully. 

"Where there are pistol shots, there are men. Where there are men, there is food," he thought. 

But what kind of men, he wondered, in so forbidding a place? An unbroken front of snarled 

and ragged jungle fringed the shore. 

He saw no sign of a trail through the closely knit web of weeds and trees; it was easier to go 

along the shore, and Rainsford floundered along by the water. Not far from where he landed, 

he stopped. 

Some wounded thing—by the evidence, a large animal—had thrashed about in the 

underbrush; the jungle weeds were crushed down and the moss was lacerated; one patch of 

weeds was stained crimson. A small, glittering object not far away caught Rainsford's eye and 

he picked it up. It was an empty cartridge. 

"A twenty-two," he remarked. "That's odd. It must have been a fairly large animal too. The 

hunter had his nerve with him to tackle it with a light gun. It's clear that the brute put up a 

fight. I suppose the first three shots I heard was when the hunter flushed his quarry and 

wounded it. The last shot was when he trailed it here and finished it." 

He examined the ground closely and found what he had hoped to find—the print of hunting 

boots. They pointed along the cliff in the direction he had been going. Eagerly he hurried 

along, now slipping on a rotten log or a loose stone, but making headway; night was 

beginning to settle down on the island. 

Bleak darkness was blacking out the sea and jungle when Rainsford sighted the lights. He 

came upon them as he turned a crook in the coast line; and his first thought was that he had 

come upon a village, for there were many lights. But as he forged along he saw to his great 

astonishment that all the lights were in one enormous building—a lofty structure with pointed 

towers plunging upward into the gloom. His eyes made out the shadowy outlines of a palatial 

chateau; it was set on a high bluff, and on three sides of it cliffs dived down to where the sea 

licked greedy lips in the shadows. 

"Mirage," thought Rainsford. But it was no mirage, he found, when he opened the tall spiked 

iron gate. The stone steps were real enough; the massive door with a leering gargoyle for a 

knocker was real enough; yet above it all hung an air of unreality. 

He lifted the knocker, and it creaked up stiffly, as if it had never before been used. He let it 

fall, and it startled him with its booming loudness. He thought he heard steps within; the door 
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remained closed. Again Rainsford lifted the heavy knocker, and let it fall. The door opened 

then—opened as suddenly as if it were on a spring—and Rainsford stood blinking in the river 

of glaring gold light that poured out. The first thing Rainsford's eyes discerned was the largest 

man Rainsford had ever seen—a gigantic creature, solidly made and black bearded to the 

waist. In his hand the man held a long-barreled revolver, and he was pointing it straight at 

Rainsford's heart. 

Out of the snarl of beard two small eyes regarded Rainsford. 

"Don't be alarmed," said Rainsford, with a smile which he hoped was disarming. "I'm no 

robber. I fell off a yacht. My name is Sanger Rainsford of New York City." 

The menacing look in the eyes did not change. The revolver pointing as rigidly as if the giant 

were a statue. He gave no sign that he understood Rainsford's words, or that he had even 

heard them. He was dressed in uniform—a black uniform trimmed with gray astrakhan. 

"I'm Sanger Rainsford of New York," Rainsford began again. "I fell off a yacht. I am hungry." 

The man's only answer was to raise with his thumb the hammer of his revolver. Then 

Rainsford saw the man's free hand go to his forehead in a military salute, and he saw him 

click his heels together and stand at attention. Another man was coming down the broad 

marble steps, an erect, slender man in evening clothes. He advanced to Rainsford and held out 

his hand. 

In a cultivated voice marked by a slight accent that gave it added precision and deliberateness, 

he said, "It is a very great pleasure and honor to welcome Mr. Sanger Rainsford, the 

celebrated hunter, to my home." 

Automatically Rainsford shook the man's hand. 

"I've read your book about hunting snow leopards in Tibet, you see," explained the man. "I 

am General Zaroff." 

Rainsford's first impression was that the man was singularly handsome; his second was that 

there was an original, almost bizarre quality about the general's face. He was a tall man past 

middle age, for his hair was a vivid white; but his thick eyebrows and pointed military 

mustache were as black as the night from which Rainsford had come. His eyes, too, were 

black and very bright. He had high cheekbones, a sharpcut nose, a spare, dark face—the face 

of a man used to giving orders, the face of an aristocrat. Turning to the giant in uniform, the 

general made a sign. The giant put away his pistol, saluted, withdrew. 

"Ivan is an incredibly strong fellow," remarked the general, "but he has the misfortune to be 

deaf and dumb. A simple fellow, but, I'm afraid, like all his race, a bit of a savage." 

"Is he Russian?" 

"He is a Cossack," said the general, and his smile showed red lips and pointed teeth. "So am 

I." 
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"Come," he said, "we shouldn't be chatting here. We can talk later. Now you want clothes, 

food, rest. You shall have them. This is a most-restful spot." 

Ivan had reappeared, and the general spoke to him with lips that moved but gave forth no 

sound. 

"Follow Ivan, if you please, Mr. Rainsford," said the general. "I was about to have my dinner 

when you came. I'll wait for you. You'll find that my clothes will fit you, I think." 

It was to a huge, beam-ceilinged bedroom with a canopied bed big enough for six men that 

Rainsford followed the silent giant. Ivan laid out an evening suit, and Rainsford, as he put it 

on, noticed that it came from a London tailor who ordinarily cut and sewed for none below 

the rank of duke. 

The dining room to which Ivan conducted him was in many ways remarkable. There was a 

medieval magnificence about it; it suggested a baronial hall of feudal times with its oaken 

panels, its high ceiling, its vast refectory tables where two score men could sit down to eat. 

About the hall were mounted heads of many animals—lions, tigers, elephants, moose, bears; 

larger or more perfect specimens Rainsford had never seen. At the great table the general was 

sitting, alone. 

"You'll have a cocktail, Mr. Rainsford," he suggested. The cocktail was surpassingly good; 

and, Rainsford noted, the table appointments were of the finest—the linen, the crystal, the 

silver, the china. 

They were eating borsch, the rich, red soup with whipped cream so dear to Russian palates. 

Half apologetically General Zaroff said, "We do our best to preserve the amenities of 

civilization here. Please forgive any lapses. We are well off the beaten track, you know. Do 

you think the champagne has suffered from its long ocean trip?" 

"Not in the least," declared Rainsford. He was finding the general a most thoughtful and 

affable host, a true cosmopolite. But there was one small trait of .the general's that made 

Rainsford uncomfortable. Whenever he looked up from his plate he found the general 

studying him, appraising him narrowly. 

"Perhaps," said General Zaroff, "you were surprised that I recognized your name. You see, I 

read all books on hunting published in English, French, and Russian. I have but one passion in 

my life, Mr. Rainsford, and it is the hunt." 

"You have some wonderful heads here," said Rainsford as he ate a particularly well-

cooked filet mignon. " That Cape buffalo is the largest I ever saw." 

"Oh, that fellow. Yes, he was a monster." 

"Did he charge you?" 

"Hurled me against a tree," said the general. "Fractured my skull. But I got the brute." 
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"I've always thought," said Rainsford, "that the Cape buffalo is the most dangerous of all big 

game." 

For a moment the general did not reply; he was smiling his curious red-lipped smile. Then he 

said slowly, "No. You are wrong, sir. The Cape buffalo is not the most dangerous big game." 

He sipped his wine. "Here in my preserve on this island," he said in the same slow tone, "I 

hunt more dangerous game." 

Rainsford expressed his surprise. "Is there big game on this island?" 

The general nodded. "The biggest." 

"Really?" 

"Oh, it isn't here naturally, of course. I have to stock the island." 

"What have you imported, general?" Rainsford asked. "Tigers?" 

The general smiled. "No," he said. "Hunting tigers ceased to interest me some years ago. I 

exhausted their possibilities, you see. No thrill left in tigers, no real danger. I live for danger, 

Mr. Rainsford." 

The general took from his pocket a gold cigarette case and offered his guest a long black 

cigarette with a silver tip; it was perfumed and gave off a smell like incense. 

"We will have some capital hunting, you and I," said the general. "I shall be most glad to have 

your society." 

"But what game—" began Rainsford. 

"I'll tell you," said the general. "You will be amused, I know. I think I may say, in all 

modesty, that I have done a rare thing. I have invented a new sensation. May I pour you 

another glass of port?" 

"Thank you, general." 

The general filled both glasses, and said, "God makes some men poets. Some He makes 

kings, some beggars. Me He made a hunter. My hand was made for the trigger, my father 

said. He was a very rich man with a quarter of a million acres in the Crimea, and he was an 

ardent sportsman. When I was only five years old he gave me a little gun, specially made in 

Moscow for me, to shoot sparrows with. When I shot some of his prize turkeys with it, he did 

not punish me; he complimented me on my marksmanship. I killed my first bear in the 

Caucasus when I was ten. My whole life has been one prolonged hunt. I went into the army—

it was expected of noblemen's sons—and for a time commanded a division of Cossack 

cavalry, but my real interest was always the hunt. I have hunted every kind of game in every 

land. It would be impossible for me to tell you how many animals I have killed." 

The general puffed at his cigarette. 
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"After the debacle in Russia I left the country, for it was imprudent for an officer of the Czar 

to stay there. Many noble Russians lost everything. I, luckily, had invested heavily in 

American securities, so I shall never have to open a tearoom in Monte Carlo or drive a taxi in 

Paris. Naturally, I continued to hunt—grizzliest in your Rockies, crocodiles in the Ganges, 

rhinoceroses in East Africa. It was in Africa that the Cape buffalo hit me and laid me up for 

six months. As soon as I recovered I started for the Amazon to hunt jaguars, for I had heard 

they were unusually cunning. They weren't." The Cossack sighed. "They were no match at all 

for a hunter with his wits about him, and a high-powered rifle. I was bitterly disappointed. I 

was lying in my tent with a splitting headache one night when a terrible thought pushed its 

way into my mind. Hunting was beginning to bore me! And hunting, remember, had been my 

life. I have heard that in America businessmen often go to pieces when they give up the 

business that has been their life." 

"Yes, that's so," said Rainsford. 

The general smiled. "I had no wish to go to pieces," he said. "I must do something. Now, 

mine is an analytical mind, Mr. Rainsford. Doubtless that is why I enjoy the problems of the 

chase." 

"No doubt, General Zaroff." 

"So," continued the general, "I asked myself why the hunt no longer fascinated me. You are 

much younger than I am, Mr. Rainsford, and have not hunted as much, but you perhaps can 

guess the answer." 

"What was it?" 

"Simply this: hunting had ceased to be what you call `a sporting proposition.' It had become 

too easy. I always got my quarry. Always. There is no greater bore than perfection." 

The general lit a fresh cigarette. 

"No animal had a chance with me anymore. That is no boast; it is a mathematical certainty. 

The animal had nothing but his legs and his instinct. Instinct is no match for reason. When I 

thought of this it was a tragic moment for me, I can tell you." 

Rainsford leaned across the table, absorbed in what his host was saying. 

"It came to me as an inspiration what I must do," the general went on. 

"And that was?" 

The general smiled the quiet smile of one who has faced an obstacle and surmounted it with 

success. "I had to invent a new animal to hunt," he said. 

"A new animal? You're joking." "Not at all," said the general. "I never joke about hunting. I 

needed a new animal. I found one. So I bought this island built this house, and here I do my 

hunting. The island is perfect for my purposes—there are jungles with a maze of traits in 

them, hills, swamps—" 
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"But the animal, General Zaroff?" 

"Oh," said the general, "it supplies me with the most exciting hunting in the world. No other 

hunting compares with it for an instant. Every day I hunt, and I never grow bored now, for I 

have a quarry with which I can match my wits." 

Rainsford's bewilderment showed in his face. 

"I wanted the ideal animal to hunt," explained the general. "So I said, `What are the attributes 

of an ideal quarry?' And the answer was, of course, `It must have courage, cunning, and, 

above all, it must be able to reason."' 

"But no animal can reason," objected Rainsford. 

"My dear fellow," said the general, "there is one that can." 

"But you can't mean—" gasped Rainsford. 

"And why not?" 

"I can't believe you are serious, General Zaroff. This is a grisly joke." 

"Why should I not be serious? I am speaking of hunting." 

"Hunting? Great Guns, General Zaroff, what you speak of is murder." 

The general laughed with entire good nature. He regarded Rainsford quizzically. "I refuse to 

believe that so modern and civilized a young man as you seem to be harbors romantic ideas 

about the value of human life. Surely your experiences in the war—" 

"Did not make me condone cold-blooded murder," finished Rainsford stiffly. 

Laughter shook the general. "How extraordinarily droll you are!" he said. "One does not 

expect nowadays to find a young man of the educated class, even in America, with such a 

naive, and, if I may say so, mid-Victorian point of view. It's like finding a snuffbox in a 

limousine. Ah, well, doubtless you had Puritan ancestors. So many Americans appear to have 

had. I'll wager you'll forget your notions when you go hunting with me. You've a genuine new 

thrill in store for you, Mr. Rainsford." 

"Thank you, I'm a hunter, not a murderer." 

"Dear me," said the general, quite unruffled, "again that unpleasant word. But I think I can 

show you that your scruples are quite ill founded." 

"Yes?" 

"Life is for the strong, to be lived by the strong, and, if needs be, taken by the strong. The 

weak of the world were put here to give the strong pleasure. I am strong. Why should I not 

use my gift? If I wish to hunt, why should I not? I hunt the scum of the earth: sailors from 

tramp ships—lassars, blacks, Chinese, whites, mongrels—a thoroughbred horse or hound is 

worth more than a score of them." 
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"But they are men," said Rainsford hotly. 

