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WEEK 2  

Readings 

 Mark Twain (United States), “The Story of the Bad Little Boy” 

Julio Cortázar (Argentina), “Continuity of Parks” 

Kate Chopin (United States), “The Story of an Hour” 

Guy de Maupassant (France), “The Adopted Son” 

 

Mark Twain (1835-1910), the noted novelist, short story writer, and humorist 

is known to all. 

Mark Twain, “The Story of the Bad Little Boy” 

 

 

Once there was a bad little boy whose name was Jim - though, if you will notice, 

you will find that bad little boys are nearly always called James in your Sunday-

school books. It was strange, but still it was true that this one was called Jim.  

He didn't have any sick mother either - a sick mother who was pious and had the 

consumption, and would be glad to lie down in the grave and be at rest but for the 

strong love she bore her boy, and the anxiety she felt that the world might be harsh 

and cold towards him when she was gone. Most bad boys in the Sunday-books are 

named James, and have sick mothers, who teach them to say, "Now, I lay me 

down," etc. and sing them to sleep with sweet, plaintive voices, and then kiss them 



good-night, and kneel down by the bedside and weep. But it was different with this 

fellow. He was named Jim, and there wasn't anything the matter with his mother - 

no consumption, nor anything of that kind. She was rather stout than otherwise, 

and she was not pious; moreover, she was not anxious on Jim's account. She said if 

he were to break his neck it wouldn't be much loss. She always spanked Jim to 

sleep, and she never kissed him good-night; on the contrary, she boxed his ears 

when she was ready to leave him.  

Once this little bad boy stole the key of the pantry, and slipped in there and helped 

himself to some jam, and filled up the vessel with tar, so that his mother would 

never know the difference; but all at once a terrible feeling didn't come over him, 

and something didn't seem to whisper to him, "Is it right to disobey my mother? 

Isn't it sinful to do this? Where do bad little boys go who gobble up their good kind 

mother's jam?" and then he didn't kneel down all alone and promise never to be 

wicked any more, and rise up with a light, happy heart, and go and tell his mother 

all about it, and beg her forgiveness, and be blessed by her with tears of pride and 

thankfulness in her eyes. No; that is the way with all other bad boys in the books; 

but it happened otherwise with this Jim, strangely enough. He ate that jam, and 

said it was bully, in his sinful, vulgar way; and he put in the tar, and said that was 

bully also, and laughed, and observed "that the old woman would get up and snort" 

when she found it out; and when she did find it out, he denied knowing anything 

about it, and she whipped him severely, and he did the crying himself. Everything 

about this boy was curious - everything turned out differently with him from the 

way it does to the bad James in the books.  

Once he climbed up in Farmer Acorn's apple-tree to steal apples, and the limb 

didn't break, and he didn't fall and break his arm, and get torn by the farmer's great 

dog, and then languish on a sick bed for weeks, and repent and become good. Oh! 

no; he stole as many apples as he wanted and came down all right; and he was all 

ready for the dog too, and knocked him endways with a brick when he came to tear 

him. It was very strange - nothing like it ever happened in those mild little books 

with marbled backs, and with pictures in them of men with swallow-tailed coats 

and bell-crowned hats, and pantaloons that are short in the legs, and women with 

the waists of their dresses under their arms, and no hoops on. Nothing like it in any 

of the Sunday-school books.  

Once he stole the teacher's pen-knife, and, when he was afraid it would be found 

out and he would get whipped, he slipped it into George Wilson's cap - poor 

Widow Wilson's son, the moral boy, the good little boy of the village, who always 

obeyed his mother, and never told an untruth, and was fond of his lessons, and 



infatuated with Sunday-school. And when the knife dropped from the cap, and 

poor George hung his head and blushed, as if in conscious guilt, and the grieved 

teacher charged the theft upon him, and was just in the very act of bringing the 

switch down upon his trembling shoulders, a white-haired improbable justice of 

the peace did not suddenly appear in their midst, and strike an attitude and say, 

"Spare this noble boy - there stands the cowering culprit! I was passing the school-

door at recess, and unseen myself, I saw the theft committed!" And then Jim didn't 

get whaled, and the venerable justice didn't read the tearful school a homily and 

take George by the hand and say such a boy deserved to be exalted, and then tell 

him to come and make his home with him, and sweep out the office, and make 

fires, and run errands, and chop wood, and study law, and help his wife to do 

household labors, and have all the balance of the time to play, and get forty cents a 

month, and be happy. No; it would have happened that way in the books, but it 

didn't happen that way to Jim. No meddling old clam of a justice dropped in to 

make trouble, and so the model boy George got thrashed, and Jim was glad of it 

because, you know, Jim hated moral boys. Jim said he was "down on them milk-

sops." Such was the coarse language of this bad, neglected boy.  

