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FORWARD

This textbook has been planned for senior students, ma-
jored in English, of the foreign languages department.

The aim of this course is to help students develop their art
of literary appreciation, and, mostly, their power of comprehen-
sion, imagination and reflection, thus fulfilling the unnegligible
part of the truly educational process. Much effort, therefore,
shall be spent on paraphrase and explication. The former ex-
plains surface, literal meaning, whereas the latter expands upon
deeper thought so as to detect the meaning implied, suggested,
connoted, or signified. Both can help achieve the purpose of
knowledge assimilation and reproduction including oral discus-
sion and written work on the selected materials.

The classroom for this course is not to be taken as a lecture
room but a workshop in which everybody contributes. Either a
student or a teacher is none other than a worker, and each
should take his own bit. The whole project is to be accomplished
by their joined-efforts and good cooperation. Work to be done
for each piece of this selection is here listed as below:

A) Preview, B) introducation to the work, C) reading com-
prehension, D) group discussion, E) written explication, and F)
paper assignment.
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DEATH IN THE WOODS

Sherwood Anderson (1876— —1941) was born in Camden,
Ohio, the son of a sign painter. He left school at the age twelve
to try to make his own way, worked at odd jobs, mostly as a
labourer, then volunteered for the Spanish-American war. Af-
terward he worked for an advertising agency and managed a paint

factory, which he partially owned. During this time he was also

S

with a nervous breakdown, after whxch, in 1912, he abandoned
his factory and his family, and went to Chicago to devote himself
to writing. Two novels and a volume of poems went largely un-
noticed before ” Winesburg, Ohio” was published in 1919. This
collection of short stories, interrelated around the young reporter
George Willard and presenting people trapped by repressions and
inhibitions and shifted in a small Midwestern town, at once made
Anderson famous. There followed other novels, including "Poor
White” (1920) and ” Dark Daughter” (1925), and such collec-
tions of short stories as " The Triumph of the Egg” (1921),
"Horses and man” (1923), and ”Death in the Woods” (1933).
Anderson’s most important contribution, however, is to the
short story in America: appearing after a period of monbundlty,
his stories revitalized the form. "Death in the Woods” takes its
place among other stories whose myth-making propensities bring
them to legend.

"Death in the Woods” . a tale of both misery and mystery,
tells about the life and death of an old, unfortunate woman. She

is used and abused by a German farmer, and, later, by her own
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husband and son. Her entire life is to get "everything” fed ~- the
animals and the men. She is beaten into inarticulation and be-
comes stooped-due to the heavy burdens and misery. But, only
in death, does she look young and beautiful, as if, death has

erased all the marks of her tragic life, and has given back her
youth and beauty.



DEATH IN THE WOODS

She was an old woman and lived on a farm near the town in
which I lived. All country and small-town people have seen such
old women, but no one knows much about them. Such an old
woman comes into town driving an old worn-out horse or she
comes afoot carrying a basket. She may own a few hens and have
eggs to sell. She brings them in a basket and takes them to a
grocer. There she trades them in. She gets some salt pork and
some beans. Then she gets a pound or two of sugar and some
flour.

Afterwards she goes to the butcher’s and asks for some dog
meat. She may spend ten or fifteen cents, but when she does she
asks for something. Formerly the butchers gave liver to anyone
who wanted to carry it away. In our family we were always hav-
ing it. Once one of my brothers got a whole cow’s liver at the
slaughterhouse near the fairgrounds in our town. We had it until
we were sick of it. It never cost a cent. I have hated the thought
of it ever since.

The old farm woman got some liver and a so\uﬁiyéa. She
never visited with anyone, and as soon as she got what she want-
ed she lit out for home. It made quite a loaci for such an old
body. No one gave her a lift. People drive right down a road and
never notice an old woman like that.

There was such an old woman who used to come into town

past our house one summer and fall when I was a young boy and
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was sick with what was called inflammatory rheumatism. She
went home later carrying a hea;/y' pack on her back. Two or
three large gaunt-looking dogs followed at her heels.

The old woman was nothing special. She was one of the
nameless ones that hafdly anyone knows, but she got into my
thoughts. 1 have just suddenly now, after all these years, re-
membered her and what happened. It is a story. Her name was
Grimes, and she lived with her husband and son in a small un-
painted house on the bank of a small creek four miles from town.