"Precisely," said the general. "That is why I use them. It gives me pleasure. They can reason, 

after a fashion. So they are dangerous." 

"But where do you get them?" 

The general's left eyelid fluttered down in a wink. "This island is called Ship Trap," he 

answered. "Sometimes an angry god of the high seas sends them to me. Sometimes, when 

Providence is not so kind, I help Providence a bit. Come to the window with me." 

Rainsford went to the window and looked out toward the sea. 

"Watch! Out there!" exclaimed the general, pointing into the night. Rainsford's eyes saw only 

blackness, and then, as the general pressed a button, far out to sea Rainsford saw the flash of 

lights. 

The general chuckled. "They indicate a channel," he said, "where there's none; giant rocks 

with razor edges crouch like a sea monster with wide-open jaws. They can crush a ship as 

easily as I crush this nut." He dropped a walnut on the hardwood floor and brought his heel 

grinding down on it. "Oh, yes," he said, casually, as if in answer to a question, "I have 

electricity. We try to be civilized here." 

"Civilized? And you shoot down men?" 

A trace of anger was in the general's black eyes, but it was there for but a second; and he said, 

in his most pleasant manner, "Dear me, what a righteous young man you are! I assure you I do 

not do the thing you suggest. That would be barbarous. I treat these visitors with every 

consideration. They get plenty of good food and exercise. They get into splendid physical 

condition. You shall see for yourself tomorrow." 

"What do you mean?" 

"We'll visit my training school," smiled the general. "It's in the cellar. I have about a dozen 

pupils down there now. They're from the Spanish bark San Lucar that had the bad luck to go 

on the rocks out there. A very inferior lot, I regret to say. Poor specimens and more 

accustomed to the deck than to the jungle." He raised his hand, and Ivan, who served as 

waiter, brought thick Turkish coffee. Rainsford, with an effort, held his tongue in check. 

"It's a game, you see," pursued the general blandly. "I suggest to one of them that we go 

hunting. I give him a supply of food and an excellent hunting knife. I give him three hours' 

start. I am to follow, armed only with a pistol of the smallest caliber and range. If my quarry 

eludes me for three whole days, he wins the game. If I find him "—the general smiled—" he 

loses." 

"Suppose he refuses to be hunted?" 

"Oh," said the general, "I give him his option, of course. He need not play that game if he 

doesn't wish to. If he does not wish to hunt, I turn him over to Ivan. Ivan once had the honor 
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of serving as official knouter to the Great White Czar, and he has his own ideas of sport. 

Invariably, Mr. Rainsford, invariably they choose the hunt." 

"And if they win?" 

The smile on the general's face widened. "To date I have not lost," he said. Then he added, 

hastily: "I don't wish you to think me a braggart, Mr. Rainsford. Many of them afford only the 

most elementary sort of problem. Occasionally I strike a tartar. One almost did win. I 

eventually had to use the dogs." 

"The dogs?" 

"This way, please. I'll show you." 

The general steered Rainsford to a window. The lights from the windows sent a flickering 

illumination that made grotesque patterns on the courtyard below, and Rainsford could see 

moving about there a dozen or so huge black shapes; as they turned toward him, their eyes 

glittered greenly. 

"A rather good lot, I think," observed the general. "They are let out at seven every night. If 

anyone should try to get into my house—or out of it—something extremely regrettable would 

occur to him." He hummed a snatch of song from the Folies Bergere. 

"And now," said the general, "I want to show you my new collection of heads. Will you come 

with me to the library?" 

"I hope," said Rainsford, "that you will excuse me tonight, General Zaroff. I'm really not 

feeling well." 

"Ah, indeed?" the general inquired solicitously. "Well, I suppose that's only natural, after your 

long swim. You need a good, restful night's sleep. Tomorrow you'll feel like a new man, I'll 

wager. Then we'll hunt, eh? I've one rather promising prospect—" Rainsford was hurrying 

from the room. 

"Sorry you can't go with me tonight," called the general. "I expect rather fair sport—a big, 

strong, black. He looks resourceful—Well, good night, Mr. Rainsford; I hope you have a good 

night's rest." 

The bed was good, and the pajamas of the softest silk, and he was tired in every fiber of his 

being, but nevertheless Rainsford could not quiet his brain with the opiate of sleep. He lay, 

eyes wide open. Once he thought he heard stealthy steps in the corridor outside his room. He 

sought to throw open the door; it would not open. He went to the window and looked out. His 

room was high up in one of the towers. The lights of the chateau were out now, and it was 

dark and silent; but there was a fragment of sallow moon, and by its wan light he could see, 

dimly, the courtyard. There, weaving in and out in the pattern of shadow, were black, 

noiseless forms; the hounds heard him at the window and looked up, expectantly, with their 

green eyes. Rainsford went back to the bed and lay down. By many methods he tried to put 
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himself to sleep. He had achieved a doze when, just as morning began to come, he heard, far 

off in the jungle, the faint report of a pistol. 

General Zaroff did not appear until luncheon. He was dressed faultlessly in the tweeds of a 

country squire. He was solicitous about the state of Rainsford's health. 

"As for me," sighed the general, "I do not feel so well. I am worried, Mr. Rainsford. Last 

night I detected traces of my old complaint." 

To Rainsford's questioning glance the general said, "Ennui. Boredom." 

Then, taking a second helping of crêpes Suzette, the general explained: "The hunting was not 

good last night. The fellow lost his head. He made a straight trail that offered no problems at 

all. That's the trouble with these sailors; they have dull brains to begin with, and they do not 

know how to get about in the woods. They do excessively stupid and obvious things. It's most 

annoying. Will you have another glass of Chablis, Mr. Rainsford?" 

"General," said Rainsford firmly, "I wish to leave this island at once." 

The general raised his thickets of eyebrows; he seemed hurt. "But, my dear fellow," the 

general protested, "you've only just come. You've had no hunting—" 

"I wish to go today," said Rainsford. He saw the dead black eyes of the general on him, 

studying him. General Zaroff's face suddenly brightened. 

He filled Rainsford's glass with venerable Chablis from a dusty bottle. 

"Tonight," said the general, "we will hunt—you and I." 

Rainsford shook his head. "No, general," he said. "I will not hunt." 

The general shrugged his shoulders and delicately ate a hothouse grape. "As you wish, my 

friend," he said. "The choice rests entirely with you. But may I not venture to suggest that you 

will find my idea of sport more diverting than Ivan's?" 

He nodded toward the corner to where the giant stood, scowling, his thick arms crossed on his 

hogshead of chest. 

"You don't mean—" cried Rainsford. 

"My dear fellow," said the general, "have I not told you I always mean what I say about 

hunting? This is really an inspiration. I drink to a foeman worthy of my steel—at last." The 

general raised his glass, but Rainsford sat staring at him. 

"You'll find this game worth playing," the general said enthusiastically." Your brain against 

mine. Your woodcraft against mine. Your strength and stamina against mine. Outdoor chess! 

And the stake is not without value, eh?" 

"And if I win—" began Rainsford huskily. 
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"I'll cheerfully acknowledge myself defeat if I do not find you by midnight of the third day," 

said General Zaroff. "My sloop will place you on the mainland near a town." The general read 

what Rainsford was thinking. 

"Oh, you can trust me," said the Cossack. "I will give you my word as a gentleman and a 

sportsman. Of course you, in turn, must agree to say nothing of your visit here." 

"I'll agree to nothing of the kind," said Rainsford. 

"Oh," said the general, "in that case—But why discuss that now? Three days hence we can 

discuss it over a bottle of Veuve Cliquot, unless—" 

The general sipped his wine. 

Then a businesslike air animated him. "Ivan," he said to Rainsford, "will supply you with 

hunting clothes, food, a knife. I suggest you wear moccasins; they leave a poorer trail. I 

suggest, too, that you avoid the big swamp in the southeast corner of the island. We call it 

Death Swamp. There's quicksand there. One foolish fellow tried it. The deplorable part of it 

was that Lazarus followed him. You can imagine my feelings, Mr. Rainsford. I loved Lazarus; 

he was the finest hound in my pack. Well, I must beg you to excuse me now. I always' take a 

siesta after lunch. You'll hardly have time for a nap, I fear. You'll want to start, no doubt. I 

shall not follow till dusk. Hunting at night is so much more exciting than by day, don't you 

think? Au revoir, Mr. Rainsford, au revoir." General Zaroff, with a deep, courtly bow, strolled 

from the room. 

From another door came Ivan. Under one arm he carried khaki hunting clothes, a haversack of 

food, a leather sheath containing a long-bladed hunting knife; his right hand rested on a 

cocked revolver thrust in the crimson sash about his waist. 

Rainsford had fought his way through the bush for two hours. "I must keep my nerve. I must 

keep my nerve," he said through tight teeth. 

He had not been entirely clearheaded when the chateau gates snapped shut behind him. His 

whole idea at first was to put distance between himself and General Zaroff; and, to this end, 

he had plunged along, spurred on by the sharp rowers of something very like panic. Now he 

had got a grip on himself, had stopped, and was taking stock of himself and the situation. He 

saw that straight flight was futile; inevitably it would bring him face to face with the sea. He 

was in a picture with a frame of water, and his operations, clearly, must take place within that 

frame. 

"I'll give him a trail to follow," muttered Rainsford, and he struck off from the rude path he 

had been following into the trackless wilderness. He executed a series of intricate loops; he 

doubled on his trail again and again, recalling all the lore of the fox hunt, and all the dodges of 

the fox. Night found him leg-weary, with hands and face lashed by the branches, on a thickly 

wooded ridge. He knew it would be insane to blunder on through the dark, even if he had the 

strength. His need for rest was imperative and he thought, "I have played the fox, now I must 
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play the cat of the fable." A big tree with a thick trunk and outspread branches was nearby, 

and, taking care to leave not the slightest mark, he climbed up into the crotch, and, stretching 

out on one of the broad limbs, after a fashion, rested. Rest brought him new confidence and 

almost a feeling of security. Even so zealous a hunter as General Zaroff could not trace him 

there, he told himself; only the devil himself could follow that complicated trail through the 

jungle after dark. But perhaps the general was a devil— 

An apprehensive night crawled slowly by like a wounded snake and sleep did not visit 

Rainsford, although the silence of a dead world was on the jungle. Toward morning when a 

dingy gray was varnishing the sky, the cry of some startled bird focused Rainsford's attention 

in that direction. Something was coming through the bush, coming slowly, carefully, coming 

by the same winding way Rainsford had come. He flattened himself down on the limb and, 

through a screen of leaves almost as thick as tapestry, he watched…  That which was 

approaching was a man. 

It was General Zaroff. He made his way along with his eyes fixed in utmost concentration on 

the ground before him. He paused, almost beneath the tree, dropped to his knees and studied 

the ground. Rainsford's impulse was to hurl himself down like a panther, but he saw that the 

general's right hand held something metallic—a small automatic pistol. 

The hunter shook his head several times, as if he were puzzled. Then he straightened up and 

took from his case one of his black cigarettes; its pungent incense-like smoke floated up to 

Rainsford's nostrils. 

Rainsford held his breath. The general's eyes had left the ground and were traveling inch by 

inch up the tree. Rainsford froze there, every muscle tensed for a spring. But the sharp eyes of 

the hunter stopped before they reached the limb where Rainsford lay; a smile spread over his 

brown face. Very deliberately he blew a smoke ring into the air; then he turned his back on 

the tree and walked carelessly away, back along the trail he had come. The swish of the 

underbrush against his hunting boots grew fainter and fainter. 

The pent-up air burst hotly from Rainsford's lungs. His first thought made him feel sick and 

numb. The general could follow a trail through the woods at night; he could follow an 

extremely difficult trail; he must have uncanny powers; only by the merest chance had the 

Cossack failed to see his quarry. 

Rainsford's second thought was even more terrible. It sent a shudder of cold horror through 

his whole being. Why had the general smiled? Why had he turned back? 

Rainsford did not want to believe what his reason told him was true, but the truth was as 

evident as the sun that had by now pushed through the morning mists. The general was 

playing with him! The general was saving him for another day's sport! The Cossack was the 

cat; he was the mouse. Then it was that Rainsford knew the full meaning of terror. 

"I will not lose my nerve. I will not." 
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He slid down from the tree, and struck off again into the woods. His face was set and he 

forced the machinery of his mind to function. Three hundred yards from his hiding place he 

stopped where a huge dead tree leaned precariously on a smaller, living one. Throwing off his 

sack of food, Rainsford took his knife from its sheath and began to work with all his energy. 

The job was finished at last, and he threw himself down behind a fallen log a hundred feet 

away. He did not have to wait long. The cat was coming again to play with the mouse. 

Following the trail with the sureness of a bloodhound came General Zaroff. Nothing escaped 

those searching black eyes, no crushed blade of grass, no bent twig, no mark, no matter how 

faint, in the moss. So intent was the Cossack on his stalking that he was upon the thing 

Rainsford had made before he saw it. His foot touched the protruding bough that was the 

trigger. Even as he touched it, the general sensed his danger and leaped back with the agility 

of an ape. But he was not quite quick enough; the dead tree, delicately adjusted to rest on the 

cut living one, crashed down and struck the general a glancing blow on the shoulder as it fell; 

but for his alertness, he must have been smashed beneath it. He staggered, but he did not fall; 

nor did he drop his revolver. He stood there, rubbing his injured shoulder, and Rainsford, with 

fear again gripping his heart, heard the general's mocking laugh ring through the jungle. 