But the strangest thing that ever happened to Jim was the time he went boating on 

Sunday, and didn't get drowned, and that other time that he got caught out in the 

storm when he was fishing on Sunday, and didn't get struck by lightning. Why, you 

might look, and look, all through the Sunday-school books from now till next 

Christmas, and you would never come across anything like this. Oh no; you would 

find that all the bad boys who go boating on Sunday invariably get drowned; and 

all the bad boys who get caught out in storms when they are fishing on Sunday 

infallibly get struck by lightning. Boats with bad boys in them always upset on 

Sunday, and it always storms when bad boys go fishing on the Sabbath. How this 

Jim ever escaped is a mystery to me.  

This Jim bore a charmed life - that must have been the way of it. Nothing could 

hurt him. He even gave the elephant in the menagerie a plug of tobacco, and the 

elephant didn't knock the top of his head off with his trunk. He browsed around the 

cupboard after essence of peppermint, and didn't make a mistake and drink aqua 

fortis. He stole his father's gun and went hunting on the Sabbath, and didn't shoot 

three or four of his fingers off. He struck his little sister on the temple with his fist 

when he was angry, and she didn't linger in pain through long summer days, and 

die with sweet words of forgiveness upon her lips that redoubled the anguish of his 

breaking heart. No; she got over it. He ran off and went to sea at last, and didn't 

come back and find himself sad and alone in the world, his loved ones sleeping in 

the quiet churchyard, and the vine-embowered home of his boyhood tumbled down 



and gone to decay. Ah! no; he came home as drunk as a piper, and got into the 

station-house the first thing.  

And he grew up and married, and raised a large family, and brained them all with 

an axe one night, and got wealthy by all manner of cheating and rascality; and now 

he is the infernalest wickedest scoundrel in his native village, and is universally 

respected, and belongs to the Legislature.  

So you see there never was a bad James in the Sunday-school books that had such 

a streak of luck as this sinful Jim with the charmed life. 

 

1. What is the tone of the story? 

2. How does Twain structure the story? 

3. How does the narrator present the material? 

4. How could one describe the particular type of humor employed in the story? 

5. What is the theme or message of the story? 

6. Are there points of contact among the five stories in the selection? 

7. Do the selections seem to make a common statement about the genre of the 

short story? 

 

 

Julio Cortázar (Argentina, 1914-1984) is best known for the novel Rayuela 

(Hopscotch) and the story that became the film Blow-up. He spent a number of 

years in Paris. 

 

Julio Cortázar, “Continuity of Parks”  

 

 

He had begun to read the novel a few days before. He had put it aside because of 

some urgent business conferences, opened it again on his way back to the estate by 

train; he permitted himself a slowly growing interest in the plot, in the 

characterizations. That afternoon, after writing a letter giving his lawyer power of 

attorney and discussing a matter of joint ownership with the manager of his estate, 



he returned to the book in the tranquility of his study which looked out upon the 

park with its oaks. Sprawled in his favorite armchair, its back toward the door— 

even the possibility of an intrusion would have irritated him, had he thought of it—

he let his left hand caress repeatedly the green velvet upholstery and set to reading 

the final chapters. He remembered effortlessly the names and his mental image of 

the characters; the novel spread its glamour over him almost at once. He tasted the 

almost perverse pleasure of disengaging himself line by line from the things 

around him, and at the same time feeling his head rest comfortably on the green 

velvet of the chair with its high back, sensing that the cigarettes rested within reach 

of his hand, that beyond the great windows the air of afternoon danced under the 

oak trees in the park. Word by word, immersed in the sordid dilemma of the hero 

and heroine, letting himself be absorbed to the point where the images settled 

down and took on color and movement, he was witness to the final encounter in 

the mountain cabin. The woman arrived first, apprehensive; now the lover came in, 

his face cut by the backlash of a branch. Admirably, she stanched the blood with 

her kisses, but he rebuffed her caresses. He had not come to perform again the 

ceremonies of a secret passion, protected by a world of dry leaves and furtive paths 

through the forest. The dagger warmed itself against his chest, and underneath 

liberty pounded, hidden close. A lustful, panting dialogue raced down the pages 

like a rivulet of snakes, and one felt it had all been decided from eternity. Even to 

those caresses which writhed about the lover's body, as though wishing to keep 

him there, to dissuade him from it; they sketched abominably the fame of that other 

body it was necessary to destroy. Nothing had been forgotten: alibis, unforeseen 

hazards, possible mistakes. From this hour on, each instant had its use minutely 

assigned. The cold-blooded, twice-gone-over reexamination of the details was 

barely broken off so that a hand could caress a cheek. It was beginning to get dark. 