"Rainsford," called the general, "if you are within sound of my voice, as I suppose you are, let 

me congratulate you. Not many men know how to make a Malay mancatcher. Luckily for me 

I, too, have hunted in Malacca. You are proving interesting, Mr. Rainsford. I am going now to 

have my wound dressed; it's only a slight one. But I shall be back. I shall be back." 

When the general, nursing his bruised shoulder, had gone, Rainsford took up his flight again. 

It was flight now, a desperate, hopeless flight, that carried him on for some hours. Dusk came, 

then darkness, and still he pressed on. The ground grew softer under his moccasins; the 

vegetation grew ranker, denser; insects bit him savagely. 

Then, as he stepped forward, his foot sank into the ooze. He tried to wrench it back, but the 

muck sucked viciously at his foot as if it were a giant leech. With a violent effort, he tore his 

feet loose. He knew where he was now. Death Swamp and its quicksand. 

His hands were tight closed as if his nerve were something tangible that someone in the 

darkness was trying to tear from his grip. The softness of the earth had given him an idea. He 

stepped back from the quicksand a dozen feet or so and, like some huge prehistoric beaver, he 

began to dig. 

Rainsford had dug himself in in France when a second's delay meant death. That had been a 

placid pastime compared to his digging now. The pit grew deeper; when it was above his 

shoulders, he climbed out and from some hard saplings cut stakes and sharpened them to a 

fine point. These stakes he planted in the bottom of the pit with the points sticking up. With 

flying fingers he wove a rough carpet of weeds and branches and with it he covered the mouth 

of the pit. Then, wet with sweat and aching with tiredness, he crouched behind the stump of a 

lightning-charred tree. 
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He knew his pursuer was coming; he heard the padding sound of feet on the soft earth, and the 

night breeze brought him the perfume of the general's cigarette. It seemed to Rainsford that 

the general was coming with unusual swiftness; he was not feeling his way along, foot by 

foot. Rainsford, crouching there, could not see the general, nor could he see the pit. He lived a 

year in a minute. Then he felt an impulse to cry aloud with joy, for he heard the sharp crackle 

of the breaking branches as the cover of the pit gave way; he heard the sharp scream of pain 

as the pointed stakes found their mark. He leaped up from his place of concealment. Then he 

cowered back. Three feet from the pit a man was standing, with an electric torch in his hand. 

"You've done well, Rainsford," the voice of the general called. "Your Burmese tiger pit has 

claimed one of my best dogs. Again you score. I think, Mr. Rainsford, I’ll see what you can 

do against my whole pack. I'm going home for a rest now. Thank you for a most amusing 

evening." 

At daybreak Rainsford, lying near the swamp, was awakened by a sound that made him know 

that he had new things to learn about fear. It was a distant sound, faint and wavering, but he 

knew it. It was the baying of a pack of hounds. 

Rainsford knew he could do one of two things. He could stay where he was and wait. That 

was suicide. He could flee. That was postponing the inevitable. For a moment he stood there, 

thinking. An idea that held a wild chance came to him, and, tightening his belt, he headed 

away from the swamp. 

The baying of the hounds drew nearer, then still nearer, nearer, ever nearer. On a ridge 

Rainsford climbed a tree. Down a watercourse, not a quarter of a mile away, he could see the 

bush moving. Straining his eyes, he saw the lean figure of General Zaroff; just ahead of him 

Rainsford made out another figure whose wide shoulders surged through the tall jungle 

weeds; it was the giant Ivan, and he seemed pulled forward by some unseen force; Rainsford 

knew that Ivan must be holding the pack in leash. 

They would be on him any minute now. His mind worked frantically. He thought of a native 

trick he had learned in Uganda. He slid down the tree. He caught hold of a springy young 

sapling and to it he fastened his hunting knife, with the blade pointing down the trail; with a 

bit of wild grapevine he tied back the sapling. Then he ran for his life. The hounds raised their 

voices as they hit the fresh scent. Rainsford knew now how an animal at bay feels. 

He had to stop to get his breath. The baying of the hounds stopped abruptly, and Rainsford's 

heart stopped too. They must have reached the knife. 

He shinned excitedly up a tree and looked back. His pursuers had stopped. But the hope that 

was in Rainsford's brain when he climbed died, for he saw in the shallow valley that General 

Zaroff was still on his feet. But Ivan was not. The knife, driven by the recoil of the springing 

tree, had not wholly failed. 

Rainsford had hardly tumbled to the ground when the pack took up the cry again. 
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"Nerve, nerve, nerve!" he panted, as he dashed along. A blue gap showed between the trees 

dead ahead. Ever nearer drew the hounds. Rainsford forced himself on toward that gap. He 

reached it. It was the shore of the sea. Across a cove he could see the gloomy gray stone of 

the chateau. Twenty feet below him the sea rumbled and hissed. Rainsford hesitated. He heard 

the hounds. Then he leaped far out into the sea… 

When the general and his pack reached the place by the sea, the Cossack stopped. For some 

minutes he stood regarding the blue-green expanse of water. He shrugged his shoulders. Then 

be sat down, took a drink of brandy from a silver flask, lit a cigarette, and hummed a bit 

from Madame Butterfly. 

General Zaroff had an exceedingly good dinner in his great paneled dining hall that evening. 

With it he had a bottle of Pol Roger and half a bottle of Chambertin. Two slight annoyances 

kept him from perfect enjoyment. One was the thought that it would be difficult to replace 

Ivan; the other was that his quarry had escaped him; of course, the American hadn't played the 

game—so thought the general as he tasted his after-dinner liqueur. In his library he read, to 

soothe himself, from the works of Marcus Aurelius. At ten he went up to his bedroom. He 

was deliciously tired, he said to himself, as he locked himself in. There was a little moonlight, 

so, before turning on his light, he went to the window and looked down at the courtyard. He 

could see the great hounds, and he called, "Better luck another time," to them. Then he 

switched on the light. 

A man, who had been hiding in the curtains of the bed, was standing there. 

"Rainsford!" screamed the general. "How in God's name did you get here?" 

"Swam," said Rainsford. "I found it quicker than walking through the jungle." 

The general sucked in his breath and smiled. "I congratulate you," he said. "You have won the 

game." 

Rainsford did not smile. "I am still a beast at bay," he said, in a low, hoarse voice. "Get ready, 

General Zaroff." 

The general made one of his deepest bows. "I see," he said. "Splendid! One of us is to furnish a 

repast for the hounds. The other will sleep in this very excellent bed. On guard, Rainsford…" 

He had never slept in a better bed, Rainsford decided. 
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    The Ransom of Red Chief 

by O. Henry 

 

It looked like a good thing: but wait till I tell you. We were down South, in Alabama--Bill 

Driscoll and myself -- when this kidnapping idea struck us. It was, as Bill afterward expressed it, 

'during a moment of temporary mental apparition'; but we didn't find that out till later. 

There was a town down there, as flat as a flannel-cake, and called Summit, of course. It 

contained inhabitants of as undeleterious and self-satisfied a class of peasantry as ever clustered 

around a Maypole. 

Bill and me had a joint capital of about six hundred dollars, and we needed just two thousand 

dollars more to pull off a fraudulent town-lot scheme in Western Illinois with. We talked it over 

on the front steps of the hotel. Philoprogenitiveness, says we, is strong in semi-rural communities 

therefore, and for other reasons, a kidnapping project ought to do better there than in the radius 

of newspapers that send reporters out in plain clothes to stir up talk about such things. We knew 

that Summit couldn't get after us with anything stronger than constables and, maybe, some 

lackadaisical bloodhounds and a diatribe or two in the Weekly Farmers' Budget. So, it looked 

good. 

We selected for our victim the only child of a prominent citizen named Ebenezer Dorset. The 

father was respectable and tight, a mortgage fancier and a stern, upright collection-plate passer 

and forecloser. The kid was a boy of ten, with bas-relief freckles, and hair the color of the cover 

of the magazine you buy at the news-stand when you want to catch a train. Bill and me figured 
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that Ebenezer would melt down for a ransom of two thousand dollars to a cent. But wait till I tell 

you. 

About two miles from Summit was a little mountain, covered with a dense cedar brake. On the 

rear elevation of this mountain was a cave. There we stored provisions. 

One evening after sundown, we drove in a buggy past old Dorset's house. The kid was in the 

street, throwing rocks at a kitten on the opposite fence. 

'Hey, little boy!' says Bill, 'would you like to have a bag of candy and a nice ride?' 

The boy catches Bill neatly in the eye with a piece of brick. 

'That will cost the old man an extra five hundred dollars,' says Bill, climbing over the wheel. 

That boy put up a fight like a welter-weight cinnamon bear; but, at last, we got him down in the 

bottom of the buggy and drove away. We took him up to the cave, and I hitched the horse in the 

cedar brake. After dark I drove the buggy to the little village, three miles away, where we had 

hired it, and walked back to the mountain. 

Bill was pasting court-plaster over the scratches and bruises on his features. There was a fire 

burning behind the big rock at the entrance of the cave, and the boy was watching a pot of 

boiling coffee, with two buzzard tailfeathers stuck in his red hair. He points a stick at me when I 

come up, and says: 

'Ha! cursed paleface, do you dare to enter the camp of Red Chief, the terror of the plains?' 

'He's all right now,' says Bill, rolling up his trousers and examining some bruises on his shins. 

'We're playing Indian. We're making Buffalo Bill's show look like magic-lantern views of 

Palestine in the town hall. I'm Old Hank, the Trapper, Red Chief's captive, and I'm to be scalped 

at daybreak. By Geronimo! that kid can kick hard.' 

Yes, sir, that boy seemed to be having the time of his life. The fun of camping out in a cave had 

made him forget that he was a captive himself. He immediately christened me Snake-eye, the 

Spy, and announced that, when his braves returned from the warpath, I was to be broiled at the 

stake at the rising of the sun.  

Then we had supper; and he filled his mouth full of bacon and bread and gravy, and began to 

talk. He made a during-dinner speech something like this: 
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'I like this fine. I never camped out before; but I had a pet 'possum once, and I was nine last 

birthday. I hate to go to school. Rats ate up sixteen of Jimmy Talbot's aunt's speckled hen's eggs. 

Are there any real Indians in these woods? I want some more gravy. Does the trees moving make 

the wind blow? We had five puppies. What makes your nose so red, Hank? My father has lots of 

money. Are the stars hot? I whipped Ed Walker twice, Saturday. I don't like girls. You dassent 

catch toads unless with a string. Do oxen make any noise? Why are oranges round? Have you got 

beds to sleep on in this cave? Amos Murray has got six toes. A parrot can talk, but a monkey or a 

fish can't. How many does it take to make twelve?' 

Every few minutes he would remember that he was a pesky redskin, and pick up his stick rifle 

and tiptoe to the mouth of the cave to rubber for the scouts of the hated paleface. Now and then 

he would let out a warwhoop that made Old Hank the Trapper, shiver. That boy had Bill 

terrorized from the start. 

'Red Chief,' says I to the kid, 'would you like to go home?' 

'Aw, what for?' says he. 'I don't have any fun at home. I hate to go to school. I like to camp out. 

You won't take me back home again, Snake-eye, will you?' 

'Not right away,' says I. 'We'll stay here in the cave a while.' 

'All right!' says he. 'That'll be fine. I never had such fun in all my life.' 

We went to bed about eleven o'clock. We spread down some wide blankets and quilts and put 

Red Chief between us. We weren't afraid he'd run away. He kept us awake for three hours, 

jumping up and reaching for his rifle and screeching: 'Hist! pard,' in mine and Bill's ears, as the 

fancied crackle of a twig or the rustle of a leaf revealed to his young imagination the stealthy 

approach of the outlaw band. At last, I fell into a troubled sleep, and dreamed that I had been 

kidnapped and chained to a tree by a ferocious pirate with red hair. 

Just at daybreak, I was awakened by a series of awful screams from Bill. They weren't yells, or 

howls, or shouts, or whoops, or yawps, such as you'd expect from a manly set of vocal organs--

they were simply indecent, terrifying, humiliating screams, such as women emit when they see 

ghosts or caterpillars. It's an awful thing to hear a strong, desperate, fat man scream incontinently 

in a cave at daybreak. 

I jumped up to see what the matter was. Red Chief was sitting on Bill's chest, with one hand 

twined in Bill's hair. In the other he had the sharp case-knife we used for slicing bacon; and he 
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was industriously and realistically trying to take Bill's scalp, according to the sentence that had 

been pronounced upon him the evening before. 

I got the knife away from the kid and made him lie down again. But, from that moment, Bill's 

spirit was broken. He laid down on his side of the bed, but he never closed an eye again in sleep 

as long as that boy was with us. I dozed off for a while, but along toward sun-up I remembered 

that Red Chief had said I was to be burned at the stake at the rising of the sun. I wasn't nervous 

or afraid; but I sat up and lit my pipe and leaned against a rock. 

'What you getting up so soon for, Sam?' asked Bill. 

'Me?' says I. 'Oh, I got a kind of a pain in my shoulder. I thought sitting up would rest it.' 

'You're a liar!' says Bill. 'You're afraid. You was to be burned at sunrise, and you was afraid he'd 

do it. And he would, too, if he could find a match. Ain't it awful, Sam? Do you think anybody 

will pay out money to get a little imp like that back home?' 

'Sure,' said I. 'A rowdy kid like that is just the kind that parents dote on. Now, you and the Chief 

get up and cook breakfast, while I go up on the top of this mountain and reconnoitre.'  

I went up on the peak of the little mountain and ran my eye over the contiguous vicinity. Over 

toward Summit I expected to see the sturdy yeomanry of the village armed with scythes and 

pitchforks beating the countryside for the dastardly kidnappers. But what I saw was a peaceful 

landscape dotted with one man ploughing with a dun mule. Nobody was dragging the creek; no 

couriers dashed hither and yon, bringing tidings of no news to the distracted parents. There was a 

sylvan attitude of somnolent sleepiness pervading that section of the external outward surface of 

Alabama that lay exposed to my view. 'Perhaps,' says I to myself, 'it has not yet been discovered 

that the wolves have borne away the tender lambkin from the fold. Heaven help the wolves!' says 

I, and I went down the mountain to breakfast. 

When I got to the cave I found Bill backed up against the side of it, breathing hard, and the boy 

threatening to smash him with a rock half as big as a cocoanut. 

'He put a red-hot boiled potato down my back,' explained Bill, 'and then mashed it with his foot; 

and I boxed his ears. Have you got a gun about you, Sam?' 

I took the rock away from the boy and kind of patched up the argument. 'I'll fix you,' says the kid 

to Bill. 'No man ever yet struck the Red Chief but what he got paid for it. You better beware!' 
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After breakfast the kid takes a piece of leather with strings wrapped around it out of his pocket 

and goes outside the cave unwinding it. 

'What's he up to now?' says Bill, anxiously. 'You don't think he'll run away, do you, Sam?' 

'No fear of it,' says I. 'He don't seem to be much of a home body. But we've got to fix up some 

plan about the ransom. There don't seem to be much excitement around Summit on account of 

his disappearance; but maybe they haven't realized yet that he's gone. His folks may think he's 

spending the night with Aunt Jane or one of the neighbors. Anyhow, he'll be missed to-day. To-

night we must get a message to his father demanding the two thousand dollars for his return.' 

Just then we heard a kind of war-whoop, such as David might have emitted when he knocked out 

the champion Goliath. It was a sling that Red Chief had pulled out of his pocket, and he was 

whirling it around his head. 

I dodged, and heard a heavy thud and a kind of a sigh from Bill, like a horse gives out when you 

take his saddle off. A niggerhead rock the size of an egg had caught Bill just behind his left ear. 

He loosened himself all over and fell in the fire across the frying pan of hot water for washing 

the dishes. I dragged him out and poured cold water on his head for half an hour. 

By and by, Bill sits up and feels behind his ear and says: 'Sam, do you know who my favorite 

Biblical character is?' 

'Take it easy,' says I. 'You'll come to your senses presently.' 

'King Herod,' says he. 'You won't go away and leave me here alone, will you, Sam?' 

I went out and caught that boy and shook him until his freckles rattled. 

'If you don't behave,' says I, 'I'll take you straight home. Now, are you going to be good, or not?' 

'I was only funning,' says he sullenly. 'I didn't mean to hurt Old Hank. But what did he hit me 

for? I'll behave, Snake-eye, if you won't send me home, and if you'll let me play the Black Scout 

to-day.' 

'I don't know the game,' says I. 'That's for you and Mr. Bill to decide. He's your playmate for the 

day. I'm going away for a while, on business. Now, you come in and make friends with him and 

say you are sorry for hurting him, or home you go, at once.'  
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I made him and Bill shake hands, and then I took Bill aside and told him I was going to Poplar 

Cove, a little village three miles from the cave, and find out what I could about how the 

kidnapping had been regarded in Summit. Also, I thought it best to send a peremptory letter to 

old man Dorset that day, demanding the ransom and dictating how it should be paid. 

'You know, Sam,' says Bill, 'I've stood by you without batting an eye in earthquakes, fire and 

flood--in poker games, dynamite outrages, police raids, train robberies and cyclones. I never lost 

my nerve yet till we kidnapped that two-legged skyrocket of a kid. He's got me going. You won't 

leave me long with him, will you, Sam?' 

'I'll be back some time this afternoon,' says I. 'You must keep the boy amused and quiet till I 

return. And now we'll write the letter to old Dorset.' 

Bill and I got paper and pencil and worked on the letter while Red Chief, with a blanket wrapped 

around him, strutted up and down, guarding the mouth of the cave. Bill begged me tearfully to 

make the ransom fifteen hundred dollars instead of two thousand. 'I ain't attempting,' says he, 'to 

decry the celebrated moral aspect of parental affection, but we're dealing with humans, and it 

ain't human for anybody to give up two thousand dollars for that forty-pound chunk of freckled 

wildcat. I'm willing to take a chance at fifteen hundred dollars. You can charge the difference up 

to me.' 

So, to relieve Bill, I acceded, and we collaborated a letter that ran this way: 

Ebenezer Dorset, Esq.: 

We have your boy concealed in a place far from Summit. It is useless for you or the 

most skillful detectives to attempt to find him. Absolutely, the only terms on which 

you can have him restored to you are these: We demand fifteen hundred dollars in 

large bills for his return; the money to be left at midnight to-night at the same spot 

and in the same box as your reply--as hereinafter described. If you agree to these 

terms, send your answer in writing by a solitary messenger to-night at half-past eight 

o'clock. After crossing Owl Creek, on the road to Poplar Cove, there are three large 

trees about a hundred yards apart, close to the fence of the wheat field on the right-

hand side. At the bottom of the fence-post, opposite the third tree, will be found a 

small pasteboard box. 

The messenger will place the answer in this box and return immediately to Summit. 
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If you attempt any treachery or fail to comply with our demand as stated, you will 

never see your boy again. 

If you pay the money as demanded, he will be returned to you safe and well within 

three hours. These terms are final, and if you do not accede to them no further 

communication will be attempted. 

TWO DESPERATE MEN. 

I addressed this letter to Dorset, and put it in my pocket. As I was about to start, the kid comes up 

to me and says: 

'Aw, Snake-eye, you said I could play the Black Scout while you was gone.' 

'Play it, of course,' says I. 'Mr. Bill will play with you. What kind of a game is it?' 

'I'm the Black Scout,' says Red Chief, 'and I have to ride to the stockade to warn the settlers that 

the Indians are coming. I 'm tired of playing Indian myself. I want to be the Black Scout.' 

'All right,' says I. 'It sounds harmless to me. I guess Mr. Bill will help you foil the pesky savages.' 

'What am I to do?' asks Bill, looking at the kid suspiciously. 

'You are the hoss,' says Black Scout. 'Get down on your hands and knees. How can I ride to the 

stockade without a hoss?' 

'You'd better keep him interested,' said I, 'till we get the scheme going. Loosen up.' 

Bill gets down on his all fours, and a look comes in his eye like a rabbit's when you catch it in a 

trap. 

' How far is it to the stockade, kid? ' he asks, in a husky manner of voice.  

'Ninety miles,' says the Black Scout. 'And you have to hump yourself to get there on time. Whoa, 

now!' 

The Black Scout jumps on Bill's back and digs his heels in his side. 

'For Heaven's sake,' says Bill, 'hurry back, Sam, as soon as you can. I wish we hadn't made the 

ransom more than a thousand. Say, you quit kicking me or I '11 get up and warm you good.' 
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I walked over to Poplar Cove and sat around the post office and store, talking with the 

chawbacons that came in to trade. One whiskerando says that he hears Summit is all upset on 

account of Elder Ebenezer Dorset's boy having been lost or stolen. That was all I wanted to 

know. I bought some smoking tobacco, referred casually to the price of black-eyed peas, posted 

my letter surreptitiously and came away. The postmaster said the mail-carrier would come by in 

an hour to take the mail on to Summit. 

When I got back to the cave Bill and the boy were not to be found. I explored the vicinity of the 

cave, and risked a yodel or two, but there was no response. 

So I lighted my pipe and sat down on a mossy bank to await developments. 

In about half an hour I heard the bushes rustle, and Bill wabbled out into the little glade in front 

of the cave. Behind him was the kid, stepping softly like a scout, with a broad grin on his face. 

Bill stopped, took off his hat and wiped his face with a red handkerchief. The kid stopped about 

eight feet behind him. 

'Sam,' says Bill, 'I suppose you'll think I'm a renegade, but I couldn't help it. I'm a grown person 

with masculine proclivities and habits of self-defence, but there is a time when all systems of 

egotism and predominance fail. The boy is gone. I have sent him home. All is off. There was 

martyrs in old times,' goes on Bill, 'that suffered death rather than give up the particular graft 

they enjoyed. None of 'em ever was subjugated to such supernatural tortures as I have been. I 

tried to be faithful to our articles of depredation; but there came a limit.'  

'What's the trouble, Bill?' I asks him. 

'I was rode,' says Bill, 'the ninety miles to the stockade, not barring an inch. Then, when the 

settlers was rescued, I was given oats. Sand ain't a palatable substitute. And then, for an hour I 

had to try to explain to him why there was nothin' in holes, how a road can run both ways and 

what makes the grass green. I tell you, Sam, a human can only stand so much. I takes him by the 

neck of his clothes and drags him down the mountain. On the way he kicks my legs black-and-

blue from the knees down; and I've got two or three bites on my thumb and hand cauterized. 

'But he's gone'--continues Bill--'gone home. I showed him the road to Summit and kicked him 

about eight feet nearer there at one kick. I'm sorry we lose the ransom; but it was either that or 

Bill Driscoll to the madhouse.' 

Bill is puffing and blowing, but there is a look of ineffable peace and growing content on his 

rose-pink features. 
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'Bill,' says I, 'there isn't any heart disease in your family, is there?' 

'No,' says Bill, 'nothing chronic except malaria and accidents. Why?' 

'Then you might turn around,' says I, 'and have a look behind you.' 

Bill turns and sees the boy, and loses his complexion and sits down plump on the ground and 

begins to pluck aimlessly at grass and little sticks. For an hour I was afraid for his mind. And 

then I told him that my scheme was to put the whole job through immediately and that we would 

get the ransom and be off with it by midnight if old Dorset fell in with our proposition. So Bill 

braced up enough to give the kid a weak sort of a smile and a promise to play the Russian in a 

Japanese war with him as soon as he felt a little better. 

I had a scheme for collecting that ransom without danger of being caught by counterplots that 

ought to commend itself to professional kidnappers. The tree under which the answer was to be 

left--and the money later on--was close to the road fence with big, bare fields on all sides. If a 

gang of constables should be watching for anyone to come for the note they could see him a long 

way off crossing the fields or in the road. But no, sirree! At half-past eight I was up in that tree as 

well hidden as a tree toad, waiting for the messenger to arrive. 

Exactly on time, a half-grown boy rides up the road on a bicycle, locates the pasteboard box at 

the foot of the fencepost, slips a folded piece of paper into it and pedals away again back toward 

Summit. 

I waited an hour and then concluded the thing was square. I slid down the tree, got the note, 

slipped along the fence till I struck the woods, and was back at the cave in another half an hour. I 

opened the note, got near the lantern and read it to Bill. It was written with a pen in a crabbed 

hand, and the sum and substance of it was this: 

Two Desperate Men. 

Gentlemen: I received your letter to-day by post, in regard to the ransom you ask for 

the return of my son. I think you are a little high in your demands, and I hereby make 

you a counter-proposition, which I am inclined to believe you will accept. You bring 

Johnny home and pay me two hundred and fifty dollars in cash, and I agree to take 

him off your hands. You had better come at night, for the neighbours believe he is 

lost, and I couldn't be responsible for what they would do to anybody they saw 

bringing him back.  
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Very respectfully, 

EBENEZER DORSET. 

'Great pirates of Penzance!' says I; 'of all the impudent--' 

But I glanced at Bill, and hesitated. He had the most appealing look in his eyes I ever saw on the 

face of a dumb or a talking brute. 

'Sam,' says he, 'what's two hundred and fifty dollars, after all? We've got the money. One more 

night of this kid will send me to a bed in Bedlam. Besides being a thorough gentleman, I think 

Mr. Dorset is a spendthrift for making us such a liberal offer. You ain't going to let the chance 

go, are you?'  

'Tell you the truth, Bill,' says I, 'this little he ewe lamb has somewhat got on my nerves too. We'll 

take him home, pay the ransom and make our get-away.' 

We took him home that night. We got him to go by telling him that his father had bought a 

silver-mounted rifle and a pair of moccasins for him, and we were going to hunt bears the next 

day. 

It was just twelve o'clock when we knocked at Ebenezer's front door. Just at the moment when I 

should have been abstracting the fifteen hundred dollars from the box under the tree, according 

to the original proposition, Bill was counting out two hundred and fifty dollars into Dorset's 

hand. 

When the kid found out we were going to leave him at home he started up a howl like a calliope 

and fastened himself as tight as a leech to Bill's leg. His father peeled him away gradually, like a 

porous plaster. 

'How long can you hold him?' asks Bill. 

'I'm not as strong as I used to be,' says old Dorset, 'but I think I can promise you ten minutes.' 

'Enough,' says Bill. 'In ten minutes I shall cross the Central, Southern and Middle Western States, 

and be legging it trippingly for the Canadian border.' 

And, as dark as it was, and as fat as Bill was, and as good a runner as I am, he was a good mile 

and a half out of summit before I could catch up with him.  
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The Necklace 

by Guy de Maupassant 

 

She was one of those pretty and charming girls born, as though fate had blundered 

over her, into a family of artisans.  She had no marriage portion, no expectations, no means of 

getting known, understood, loved, and wedded by a man of wealth and distinction; and so she 

let herself be married to a little clerk in the Ministry of Education.  Her tastes were simple 

because she had never been able to afford any other, but she was as unhappy as though she 

had married beneath her; for women have no caste of class, their beauty, grace, and charm 

serving them for birth or family, their natural delicacy, their instinctive elegance, their 

nimbleness of wit, are their only mark of rank, and put the slum girl on a level with the 

highest lady in the land.    