Not looking at each other now, rigidly fixed upon the task which awaited them, 

they separated at the cabin door. She was to follow the trail that led north. On the 

path leading in the opposite direction, he turned for a moment to watch her 

running, her hair loosened and flying. He ran in turn, crouching among the trees 

and hedges until, in the yellowish fog of dusk, he could distinguish the avenue of 

trees which led up to the house. The dogs were not supposed to bark, and they did 

not bark. The estate manager would not be there at this hour, and he was not there. 

He went up the three porch steps and entered. The woman's words reached him 

over a thudding of blood in his ears: first a blue chamber, then a hall, then a 

carpeted stairway. At the top, two doors. No one in the first room, no one in the 

second. The door of the salon, and then, the knife in his hand, the light from the 

great windows, the high back of an armchair covered in green velvet, the head of 

the man in the chair reading a novel. 

 



 

 
 

 

1. How can one describe the way in which the story is narrated? 

2. What happens at the end of the story? 

3. How can the ending be interpreted? 

4. What is the message of the story? 

 

 

        

 

Kate Chopin, “The Story of an Hour” (1894) 

 

Kate Chopin was a forgotten American voice until her literary reputation was 

resuscitated by critics in the 1950s. Today her novel The Awakening (1899) the 

story of a sensual, determined woman who insists on her independence, is widely 

read and highly honored, a feminist work which was decidedly ahead of its time. 

Born Katherine O'Flaherty into an upper-middle-class family in St. Louis, she 

married Oscar Chopin when she was twenty and moved to her husband's home in 

Louisiana. In the ten years that she resided in Louisiana she was aware of and 

receptive to Creole, Cajun, black, and Indian cultures, and when she later came to 

write fiction, she would incorporate people from these cultures in her work, 

especially her short stories. When her husband died as a young man, Kate Chopin 

returned to St. Louis with her six children. Financially secure, she began writing 

fiction as best she could while rearing her children. She is a good example of an 

American realist, someone trying to represent life the way it actually is lived, and 

she acknowledged her debt to the contemporary French naturalists Emile Zola and 

Guy de Maupassant.  



 

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken 

to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death.  

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that 

revealed in half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. 

It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad 

disaster was received, with Brently Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He 

had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had 

hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.  

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed 

inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild 

abandonment, in her sister's arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she 

went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.  

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she 

sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to 

reach into her soul.  

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all 

aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the 

street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which 

some one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering 

in the eaves.  

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had 

met and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.  

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, 

except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried 

itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams.  

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a 

certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed 

away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of 

reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.  

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was 

it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping 



out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that 

filled the air.  

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this 

thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with 

her will--as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been.  

When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted 

lips. She said it over and over under her breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare 

and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen 

and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every 

inch of her body.  

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear 

and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.  

She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded 

in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray 

and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to 

come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out 

to them in welcome.  

There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for 

herself. There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence 

with which men and women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon 

a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a 

crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.  

And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! 

What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in face of this possession of self-

assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!  

"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering.  

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, 

imploring for admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg, open the door--you will 

make yourself ill. What are you doing Louise? For heaven's sake open the door."  

"Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life 

through that open window.  



Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and 

summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick 

prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a 

shudder that life might be long.  

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a 

feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of 

Victory. She clasped her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. 

Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom.  

Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who 

entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He 

had been far from the scene of accident, and did not even know there had been one. 

He stood amazed at Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen 

him from the view of his wife.  

But Richards was too late.  

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease-- of joy that kills. 

 

 

 

1. How can one describe the particular role of the narrator in this story? 

2. How does the position of the narrator affect the message systems of the 

story? 

3. How can one explain the ending of the story? 

4. Is “The Story of an Hour” a feminist work? 

 

 

 



Guy De Maupassant (France, 1850-1893), “The Adopted Son” 

 

The two cottages stood beside each other at the foot of a hill near a little seashore 

resort. The two peasants labored hard on the unproductive soil to rear their little 

ones, and each family had four. 

Before the adjoining doors a whole troop of urchins played and tumbled about 

from morning till night. The two eldest were six years old, and the youngest were 

about fifteen months; the marriages, and afterward the births, having taken place 

nearly simultaneously in both families. 

The two mothers could hardly distinguish their own offspring among the lot, and 

as for the fathers, they were altogether at sea. The eight names danced in their 

heads; they were always getting them mixed up; and when they wished to call one 

child, the men often called three names before getting the right one. 