She suffered endlessly, feeling herself born for every delicacy and luxury. She 

suffered from the poorness of her house, from its mean walls, worn chairs, and ugly curtains.  

All these things, of which other women of her class would not even have been aware, 

tormented and insulted her.   The sight of the little Breton girl who came to do the work in her 

little house aroused heart-broken regrets and hopeless dreams in her mind.  She imagined 

silent antechambers, heavy with Oriental tapestries, lit by torches in lofty bronze sockets, with 

two tall footmen in knee-breeches sleeping in large arm-chairs, overcome by the heavy 

warmth of the stove.  She imagined vast saloons hung with antique silks, exquisite pieces of 

furniture supporting priceless ornaments, and small, charming, perfumed rooms, created just 
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for little parties of intimate friends, men who were famous and sought after, whose homage 

roused every other woman’s envious longings. 

When she sat down for dinner at the round table covered with a three-days-old cloth, 

opposite her husband, who took the cover off the soup-tureen, exclaiming delightedly: “Aha! 

Scotch broth! What could be better?” she imagined delicate meals, gleaming silver, tapestries 

peopling the walls with folk of a past age and strange birds in faery forests; she imagined 

delicate food served in marvelous dishes, murmured gallantries, listened to with an 

inscrutable smile as one trifled with the rosy flesh of trout or wings of asparagus chicken.       

 She had clothes, no jewels, nothing. And these were the only things she loved; she felt 

that she was made for them.  She had longed so eagerly to charm, to be desired, to be wildly 

attractive and sought after. 

She had a rich friend, an old school friend whom she refused to visit, because she 

suffered so keenly when she returned home. She would weep whole days, with grief, regret, 

despair, and misery. 

“Here’s something for you,” he said. 

Swiftly she tore the paper and drew out a printed card on which were these words: 

“The Minister of Education and Madam Ramponeau request the pleasure of the 

company Monsieur and Madam Loisel at the Ministry on the evening of Monday, January the 

18th.” 

Instead of being delighted, as her husband hoped, she flung the invitation petulantly 

across the table, murmuring: 

“What do you want me to do with this?” 

“Why, darling, I thought you’d be pleased.  You never go out, and this is a great 

occasion.  I had tremendous trouble to get it.  Everyone wants one; it’s very select, and very 

few go to the clerks.  You’ll see all the really big people there.” 

She looked at him out of furious eyes, and said impatiently: “And what do you 

suppose I am to wear at such an affair?” 

He had not thought about it; he stammered: 
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“Why, the dress you go to the theater in.  It looks very nice, to me…” 

He stopped, stupefied and utterly at a loss when he saw that his wife was beginning to 

cry.  Two large tears ran slowly down from the corners of her eyes towards the corners of her 

mouth. 

“What’s the matter with you?  What’s the matter with you?” he faltered. 

But with a violent effort she overcame her grief and replied in a calm voice, wiping 

her wet cheeks: 

“Nothing.  Only I haven’t a dress and so I can’t go to this party.  Give your invitation 

to some friend of yours whose wife will be turned out better than I shall.” 

He was heart-broken. 

“Look here, Mathilde,” he persisted.  “What would be the cost of a suitable dress, 

which you could use on other occasions as well, something very simple?” 

She thought for several seconds, reckoning up prices and also wondering for how 

large a sum she could ask without bringing upon herself an immediate refusal and an 

exclamation of horror from the careful-minded clerk. 

At last she replied with some hesitation: 

“I don’t know exactly, but I think I could do it on four hundred francs.” 

He grew slightly pale, for this was exactly the amount he had been saving for a gun, 

intending to get a little shooting next summer on the plan on Nanterre with some friends who 

went lark-shooting there on Sundays. 

Nevertheless he said: “Very well.  I’ll give you four hundred francs.  But try to get a 

really nice dress with the money.” 

The day of the party drew near, and Madame Loisel seemed sad, uneasy and anxious.  

Her dress was ready, however.  One evening her husband said to her: 

“What’s the matter with you?  You’ve been very odd for the last three days.” 

“I’m utterly miserable at not having any jewels, not a single stone, to wear,” she 

replied.  “I shall look absolutely no one.  I would almost rather not go to the party.” 
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“Wear flowers,” he said. “They’re very smart at this time of the year.  For ten francs 

you could get two or three gorgeous roses.” 

She was not convinced. 

“No…there’s nothing so humiliating as looking poor in the middle of a lot of rich 

women” 

“How stupid you are!” exclaimed her husband. “Go and see Madame Forestier and ask 

her to lend you some jewels.  You know her quite well enough for that.” 

She uttered a cry of delight. 

“That’s true.  I never thought of it.” 

Next day she went to see her friend and told her trouble. 

Madame Forestier went to her dressing table, took up a large box, brought it to 

Madame Loisel, opened it, and said: 

“Choose, my dear.” 

First she saw some bracelets, then a pearl necklace, then a Venetian cross in gold and 

gems, of exquisite workmanship.  She tried the effect of the jewels before the mirror, 

hesitating, unable to make up her mind to leave them, to give them up.  She kept on asking: 

“Haven’t you anything else?” 

“Yes.  Look for yourself.  I don’t know what you would like best.” 

Suddenly she discovered, in the black satin case, a superb diamond necklace; her heart 

began to beat covetously.  Her hands trembled as she lifted it.  She fastened it round her neck, 

upon her high dress, and remained in ecstasy at sight of herself. 

Then, without hesitation, she asked in anguish: 

“Could you lend me this, just this alone?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

She flung herself on her friend’s breast, embraced her frenziedly, and went away with 

her treasure.  The day of the party arrived.  Madame Loisel was a success.  She was the 

prettiest woman present, elegant, graceful, smiling, and quite above herself with happiness.  
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All the men stared at her, inquired her name, and asked to be introduced to her.  All the 

Under-Secretaries of State were eager to waltz with her.  The Minister noticed her. 

She dance madly, ecstatically, drunk with pleasure, with no thought for anything, in 

the triumph of her beauty, in the pride of her success, in a cloud of happiness made up of this 

universal homage and admiration, of the desires she had aroused, of the completeness of a 

victory so dear to her feminine heart. 

She left about four o’clock in the morning.  Since midnight her husband had been 

dozing in a deserted little room, in company with three other men whose wives were having a 

good time.  He threw over her shoulders the garments he had brought for them to go home in, 

modest everyday clothes, whose poverty clashed with the beauty of the ball-dress.  She was 

conscious of this and was anxious to hurry away, so that she should not be noticed by the 

other women putting on their costly furs.  

Loisel restrained her. 

“Wait a little.  You’ll catch cold in the open.  I’m going to fetch a cab.” 

But she did not listen to him and rapidly descended the staircase.  When they were out 

in the street they could not find a cab; they began to look for one, shouting at the drivers 

whom they saw passing in the distance. 

They walked down towards the Seine, desperate and shivering.  At last they found on 

the quay one of those old night-prowling carriages which are only to be seen in Paris after 

dark, as though they were ashamed of their shabbiness in the daylight. 

It brought them to their door in the Rue des Martyrs, and sadly they walked up to their 

own apartment.  It was the end, for her.  As for him, he was thinking that he must be at the 

office at ten. 

She took off the garments in which she had wrapped her shoulders, so as to see herself 

in all her glory before the mirror.  But suddenly she uttered a cry.  The necklace was no longer 

round her neck! 

“What’s the matter with you?” asked her husband, already half undressed. 

She turned towards him in the utmost distress. 

“I…I…I’ve no longer got Madame Forestier’s necklace…” 
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He started with astonishment. 

“What!...Impossible!” 

They searched in the folds of her dress, in the folds of the coat, in the pockets, 

everywhere.  They could not find it. 

“Are you sure that you still had it on when you came away from the ball? He asked. 

“Yes, I touched it in the hall at the Ministry.” 

“But if you had lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall.” 

“Yes.  Probably we should.  Did you take the number of the cab?” 

“No.  You didn’t notice it, did you?” 

“No.” 

They stared at one another, dumbfounded.  At last Loisel put on his clothes again. 

“I’ll go over all the ground we walked,” he said, “and see if I can’t find it.” 

And he went out.  She remained in her evening clothes, lacking strength to get into 

bed, huddled on a chair, without volition or power of thought. 

Her husband returned about seven.  He had found nothing. 

He went to the police station, to the newspapers, to offer a reward, to the cab 

companies, everywhere that a ray of hope impelled him.  She waited all day long, in the same 

state of bewilderment at this fearful catastrophe. 

Loisel came home at night, his face lined and pale; he had discovered nothing. 

“You must write to your friend,” he said, “and tell her that you’ve broken the clasp of 

her necklace and are getting it mended.  That will give us time to look about us.” 

She wrote at his dictation. 

******************************** 

By the end of a week they had lost all hope. 

Loisel, who had aged five years, declared: 

“We must see about replacing the diamonds.” 
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Next day they took the box which had held the necklace and went to the jewelers 

whose name was inside.  He consulted his books. 

“It was not I who sold this necklace, Madame; I must have merely supplied the clasp.” 

Then they went from jeweler to jeweler, searching for another necklace like the first, 

consulting their memories, both ill with remorse and anguish of mind. 

In a shop at the Palais-Royal they found a string of diamonds which seemed to them 

exactly like the one they were looking for.  It was worth forth thousand francs.  They were 

allowed to have it for thirty-six thousand. 

They begged the jeweler not to sell it for three days.  And they arranged matters on the 

understanding that it would be taken back for thirty-four thousand francs, if the first one were 

found before the end of February. 

Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs left to him by his father.  He intended to 

borrow the rest. 

He did borrow it, getting a thousand from one man, five hundred form another, five 

louis here, three louis there.  He gave notes of hand, entered into ruinous agreements, did 

business with usurers and the whole tribe of money-lenders. He mortgaged the whole 

remaining years of his existence, risked his signature without even knowing if he could honor 

it, and appalled at the agonizing face of the future, at the black misery about to fall upon him, 

at the prospect of every possible physical privation and moral torture, he went to get the new 

necklace and put down up on the jeweler’s counter thirty-six thousand francs. 

When Madame Loisel took back the necklace to Madame Forestier, the latter said to 

her in a chilly voice: 

“You ought to have brought it back sooner; I might have needed it.” 

She did not, as her friend had feared, open the case.  If she had noticed the 

substitution, what would she have thought?  What would she have said?  Would she not have 

taken her for a thief? 

******************************** 
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 Madame Loisel came to know the ghastly life of abject poverty.  From the very first 

she played her part heroically.  This fearful debt must be paid off.  She would pay it.  The 

servant was dismissed.  They changed their flat; they took a garret under the roof. 

She came to know the heavy work of the house, the hateful duties of the kitchen.  She 

washed the plates, wearing out her pink nails on the coarse pottery and the bottoms of pans.  

She washed the dirty linen, the shirts and dish-cloths, and hung them out to dry on a string; 

every morning she took the dustbin down into the street and carried up the water, stopping on 

each landing to get her breath.  And, clad like a poor woman, she went to the fruiterer, to the 

grocer, to the butcher, a basket on her arm, haggling, insulted, fighting for every wretched 

halfpenny of her money. 

 Every month notes had to be paid off, others renewed, time gained. 

Her husband worked in the evenings at putting straight a merchant’s accounts, and often at 

night he did copying at two pence-halfpenny a page. 

And this life lasted ten years.  

At the end of ten years everything was paid off, everything, the usurer’s charges and 

the accumulation of superimposed interest. 

 Madame Loisel looked old now.  She had become like all the other strong, 

hard, coarse women of poor households.  Her hair was badly done, her skirts were awry, her 

hands were red.  She spoke in a shrill voice, and the water slopped all over the floor when she 

scrubbed it.  But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat down by the window 

and thought of that evening long ago, of the ball at which she had been so beautiful and so 

much admired. 

What would have happened if she had never lost those jewels.  Who knows?  Who 

knows?  How strange life is, how fickle!  How little is needed to ruin or to save! 

One Sunday, as she had gone for a walk along the Champs-Elysees to freshen herself 

after the labors of the week, she caught sight suddenly of a woman who was taking a child out 

for a walk.  It was Madame Forestier, still young, still beautiful, still attractive. 

Madame Loisel was conscious of some emotion.  Should she speak to her?  Yes, 

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

“Good morning, Jeanne.” 

The other did not recognize her, and was surprised at being thus familiarly addressed 

by a poor woman. 

“But...Madame…” she stammered, “I don’t know…you must be making a mistake.” 

“No…I am Mathilde Loisel.” 

Her friend uttered a cry. 

“Oh!...my poor Mathilde, how you have changed!...” 

“Yes, I’ve had some hard times since I saw you last; and many sorrows…and all on 

your account.” 

“On my account!...How was that?” 

“You remember the diamond necklace you lent me for the ball at the Ministry?” 

“Yes.  Well?” 

“Well, I lost it.” 

“How could you? Why, you brought it back.” 

I brought you another one just like it.  And for the last ten years we have been paying 

for it.  You realize it wasn’t easy for us; we had no money…Well it’s paid for at last, and I’m 

glad indeed.” 

Madame Forestier had halted. 

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

“Yes.  You hadn’t noticed it?  They were very much alike.” 

And she smiled in proud and innocent happiness. 

Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took her two hands. 

“Oh, my poor Mathilde! But mine was imitation.  It was worth at the very most five 

hundred Francs!... 
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A Jury of Her Peers 
 

by Susan Glaspell (1917) 

 

When Martha Hale opened the storm-door and got a cut of the north wind, she ran 

back for her big woolen scarf. As she hurriedly wound that round her head her eye made a 

scandalized sweep of her kitchen. It was no ordinary thing that called her away--it was 

probably further from ordinary than anything that had ever happened in Dickson County. But 

what her eye took in was that her kitchen was in no shape for leaving: her bread all ready for 

mixing, half the flour sifted and half unsifted.   

She hated to see things half done; but she had been at that when the team from town 

stopped to get Mr. Hale, and then the sheriff came running in to say his wife wished Mrs. 

Hale would come too--adding, with a grin, that he guessed she was getting scary and wanted 

another woman along. So she had dropped everything right where it was.   

"Martha!" now came her husband's impatient voice. "Don't keep folks waiting out here 

in the cold."   

She again opened the storm-door, and this time joined the three men and the one 

woman waiting for her in the big two-seated buggy.   

After she had the robes tucked around her she took another look at the woman who sat 

beside her on the back seat. She had met Mrs. Peters the year before at the county fair, and the 

thing she remembered about her was that she didn't seem like a sheriff's wife. She was small 

and thin and didn't have a strong voice. Mrs. Gorman, sheriff's wife before Gorman went out 

and Peters came in, had a voice that somehow seemed to be backing up the law with every 

word. But if Mrs. Peters didn't look like a sheriff's wife, Peters made it up in looking like a 

sheriff. He was to a dot the kind of man who could get himself elected sheriff--a heavy man 

with a big voice, who was particularly genial with the law-abiding, as if to make it plain that 

he knew the difference between criminals and non-criminals. And right there it came into 

Mrs. Hale's mind, with a stab, that this man who was so pleasant and lively with all of them 

was going to the Wrights' now as a sheriff.   
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"The country's not very pleasant this time of year," Mrs. Peters at last ventured, as if 

she felt they ought to be talking as well as the men.   

Mrs. Hale scarcely finished her reply, for they had gone up a little hill and could see 

the Wright place now, and seeing it did not make her feel like talking. It looked very 

lonesome this cold March morning. It had always been a lonesome-looking place. It was 

down in a hollow, and the poplar trees around it were lonesome-looking trees. The men were 

looking at it and talking about what had happened. The county attorney was bending to one 

side of the buggy, and kept looking steadily at the place as they drew up to it.   

"I'm glad you came with me," Mrs. Peters said nervously, as the two women were 

about to follow the men in through the kitchen door.   

Even after she had her foot on the door-step, her hand on the knob, Martha Hale had a 

moment of feeling she could not cross that threshold. And the reason it seemed she couldn't 

cross it now was simply because she hadn't crossed it before. Time and time again it had been 

in her mind, "I ought to go over and see Minnie Foster"--she still thought of her as Minnie 

Foster, though for twenty years she had been Mrs. Wright. And then there was always 

something to do and Minnie Foster would go from her mind. But now she could come.   

The men went over to the stove. The women stood close together by the door. Young 

Henderson, the county attorney, turned around and said, "Come up to the fire, ladies."   

Mrs. Peters took a step forward, then stopped. "I'm not--cold," she said.   

And so the two women stood by the door, at first not even so much as looking around 

the kitchen.   

The men talked for a minute about what a good thing it was the sheriff had sent his 

deputy out that morning to make a fire for them, and then Sheriff Peters stepped back from 

the stove, unbuttoned his outer coat, and leaned his hands on the kitchen table in a way that 

seemed to mark the beginning of official business. "Now, Mr. Hale," he said in a sort of semi-

official voice, "before we move things about, you tell Mr. Henderson just what it was you saw 

when you came here yesterday morning."   

The county attorney was looking around the kitchen.   

"By the way," he said, "has anything been moved?" He turned to the sheriff. "Are 

things just as you left them yesterday?"   

Peters looked from cupboard to sink; from that to a small worn rocker a little to one 

side of the kitchen table.   

"It's just the same."   

"Somebody should have been left here yesterday," said the county attorney.   

"Oh--yesterday," returned the sheriff, with a little gesture as of yesterday having been 

more than he could bear to think of. "When I had to send Frank to Morris Center for that man 
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who went crazy--let me tell you. I had my hands full yesterday. I knew you could get back 

from Omaha by today, George, and as long as I went over everything here myself--"   

"Well, Mr. Hale," said the county attorney, in a way of letting what was past and gone 

go, "tell just what happened when you came here yesterday morning."   

Mrs. Hale, still leaning against the door, had that sinking feeling of the mother whose 

child is about to speak a piece. Lewis often wandered along and got things mixed up in a 

story. She hoped he would tell this straight and plain, and not say unnecessary things that 

would just make things harder for Minnie Foster. He didn't begin at once, and she noticed that 

he looked queer--as if standing in that kitchen and having to tell what he had seen there 

yesterday morning made him almost sick.   

"Yes, Mr. Hale?" the county attorney reminded.   

"Harry and I had started to town with a load of potatoes," Mrs. Hale's husband began.   

Harry was Mrs. Hale's oldest boy. He wasn't with them now, for the very good reason 

that those potatoes never got to town yesterday and he was taking them this morning, so he 

hadn't been home when the sheriff stopped to say he wanted Mr. Hale to come over to the 

Wright place and tell the county attorney his story there, where he could point it all out. With 

all Mrs. Hale's other emotions came the fear now that maybe Harry wasn't dressed warm 

enough--they hadn't any of them realized how that north wind did bite.   

"We come along this road," Hale was going on, with a motion of his hand to the road 

over which they had just come, "and as we got in sight of the house I says to Harry, 'I'm goin' 

to see if I can't get John Wright to take a telephone.' You see," he explained to Henderson, 

"unless I can get somebody to go in with me they won't come out this branch road except for a 

price I can't pay. I'd spoke to Wright about it once before; but he put me off, saying folks 

talked too much anyway, and all he asked was peace and quiet--guess you know about how 

much he talked himself. But I thought maybe if I went to the house and talked about it before 

his wife, and said all the women-folks liked the telephones, and that in this lonesome stretch 

of road it would be a good thing--well, I said to Harry that that was what I was going to say--

though I said at the same time that I didn't know as what his wife wanted made much 

difference to John--"   

Now there he was!--saying things he didn't need to say. Mrs. Hale tried to catch her 

husband's eye, but fortunately the county attorney interrupted with:   

"Let's talk about that a little later, Mr. Hale. I do want to talk about that but, I'm 

anxious now to get along to just what happened when you got here."   

When he began this time, it was very deliberately and carefully:   

"I didn't see or hear anything. I knocked at the door. And still it was all quiet inside. I 

knew they must be up--it was past eight o'clock. So I knocked again, louder, and I thought I 

heard somebody say, 'Come in.' I wasn't sure--I'm not sure yet. But I opened the door--this 
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door," jerking a hand toward the door by which the two women stood. "and there, in that 

rocker"-pointing to it--"sat Mrs. Wright."   

Everyone in the kitchen looked at the rocker. It came into Mrs. Hale's mind that that 

rocker didn't look in the least like Minnie Foster--the Minnie Foster of twenty years before. It 

was a dingy red, with wooden rungs up the back, and the middle rung was gone, and the chair 

sagged to one side.   

"How did she--look?" the county attorney was inquiring.   

"Well," said Hale, "she looked--queer."   

"How do you mean--queer?"   

As he asked it he took out a note-book and pencil. Mrs. Hale did not like the sight of 

that pencil. She kept her eye fixed on her husband, as if to keep him from saying unnecessary 

things that would go into that note-book and make trouble.   

Hale did speak guardedly, as if the pencil had affected him too.   

"Well, as if she didn't know what she was going to do next. And kind of--done up."   

"How did she seem to feel about your coming?"   

"Why, I don't think she minded--one way or other. She didn't pay much attention. I 

said, 'Ho' do, Mrs. Wright? It's cold, ain't it?' And she said. 'Is it?'--and went on pleatin' at her 

apron.   

"Well, I was surprised. She didn't ask me to come up to the stove, or to sit down, but 

just set there, not even lookin' at me. And so I said: 'I want to see John.'   

"And then she--laughed. I guess you would call it a laugh.   

"I thought of Harry and the team outside, so I said, a little sharp, 'Can I see John?' 'No,' 

says she-kind of dull like. 'Ain't he home?' says I. Then she looked at me. 'Yes,' says she, 'he's 

home.' 'Then why can't I see him?' I asked her, out of patience with her now. 'Cause he's dead' 

says she, just as quiet and dull--and fell to pleatin' her apron. 'Dead?' says, I, like you do when 

you can't take in what you've heard.   

"She just nodded her head, not getting a bit excited, but rockin' back and forth.   

"'Why--where is he?' says I, not knowing what to say.   

"She just pointed upstairs--like this"--pointing to the room above.   

"I got up, with the idea of going up there myself. By this time I--didn't know what to 

do. I walked from there to here; then I says: 'Why, what did he die of?'   

"'He died of a rope around his neck,' says she; and just went on pleatin' at her apron."   
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Hale stopped speaking, and stood staring at the rocker, as if he were still seeing the 

woman who had sat there the morning before. Nobody spoke; it was as if every one were 

seeing the woman who had sat there the morning before.   

"And what did you do then?" the county attorney at last broke the silence.   

"I went out and called Harry. I thought I might--need help. I got Harry in, and we went 

upstairs." His voice fell almost to a whisper. "There he was--lying over the--"   

"I think I'd rather have you go into that upstairs," the county attorney interrupted, 

"where you can point it all out. Just go on now with the rest of the story."   

"Well, my first thought was to get that rope off. It looked--"   

He stopped, his face twitching.   

"But Harry, he went up to him, and he said. 'No, he's dead all right, and we'd better not 

touch anything.' So we went downstairs.   

"She was still sitting that same way. 'Has anybody been notified?' I asked. 'No, says 

she, unconcerned.   

"'Who did this, Mrs. Wright?' said Harry. He said it businesslike, and she stopped 

pleatin' at her apron. 'I don't know,' she says. 'You don't know?' says Harry. 'Weren't you 

sleepin' in the bed with him?' 'Yes,' says she, 'but I was on the inside. 'Somebody slipped a 

rope round his neck and strangled him, and you didn't wake up?' says Harry. 'I didn't wake 

up,' she said after him.   

"We may have looked as if we didn't see how that could be, for after a minute she said, 

'I sleep sound.'   

"Harry was going to ask her more questions, but I said maybe that weren't our 

business; maybe we ought to let her tell her story first to the coroner or the sheriff. So Harry 

went fast as he could over to High Road--the Rivers' place, where there's a telephone."   

"And what did she do when she knew you had gone for the coroner?" The attorney got 

his pencil in his hand all ready for writing.   

"She moved from that chair to this one over here"--Hale pointed to a small chair in the 

corner-"and just sat there with her hands held together and lookin down. I got a feeling that I 

ought to make some conversation, so I said I had come in to see if John wanted to put in a 

telephone; and at that she started to laugh, and then she stopped and looked at me--scared."   

At the sound of a moving pencil the man who was telling the story looked up.   

"I dunno--maybe it wasn't scared," he hastened: "I wouldn't like to say it was. Soon 

Harry got back, and then Dr. Lloyd came, and you, Mr. Peters, and so I guess that's all I know 

that you don't."   
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He said that last with relief, and moved a little, as if relaxing. Everyone moved a little. 

The county attorney walked toward the stair door.   

"I guess we'll go upstairs first--then out to the barn and around there."   

He paused and looked around the kitchen.   

"You're convinced there was nothing important here?" he asked the sheriff. "Nothing 

that would-point to any motive?"   

The sheriff too looked all around, as if to re-convince himself.   

"Nothing here but kitchen things," he said, with a little laugh for the insignificance of 

kitchen things.   

The county attorney was looking at the cupboard--a peculiar, ungainly structure, half 

closet and half cupboard, the upper part of it being built in the wall, and the lower part just the 

old-fashioned kitchen cupboard. As if its queerness attracted him, he got a chair and opened 

the upper part and looked in. After a moment he drew his hand away sticky.   

"Here's a nice mess," he said resentfully.   

The two women had drawn nearer, and now the sheriff's wife spoke.   

"Oh--her fruit," she said, looking to Mrs. Hale for sympathetic understanding.   

She turned back to the county attorney and explained: "She worried about that when it 

turned so cold last night. She said the fire would go out and her jars might burst."   

Mrs. Peters' husband broke into a laugh.   

"Well, can you beat the women! Held for murder, and worrying about her preserves!"   

The young attorney set his lips.   

"I guess before we're through with her she may have something more serious than 

preserves to worry about."   

"Oh, well," said Mrs. Hale's husband, with good-natured superiority, "women are used 

to worrying over trifles."   

The two women moved a little closer together. Neither of them spoke. The county 

attorney seemed suddenly to remember his manners--and think of his future.   

"And yet," said he, with the gallantry of a young politician. "for all their worries, what 

would we do without the ladies?"   

The women did not speak, did not unbend. He went to the sink and began washing his 

hands. He turned to wipe them on the roller towel--whirled it for a cleaner place.   

"Dirty towels! Not much of a housekeeper, would you say, ladies?"   

He kicked his foot against some dirty pans under the sink.   
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"There's a great deal of work to be done on a farm," said Mrs. Hale stiffly.   