The first of the two cottages, as you came up from the bathing beach, Rolleport, 

was occupied by the Tuvaches, who had three girls and one boy; the other house 

sheltered the Vallins, who had one girl and three boys. 

They all subsisted frugally on soup, potatoes and fresh air. At seven o'clock in the 

morning, then at noon, then at six o'clock in the evening, the housewives got their 

broods together to give them their food, as the gooseherds collect their charges. 

The children were seated, according to age, before the wooden table, varnished by 

fifty years of use; the mouths of the youngest hardly reaching the level of the table. 

Before them was placed a bowl filled with bread, soaked in the water in which the 

potatoes had been boiled, half a cabbage and three onions; and the whole line ate 

until their hunger was appeased. The mother herself fed the smallest. 

A small pot roast on Sunday was a feast for all; and the father on this day sat 

longer over the meal, repeating: "I wish we could have this every day." 

One afternoon, in the month of August, a phaeton stopped suddenly in front of the 

cottages, and a young woman, who was driving the horses, said to the gentleman 

sitting at her side: 

"Oh, look at all those children, Henri! How pretty they are, tumbling about in the 

dust, like that!" 



The man did not answer, accustomed to these outbursts of admiration, which were 

a pain and almost a reproach to him. The young woman continued: 

"I must hug them! Oh, how I should like to have one of them--that one there--the 

little tiny one!" 

Springing down from the carriage, she ran toward the children, took one of the two 

youngest--a Tuvache child--and lifting it up in her arms, she kissed him 

passionately on his dirty cheeks, on his tousled hair daubed with earth, and on his 

little hands, with which he fought vigorously, to get away from the caresses which 

displeased him. 

Then she got into the carriage again, and drove off at a lively trot. But she returned 

the following week, and seating herself on the ground, took the youngster in her 

arms, stuffed him with cakes; gave candies to all the others, and played with them 

like a young girl, while the husband waited patiently in the carriage. 

She returned again; made the acquaintance of the parents, and reappeared every 

day with her pockets full of dainties and pennies. 

Her name was Madame Henri d'Hubieres. 

One morning, on arriving, her husband alighted with her, and without stopping to 

talk to the children, who now knew her well, she entered the farmer's cottage. 

They were busy chopping wood for the fire. They rose to their feet in surprise, 

brought forward chairs, and waited expectantly. 

Then the woman, in a broken, trembling voice, began: 

"My good people, I have come to see you, because I should like--I should like to 

take--your little boy with me--" 

The country people, too bewildered to think, did not answer. 

She recovered her breath, and continued: "We are alone, my husband and I. We 

would keep it. Are you willing?" 

The peasant woman began to understand. She asked: 

"You want to take Charlot from us? Oh, no, indeed!" 



Then M. d'Hubieres intervened: 

"My wife has not made her meaning clear. We wish to adopt him, but he will come 

back to see you. If he turns out well, as there is every reason to expect, he will be 

our heir. If we, perchance, should have children, he will share equally with them; 

but if he should not reward our care, we should give him, when he comes of age, a 

sum of twenty thousand francs, which shall be deposited immediately in his name, 

with a lawyer. As we have thought also of you, we should pay you, until your 

death, a pension of one hundred francs a month. Do you understand me?" 

The woman had arisen, furious. 

"You want me to sell you Charlot? Oh, no, that's not the sort of thing to ask of a 

mother! Oh, no! That would be an abomination!" 

The man, grave and deliberate, said nothing; but approved of what his wife said by 

a continued nodding of his head. 

Madame d'Hubieres, in dismay, began to weep; turning to her husband, with a 

voice full of tears, the voice of a child used to having all its wishes gratified, she 

stammered: 

"They will not do it, Henri, they will not do it." 

Then he made a last attempt: "But, my friends, think of the child's future, of his 

happiness, of--" 

The peasant woman, however, exasperated, cut him short: 

"It's all considered! It's all understood! Get out of here, and don't let me see you 

again--the idea of wanting to take away a child like that!" 

Madame d'Hubieres remembered that there were two children, quite little, and she 

asked, through her tears, with the tenacity of a wilful and spoiled woman: 

"But is the other little one not yours?" 

Father Tuvache answered: "No, it is our neighbors'. You can go to them if you 

wish." And he went back into his house, whence resounded the indignant voice of 

his wife. 



The Vallins were at table, slowly eating slices of bread which they parsimoniously 

spread with a little rancid butter on a plate between the two. 