"To be sure. And yet"--with a little bow to her--'I know there are some Dickson 

County farmhouses that do not have such roller towels." He gave it a pull to expose its full 

length again.   

"Those towels get dirty awful quick. Men's hands aren't always as clean as they might 

be.   

"Ah, loyal to your sex, I see," he laughed. He stopped and gave her a keen look, "But 

you and Mrs. Wright were neighbors. I suppose you were friends, too."   

Martha Hale shook her head.   

"I've seen little enough of her of late years. I've not been in this house--it's more than a 

year."   

"And why was that? You didn't like her?"   

"I liked her well enough," she replied with spirit. "Farmers' wives have their hands 

full, Mr. Henderson. And then--" She looked around the kitchen.   

"Yes?" he encouraged.   

"It never seemed a very cheerful place," said she, more to herself than to him.   

"No," he agreed; "I don't think anyone would call it cheerful. I shouldn't say she had 

the homemaking instinct."   

"Well, I don't know as Wright had, either," she muttered.   

"You mean they didn't get on very well?" he was quick to ask.   

"No; I don't mean anything," she answered, with decision. As she turned a lit- tle away 

from him, she added: "But I don't think a place would be any the cheerfuller for John Wright's 

bein' in it."   

"I'd like to talk to you about that a little later, Mrs. Hale," he said. "I'm anxious to get 

the lay of things upstairs now."   

He moved toward the stair door, followed by the two men.   

"I suppose anything Mrs. Peters does'll be all right?" the sheriff inquired. "She was to 

take in some clothes for her, you know--and a few little things. We left in such a hurry 

yesterday."   

The county attorney looked at the two women they were leaving alone there among 

the kitchen things.   

"Yes--Mrs. Peters," he said, his glance resting on the woman who was not Mrs. Peters, 

the big farmer woman who stood behind the sheriff's wife. "Of course Mrs. Peters is one of 

us," he said, in a manner of entrusting responsibility. "And keep your eye out, Mrs. Peters, for 
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anything that might be of use. No telling; you women might come upon a clue to the motive--

and that's the thing we need."   

Mr. Hale rubbed his face after the fashion of a showman getting ready for a pleasantry.   

"But would the women know a clue if they did come upon it?" he said; and, having 

delivered himself of this, he followed the others through the stair door.   

The women stood motionless and silent, listening to the footsteps, first upon the stairs, 

then in the room above them.   

Then, as if releasing herself from something strange. Mrs. Hale began to arrange the 

dirty pans under the sink, which the county attorney's disdainful push of the foot had 

deranged.   

"I'd hate to have men comin' into my kitchen," she said testily--"snoopin' round and 

criticizin'."   

"Of course it's no more than their duty," said the sheriff's wife, in her manner of timid 

acquiescence.   

"Duty's all right," replied Mrs. Hale bluffly; "but I guess that deputy sheriff that come 

out to make the fire might have got a little of this on." She gave the roller towel a pull. 'Wish 

I'd thought of that sooner! Seems mean to talk about her for not having things slicked up, 

when she had to come away in such a hurry."   

She looked around the kitchen. Certainly it was not "slicked up." Her eye was held by 

a bucket of sugar on a low shelf. The cover was off the wooden bucket, and beside it was a 

paper bag-half full.   

Mrs. Hale moved toward it.   

"She was putting this in there," she said to herself--slowly.   

She thought of the flour in her kitchen at home--half sifted, half not sifted. She had 

been interrupted, and had left things half done. What had interrupted Minnie Foster? Why had 

that work been left half done? She made a move as if to finish it,--unfinished things always 

bothered her,--and then she glanced around and saw that Mrs. Peters was watching her--and 

she didn't want Mrs. Peters to get that feeling she had got of work begun and then--for some 

reason--not finished.   

"It's a shame about her fruit," she said, and walked toward the cupboard that the 

county attorney had opened, and got on the chair, murmuring: "I wonder if it's all gone."   

It was a sorry enough looking sight, but "Here's one that's all right," she said at last. 

She held it toward the light. "This is cherries, too." She looked again. "I declare I believe 

that's the only one."   

With a sigh, she got down from the chair, went to the sink, and wiped off the bottle.   
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"She'Il feel awful bad, after all her hard work in the hot weather. I remember the 

afternoon I put up my cherries last summer.   

She set the bottle on the table, and, with another sigh, started to sit down in the rocker. 

But she did not sit down. Something kept her from sitting down in that chair. She 

straightened--stepped back, and, half turned away, stood looking at it, seeing the woman who 

had sat there "pleatin' at her apron."   

The thin voice of the sheriff's wife broke in upon her: "I must be getting those things 

from the front-room closet." She opened the door into the other room, started in, stepped 

back. "You coming with me, Mrs. Hale?" she asked nervously. "You--you could help me get 

them."   

They were soon back--the stark coldness of that shut-up room was not a thing to linger 

in.   

"My!" said Mrs. Peters, dropping the things on the table and hurrying to the stove.   

Mrs. Hale stood examining the clothes the woman who was being detained in town 

had said she wanted.   

"Wright was close!" she exclaimed, holding up a shabby black skirt that bore the 

marks of much making over. "I think maybe that's why she kept so much to herself. I s'pose 

she felt she couldn't do her part; and then, you don't enjoy things when you feel shabby. She 

used to wear pretty clothes and be lively--when she was Minnie Foster, one of the town girls, 

singing in the choir. But that--oh, that was twenty years ago."   

With a carefulness in which there was something tender, she folded the shabby clothes 

and piled them at one corner of the table. She looked up at Mrs. Peters, and there was 

something in the other woman's look that irritated her.   

"She don't care," she said to herself. "Much difference it makes to her whether Minnie 

Foster had pretty clothes when she was a girl."   

Then she looked again, and she wasn't so sure; in fact, she hadn't at any time been 

perfectly sure about Mrs. Peters. She had that shrinking manner, and yet her eyes looked as if 

they could see a long way into things.   

"This all you was to take in?" asked Mrs. Hale.   

"No," said the sheriff’s wife; "she said she wanted an apron. Funny thing to want, " 

she ventured in her nervous little way, "for there's not much to get you dirty in jail, goodness 

knows. But I suppose just to make her feel more natural. If you're used to wearing an apron--. 

She said they were in the bottom drawer of this cupboard. Yes--here they are. And then her 

little shawl that always hung on the stair door."   

She took the small gray shawl from behind the door leading upstairs, and stood a 

minute looking at it.   
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Suddenly Mrs. Hale took a quick step toward the other woman, "Mrs. Peters!"   

"Yes, Mrs. Hale?"   

"Do you think she--did it?'   

A frightened look blurred the other thing in Mrs. Peters' eyes.   

"Oh, I don't know," she said, in a voice that seemed to shrink away from the subject.   

"Well, I don't think she did," affirmed Mrs. Hale stoutly. "Asking for an apron, and her 

little shawl. Worryin' about her fruit."   

"Mr. Peters says--." Footsteps were heard in the room above; she stopped, looked up, 

then went on in a lowered voice: "Mr. Peters says--it looks bad for her. Mr. Henderson is 

awful sarcastic in a speech, and he's going to make fun of her saying she didn't--wake up."   

For a moment Mrs. Hale had no answer. Then, "Well, I guess John Wright didn't wake 

up--when they was slippin' that rope under his neck," she muttered.   

"No, it's strange," breathed Mrs. Peters. "They think it was such a--funny way to kill a 

man."   

She began to laugh; at sound of the laugh, abruptly stopped.   

"That's just what Mr. Hale said," said Mrs. Hale, in a resolutely natural voice. "There 

was a gun in the house. He says that's what he can't understand."   

"Mr. Henderson said, coming out, that what was needed for the case was a motive. 

Something to show anger--or sudden feeling."   

'Well, I don't see any signs of anger around here," said Mrs. Hale, "I don't--" She 

stopped. It was as if her mind tripped on something. Her eye was caught by a dish-towel in 

the middle of the kitchen table. Slowly she moved toward the table. One half of it was wiped 

clean, the other half messy. Her eyes made a slow, almost unwilling turn to the bucket of 

sugar and the half empty bag beside it. Things begun--and not finished.   

After a moment she stepped back, and said, in that manner of releasing herself:   

"Wonder how they're finding things upstairs? I hope she had it a little more red-up up 

there. You know,"--she paused, and feeling gathered, -- "it seems kind of sneaking: locking 

her up in town and coming out here to get her own house to turn against her!"   

"But, Mrs. Hale," said the sheriff's wife, "the law is the law."   

"I s'pose 'tis," answered Mrs. Hale shortly.   

She turned to the stove, saying something about that fire not being much to brag of. 

She worked with it a minute, and when she straightened up she said aggressively:   

"The law is the law--and a bad stove is a bad stove. How'd you like to cook on this?"--

pointing with the poker to the broken lining. She opened the oven door and started to express 
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her opinion of the oven; but she was swept into her own thoughts, thinking of what it would 

mean, year after year, to have that stove to wrestle with. The thought of Minnie Foster trying 

to bake in that oven-and the thought of her never going over to see Minnie Foster--.   

She was startled by hearing Mrs. Peters say: "A person gets discouraged--and loses 

heart."   

The sheriff's wife had looked from the stove to the sink--to the pail of water which had 

been carried in from outside. The two women stood there silent, above them the footsteps of 

the men who were looking for evidence against the woman who had worked in that kitchen. 

That look of seeing into things, of seeing through a thing to something else, was in the eyes of 

the sheriff's wife now. When Mrs. Hale next spoke to her, it was gently:   

"Better loosen up your things, Mrs. Peters. We'll not feel them when we go out."   

Mrs. Peters went to the back of the room to hang up the fur tippet she was wearing. A 

moment later she exclaimed, "Why, she was piecing a quilt," and held up a large sewing 

basket piled high with quilt pieces.   

Mrs. Hale spread some of the blocks on the table.   

"It's log-cabin pattern," she said, putting several of them together, "Pretty, isn't it?"   

They were so engaged with the quilt that they did not hear the footsteps on the stairs. 

Just as the stair door opened Mrs. Hale was saying:   

"Do you suppose she was going to quilt it or just knot it?"   

The sheriff threw up his hands.   

"They wonder whether she was going to quilt it or just knot it!"   

There was a laugh for the ways of women, a warming of hands over the stove, and 

then the county attorney said briskly:   

"Well, let's go right out to the barn and get that cleared up."   

"I don't see as there's anything so strange," Mrs. Hale said resentfully, after the outside 

door had closed on the three men--"our taking up our time with little things while we're 

waiting for them to get the evidence. I don't see as it's anything to laugh about."   

"Of course they've got awful important things on their minds," said the sheriff's wife 

apologetically.   

They returned to an inspection of the block for the quilt. Mrs. Hale was looking at the 

fine, even sewing, and preoccupied with thoughts of the woman who had done that sewing, 

when she heard the sheriff's wife say, in a queer tone:   

"Why, look at this one."   

She turned to take the block held out to her.   
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"The sewing," said Mrs. Peters, in a troubled way, "All the rest of them have been so 

nice and even--but--this one. Why, it looks as if she didn't know what she was about!"   

Their eyes met--something flashed to life, passed between them; then, as if with an 

effort, they seemed to pull away from each other. A moment Mrs. Hale sat there, her hands 

folded over that sewing which was so unlike all the rest of the sewing. Then she had pulled a 

knot and drawn the threads.   

"Oh, what are you doing, Mrs. Hale?" asked the sheriff's wife, startled.   

"Just pulling out a stitch or two that's not sewed very good," said Mrs. Hale mildly.   

"I don't think we ought to touch things," Mrs. Peters said, a little helplessly.   

"I'll just finish up this end," answered Mrs. Hale, still in that mild, matter-of-fact 

fashion.   

She threaded a needle and started to replace bad sewing with good. For a little while 

she sewed in silence. Then, in that thin, timid voice, she heard:   

"Mrs. Hale!"   

"Yes, Mrs. Peters?"   

'What do you suppose she was so--nervous about?"   

"Oh, I don't know," said Mrs. Hale, as if dismissing a thing not important enough to 

spend much time on. "I don't know as she was--nervous. I sew awful queer sometimes when 

I'm just tired."   

She cut a thread, and out of the corner of her eye looked up at Mrs. Peters. The small, 

lean face of the sheriff's wife seemed to have tightened up. Her eyes had that look of peering 

into something. But next moment she moved, and said in her thin, indecisive way:   

'Well, I must get those clothes wrapped. They may be through sooner than we think. I 

wonder where I could find a piece of paper--and string."   

"In that cupboard, maybe," suggested to Mrs. Hale, after a glance around.   

One piece of the crazy sewing remained unripped. Mrs. Peter's back turned, Martha 

Hale now scrutinized that piece, compared it with the dainty, accurate sewing of the other 

blocks. The difference was startling. Holding this block made her feel queer, as if the 

distracted thoughts of the woman who had perhaps turned to it to try and quiet herself were 

communicating themselves to her.   

Mrs. Peters' voice roused her.   

"Here's a bird-cage," she said. "Did she have a bird, Mrs. Hale?"   

'Why, I don't know whether she did or not." She turned to look at the cage Mrs. Peters 

was holding up. "I've not been here in so long." She sighed. "There was a man round last year 
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selling canaries cheap--but I don't know as she took one. Maybe she did. She used to sing real 

pretty herself."   

Mrs. Peters looked around the kitchen.   