M. d'Hubieres recommenced his proposals, but with more insinuations, more 

oratorical precautions, more shrewdness. 

The two country people shook their heads, in sign of refusal, but when they learned 

that they were to have a hundred francs a month, they considered the matter, 

consulting one another by glances, much disturbed. They kept silent for a long 

time, tortured, hesitating. At last the woman asked: "What do you say to it, man?" 

In a weighty tone he said: "I say that it's not to be despised." 

Madame d'Hubieres, trembling with anguish, spoke of the future of their child, of 

his happiness, and of the money which he could give them later. 

The peasant asked: "This pension of twelve hundred francs, will it be promised 

before a lawyer?" 

M. d'Hubieres responded: "Why, certainly, beginning with to-morrow." 

The woman, who was thinking it over, continued: 

"A hundred francs a month is not enough to pay for depriving us of the child. That 

child would be working in a few years; we must have a hundred and twenty 

francs." 

Tapping her foot with impatience, Madame d'Hubieres granted it at once, and, as 

she wished to carry off the child with her, she gave a hundred francs extra, as a 

present, while her husband drew up a paper. And the young woman, radiant, 

carried off the howling brat, as one carries away a wished-for knick-knack from a 

shop. 

The Tuvaches, from their door, watched her departure, silent, serious, perhaps 

regretting their refusal. 

Nothing more was heard of little Jean Vallin. The parents went to the lawyer every 

month to collect their hundred and twenty francs. They had quarrelled with their 

neighbors, because Mother Tuvache grossly insulted them, continually, repeating 

from door to door that one must be unnatural to sell one's child; that it was 

horrible, disgusting, bribery. Sometimes she would take her Charlot in her arms, 

ostentatiously exclaiming, as if he understood: 



"I didn't sell you, I didn't! I didn't sell you, my little one! I'm not rich, but I don't 

sell my children!" 

The Vallins lived comfortably, thanks to the pension. That was the cause of the 

unappeasable fury of the Tuvaches, who had remained miserably poor. Their eldest 

went away to serve his time in the army; Charlot alone remained to labor with his 

old father, to support the mother and two younger sisters. 

He had reached twenty-one years when, one morning, a brilliant carriage stopped 

before the two cottages. A young gentleman, with a gold watch- chain, got out, 

giving his hand to an aged, white-haired lady. The old lady said to him: "It is there, 

my child, at the second house." And he entered the house of the Vallins as though 

at home. 

The old mother was washing her aprons; the infirm father slumbered at the 

chimney-corner. Both raised their heads, and the young man said: 

"Good-morning, papa; good-morning, mamma!" 

They both stood up, frightened! In a flutter, the peasant woman dropped her soap 

into the water, and stammered: 

"Is it you, my child? Is it you, my child?" 

He took her in his arms and hugged her, repeating: "Good-morning, mamma," 

while the old man, all a-tremble, said, in his calm tone which he never lost: "Here 

you are, back again, Jean," as if he had just seen him a month ago. 

When they had got to know one another again, the parents wished to take their boy 

out in the neighborhood, and show him. They took him to the mayor, to the deputy, 

to the cure, and to the schoolmaster. 

Charlot, standing on the threshold of his cottage, watched him pass. In the evening, 

at supper, he said to the old people: "You must have been stupid to let the Vallins' 

boy be taken." 

The mother answered, obstinately: "I wouldn't sell my child." 

The father remained silent. The son continued: 

"It is unfortunate to be sacrificed like that." 



Then Father Tuvache, in an angry tone, said: 

"Are you going to reproach us for having kept you?" And the young man said, 

brutally: 

"Yes, I reproach you for having been such fools. Parents like you make the 

misfortune of their children. You deserve that I should leave you." The old woman 

wept over her plate. She moaned, as she swallowed the spoonfuls of soup, half of 

which she spilled: "One may kill one's self to bring up children!" 

Then the boy said, roughly: "I'd rather not have been born than be what I am. 

When I saw the other, my heart stood still. I said to myself: 'See what I should have 

been now!'" He got up: "See here, I feel that I would do better not to stay here, 

because I would throw it up to you from morning till night, and I would make your 

life miserable. I'll never forgive you for that!" 

The two old people were silent, downcast, in tears. 

He continued: "No, the thought of that would be too much. I'd rather look for a 

living somewhere else." 

He opened the door. A sound of voices came in at the door. The Vallins were 

celebrating the return of their child. 

 

 

 

1. How can one describe the way in which the story is narrated? 

2. Does the narrator seem to favor one position over another in terms of the 

conflict within the story? 

3. How can one interpret the ending of the story?  

4. What are the major themes and messages of the story? 

 