"Seems kind of funny to think of a bird here." She half laughed--an attempt to put up a 

barrier. "But she must have had one--or why would she have a cage? I wonder what happened 

to it."   

"I suppose maybe the cat got it," suggested Mrs. Hale, resuming her sewing.   

"No; she didn't have a cat. She's got that feeling some people have about cats--being 

afraid of them. When they brought her to our house yesterday, my cat got in the room, and she 

was real upset and asked me to take it out."   

"My sister Bessie was like that," laughed Mrs. Hale.   

The sheriff's wife did not reply. The silence made Mrs. Hale turn round. Mrs. Peters 

was examining the bird-cage.   

"Look at this door," she said slowly. "It's broke. One hinge has been pulled apart."   

Mrs. Hale came nearer.   

"Looks as if someone must have been--rough with it."   

Again their eyes met--startled, questioning, apprehensive. For a moment neither spoke 

nor stirred. Then Mrs. Hale, turning away, said brusquely:   

"If they're going to find any evidence, I wish they'd be about it. I don't like this place."   

"But I'm awful glad you came with me, Mrs. Hale." Mrs. Peters put the bird-cage on 

the table and sat down. "It would be lonesome for me--sitting here alone."   

"Yes, it would, wouldn't it?" agreed Mrs. Hale, a certain determined naturalness in her 

voice. She had picked up the sewing, but now it dropped in her lap, and she murmured in a 

different voice: "But I tell you what I do wish, Mrs. Peters. I wish I had come over sometimes 

when she was here. I wish--I had."   

"But of course you were awful busy, Mrs. Hale. Your house--and your children."   

"I could've come," retorted Mrs. Hale shortly. "I stayed away because it weren't 

cheerful--and that's why I ought to have come. I"--she looked around--"I've never liked this 

place. Maybe because it's down in a hollow and you don't see the road. I don't know what it is, 

but it's a lonesome place, and always was. I wish I had come over to see Minnie Foster 

sometimes. I can see now--" She did not put it into words.   

"Well, you mustn't reproach yourself," counseled Mrs. Peters. "Somehow, we just 

don't see how it is with other folks till--something comes up."   
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"Not having children makes less work," mused Mrs. Hale, after a silence, "but it 

makes a quiet house--and Wright out to work all day--and no company when he did come in. 

Did you know John Wright, Mrs. Peters?"   

"Not to know him. I've seen him in town. They say he was a good man."   

"Yes--good," conceded John Wright's neighbor grimly. "He didn't drink, and kept his 

word as well as most, I guess, and paid his debts. But he was a hard man, Mrs. Peters. Just to 

pass the time of day with him--." She stopped, shivered a little. "Like a raw wind that gets to 

the bone." Her eye fell upon the cage on the table before her, and she added, almost bitterly: 

"I should think she would've wanted a bird!"   

Suddenly she leaned forward, looking intently at the cage. "But what do you s'pose 

went wrong with it?"   

"I don't know," returned Mrs. Peters; "unless it got sick and died."   

But after she said it she reached over and swung the broken door. Both women 

watched it as if somehow held by it.   

"You didn't know--her?" Mrs. Hale asked, a gentler note in her voice.   

"Not till they brought her yesterday," said the sheriff's wife.   

"She--come to think of it, she was kind of like a bird herself. Real sweet and pretty, 

but kind of timid and--fluttery. How--she--did--change."   

That held her for a long time. Finally, as if struck with a happy thought and relieved to 

get back to everyday things, she exclaimed:   

"Tell you what, Mrs. Peters, why don't you take the quilt in with you? It might take up 

her mind."   

"Why, I think that's a real nice idea, Mrs. Hale," agreed the sheriff's wife, as if she too 

were glad to come into the atmosphere of a simple kindness. "There couldn't possibly be any 

objection to that, could there? Now, just what will I take? I wonder if her patches are in here--

and her things?"   

They turned to the sewing basket.   

"Here's some red," said Mrs. Hale, bringing out a roll of cloth. Underneath that was a 

box. "Here, maybe her scissors are in here--and her things." She held it up. "What a pretty 

box! I'll warrant that was something she had a long time ago--when she was a girl."   

She held it in her hand a moment; then, with a little sigh, opened it.   

Instantly her hand went to her nose.   

"Why--!"   

Mrs. Peters drew nearer--then turned away.   
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"There's something wrapped up in this piece of silk," faltered Mrs. Hale.   

"This isn't her scissors," said Mrs. Peters, in a shrinking voice.   

Her hand not steady, Mrs. Hale raised the piece of silk. "Oh, Mrs. Peters!" she cried. 

"It's—" 

Mrs. Peters bent closer.   

"It's the bird," she whispered.   

"But, Mrs. Peters!" cried Mrs. Hale. "Look at it! Its neck--look at its neck! It's all--

other side to."   

She held the box away from her.   

The sheriff's wife again bent closer.   

"Somebody wrung its neck," said she, in a voice that was slow and deep.   

And then again the eyes of the two women met--this time clung together in a look of 

dawning comprehension, of growing horror. Mrs. Peters looked from the dead bird to the 

broken door of the cage. Again their eyes met. And just then there was a sound at the outside 

door. Mrs. Hale slipped the box under the quilt pieces in the basket, and sank into the chair 

before it. Mrs. Peters stood holding to the table. The county attorney and the sheriff came in 

from outside.   

"Well, ladies," said the county attorney, as one turning from serious things to little 

pleasantries, "have you decided whether she was going to quilt it or knot it?"   

"We think," began the sheriff's wife in a flurried voice, "that she was going to--knot 

it."   

He was too preoccupied to notice the change that came in her voice on that last.   

"Well, that's very interesting, I'm sure," he said tolerantly. He caught sight of the bird-

cage.   

"Has the bird flown?"   

"We think the cat got it," said Mrs. Hale in a voice curiously even.   

He was walking up and down, as if thinking something out.   

"Is there a cat?" he asked absently.   

Mrs. Hale shot a look up at the sheriff's wife.   

"Well, not now," said Mrs. Peters. "They're superstitious, you know; they Ieave."   

She sank into her chair.   

The county attorney did not heed her. "No sign at all of anyone having come in from 

the outside," he said to Peters, in the manner of continuing an interrupted conversation. "Their 
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own rope. Now let's go upstairs again and go over it, piece by piece. It would have to have 

been someone who knew just the--"   

The stair door closed behind them and their voices were lost.   

The two women sat motionless, not looking at each other, but as if peering into 

something and at the same time holding back. When they spoke now it was as if they were 

afraid of what they were saying, but as if they could not help saying it.   

"She liked the bird," said Martha Hale, low and slowly. "She was going to bury it in 

that pretty box."   

When I was a girl," said Mrs. Peters, under her breath, "my kitten--there was a boy 

took a hatchet, and before my eyes--before I could get there--" She covered her face an 

instant. "If they hadn't held me back I would have"--she caught herself, looked upstairs where 

footsteps were heard, and finished weakly--"hurt him."   

Then they sat without speaking or moving.   

"I wonder how it would seem," Mrs. Hale at last began, as if feeling her way over 

strange ground--"never to have had any children around?" Her eyes made a slow sweep of the 

kitchen, as  

if seeing what that kitchen had meant through all the years "No, Wright wouldn't like the 

bird," she said after that--"a thing that sang. She used to sing. He killed that too." Her voice 

tightened.   

Mrs. Peters moved uneasily.   

"Of course we don't know who killed the bird."   

"I knew John Wright," was Mrs. Hale's answer.   

"It was an awful thing was done in this house that night, Mrs. Hale," said the sheriff's 

wife. "Killing a man while he slept--slipping a thing round his neck that choked the life out of 

him."   

Mrs. Hale's hand went out to the bird cage.   

"We don't know who killed him," whispered Mrs. Peters wildly. "We don't know."   

Mrs. Hale had not moved. "If there had been years and years of--nothing, then a bird 

to sing to you, it would be awful--still--after the bird was still."   

It was as if something within her not herself had spoken, and it found in Mrs. Peters 

something she did not know as herself.   

"I know what stillness is," she said, in a queer, monotonous voice. "When we 

homesteaded in Dakota, and my first baby died--after he was two years old--and me with no 

other then--"   
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Mrs. Hale stirred.   

"How soon do you suppose they'll be through looking for the evidence?"   

"I know what stillness is," repeated Mrs. Peters, in just that same way. Then she too 

pulled back. "The law has got to punish crime, Mrs. Hale," she said in her tight little way.   

"I wish you'd seen Minnie Foster," was the answer, "when she wore a white dress with 

blue ribbons, and stood up there in the choir and sang."   

The picture of that girl, the fact that she had lived neighbor to that girl for twenty 

years, and had let her die for lack of life, was suddenly more than she could bear.   

"Oh, I wish I'd come over here once in a while!" she cried. "That was a crime! Who's 

going to punish that?"   

"We mustn't take on," said Mrs. Peters, with a frightened look toward the stairs.   

"I might 'a' known she needed help! I tell you, it's queer, Mrs. Peters. We live close 

together, and we live far apart. We all go through the same things--it's all just a different kind 

of the same thing! If it weren't--why do you and I understand? Why do we know--what we 

know this minute?"   

She dashed her hand across her eyes. Then, seeing the jar of fruit on the table she 

reached for it and choked out:   

"If I was you I wouldn't tell her her fruit was gone! Tell her it ain't. Tell her it's all 

right--all of it. Here--take this in to prove it to her! She -- she may never know whether it was 

broke or not."   

She turned away.   

Mrs. Peters reached out for the bottle of fruit as if she were glad to take it--as if 

touching a familiar thing, having something to do, could keep her from something else. She 

got up, looked about for something to wrap the fruit in, took a petticoat from the pile of 

clothes she had brought from the front room, and nervously started winding that round the 

bottle.   

"My!" she began, in a high, false voice, "it's a good thing the men couldn't hear us! 

Getting all stirred up over a little thing like a--dead canary." She hurried over that. "As if that 

could have anything to do with -- with -- My, wouldn't they laugh?"   

Footsteps were heard on the stairs.   

"Maybe they would," muttered Mrs. Hale--"maybe they wouldn't."   

"No, Peters," said the county attorney incisively; "it's all perfectly clear, except the 

reason for doing it. But you know juries when it comes to women. If there was some definite 

thing-something to show. Something to make a story about. A thing that would connect up 

with this clumsy way of doing it."   
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In a covert way Mrs. Hale looked at Mrs. Peters. Mrs. Peters was looking at her. 

Quickly they looked away from each other. The outer door opened and Mr. Hale came in.   

"I've got the team round now," he said. "Pretty cold out there."   

"I'm going to stay here awhile by myself," the county attorney suddenly announced. 

"You can send Frank out for me, can't you?" he asked the sheriff. "I want to go over 

everything. I'm not satisfied we can't do better."   

Again, for one brief moment, the two women's eyes found one another.   

The sheriff came up to the table.   

"Did you want to see what Mrs. Peters was going to take in?"   

The county attorney picked up the apron. He laughed.   

"Oh, I guess they're not very dangerous things the ladies have picked out."   

Mrs. Hale's hand was on the sewing basket in which the box was concealed. She felt 

that she ought to take her hand off the basket. She did not seem able to. He picked up one of 

the quilt blocks which she had piled on to cover the box. Her eyes felt like fire. She had a 

feeling that if he took up the basket she would snatch it from him.   

But he did not take it up. With another little laugh, he turned away, saying:   

"No; Mrs. Peters doesn't need supervising. For that matter, a sheriff's wife is married 

to the law. Ever think of it that way, Mrs. Peters?"   

Mrs. Peters was standing beside the table. Mrs. Hale shot a look up at her; but she 

could not see her face. Mrs. Peters had turned away. When she spoke, her voice was muffled.   

"Not--just that way," she said.   

"Married to the law!" chuckled Mrs. Peters' husband. He moved toward the door into 

the front room, and said to the county attorney:   

"I just want you to come in here a minute, George. We ought to take a look at these 

windows."   

"Oh--windows," said the county attorney scoffingly.   

"We'll be right out, Mr. Hale," said the sheriff to the farmer, who was still waiting by 

the door.   

Hale went to look after the horses. The sheriff followed the county attorney into the 

other room. Again--for one final moment--the two women were alone in that kitchen.   

Martha Hale sprang up, her hands tight together, looking at that other woman, with 

whom it rested. At first she could not see her eyes, for the sheriff's wife had not turned back 

since she turned away at that suggestion of being married to the law. But now Mrs. Hale made 

her turn back. Her eyes made her turn back. Slowly, unwillingly, Mrs. Peters turned her head 
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until her eyes met the eyes of the other woman. There was a moment when they held each 

other in a steady, burning look in which there was no evasion or flinching. Then Martha 

Hale's eyes pointed the way to the basket in which was hidden the thing that would make 

certain the conviction of the other woman--that woman who was not there and yet who had 

been there with them all through that hour.   

For a moment Mrs. Peters did not move. And then she did it. With a rush forward, she 

threw back the quilt pieces, got the box, tried to put it in her handbag. It was too big. 

Desperately she opened it, started to take the bird out. But there she broke--she could not 

touch the bird. She stood there helpless, foolish.   

There was the sound of a knob turning in the inner door. Martha Hale snatched the box 

from the sheriff's wife, and got it in the pocket of her big coat just as the sheriff and the 

county attorney came back into the kitchen.   

"Well, Henry," said the county attorney facetiously, "at least we found out that she 

was not going to quilt it. She was going to--what is it you call it, ladies?"   

Mrs. Hale's hand was against the pocket of her coat.   

"We call it--knot it, Mr. Henderson." 
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