The husband and son were a tough lot. Although the son
was but twenty-one,he had already served a term in jail. It was
whispered about that the woman’s husband stole horses and ran
_them off to some other county. Now and then, when a horse
turned up missing, the man had also disappeared. No one ever
caught him. Once, when I was loafing at Tom Whitehead's Tiv-
ery barn, the man came there and sat on the bench in front. Two
or three other men were there, but no one spoke to him. He sat
for a few minutes and then got up and went away. When he was
leaving he turned around and stared at the men. There was a
look of @efiant_:e in his eyes. " Well, 1 have tried to be friendly.
You don't want to talk to me. It has been so ‘wherever I have
gone in this town. If, some day, one of your fine horses turns up
missing, v'vel.l, then what?” He did not say anything actually.
"T'd like to bust one of you on the jaw” , was about what his eyes
said. 1 remémber how the look in his eyes made me ‘shiver.

The old man belonged to a family that had had money once.
His name was Jake Grimes. It all comes back clearly now. His
father, John Grimes, had owned a sawmill when the country was
new, and had made money. Then he got to drinking and running
after women. When he died there wasn’t much left.
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Jake blew in the rest. Pretty soon there wasn’t any more
M

lumber to cut and his land was nearly all gone.

e i

He got hl§ w1fe off a (xerman farmer, for whom he went to

work one June day in the wheat harvest. She was a young thing
then and scared to death. You see, the farmer was up to some-
thing with the girl—she was, 1 think, a bound gl;i“énd 1is wde’
had her suspicions. She took it out on the girl when the man
wasn’t around. Then, when the wife had to go off to town for
supplies. the farmer got after her. She told young Jake that

nothing really ever happened, but he didn't know whether to be-

~
lieve it or not.

He got her pretty easy himself, the first time he was out
with her. He wouldn’t have married her if the German farmer
hadn’t tried to tell him where to get off. He got her to go riding
with him in his buggy one night when he was threshmg on the
place, and then he came for her the next Sunday night.

She managed to get out of the house without her employer’s
seéing, but when she was getting into the buggy he showed up.
It was almost dark, and he just bopped up suddenly at the
horse’s head. He grabbed the horse by the bridle and Jake got
out his buggy whip. ’

They had it out all right! The (:erman was a tough one.
Maybe he didn’t care whether his wife knew or not. Jake hit him
over the face and shoulders with the buggy whip, but the horse
got to acting up and he had to get out.

Then the two men went for it. The girl didn’t see it. The
horse started to run away, and went nearly a mile down the road
before the girl got him stopped. Then she managed to tie him to
a tree beside the road. (I wonder how I know all this. It must

have stuck in my mind from small-town tales when I was a boy. )
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Jake found her there after he got through with the German. She
- was huddled up in the buggy seat, crying, scared to death. She
told Jake a lot of stuff, how the German had tried to get her,
how he chased her once into the barn, how another time, when
they happened to be alone in the house together, he tore her
dress open clear d(;wn the front. The German, she said, might
have got her that time if he hadn’t heard his old woman drive in
at the gate. She had been off to town for supplies. Well, she
would be putting the horse in the barn. The German managed to
sneak off to the fields without his wife seeing. He told the girl he
would kill her if she told. What could she do? She told a lie
about ripping her dress in the barn when she was feeding the
stock. I remember now that she was a bound girl and did not
know where her father and mother were. Maybe she did not have
any father. You know what I mean..

Such bound children were often enough cruelly treated.
They were children who had no parents, slaves really. There
were very few orphan homes then. They were legally bound into

some home. It was a matter of pure luck how it came out.

She married Jake and had a son and a daughter, but the
daughter died.

Then she settled down to feed stock. That was her job. At
the German's place she had cooked the food for the German and
his wife. The wife was a strong woman with big hips and worked
most of the time in the fields with her husband. She fed them
and fed the cows in the barn, fed the pigs, the horses and the

chickens. Every mament of every day, as a young girl, was
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spent feeding somethmg

Then she married Jake Grlmes and he had to be fed. She
was a slight thing, and when she had been married for three or
four years, and after the two children were born, her slender
shoulders became stooped.

Jake always had a lot of big dogs around the house, that
stood near the unused sawmill near the creek. He was always
trading horses when he wasn't stealing something and had a lot
of poor bony ones about. Also he kept three or four pigs and a
cow. They were all pastured in the few acres left of the Grimes
place and Jake did little enough work.

He went into debt for a threshing outfit and ran it for sever-
al years, but it did not pay. People did not trust him. They were
afraid he would steal the grain at night. He had to go a long way
off to get work and it cost too much to get theré. In the winter
he hunted and cut a little firewood, to be sold in some nearby
town. When the son grew up he was just like the father. They
got drunk together. If there wasn't anything to eat in the house
when they came home the old man gave his old woman a cut over
the head. She had a few chickens of her own and had to kill one
of them in a hurry. When they were all killed she wouldn't have
any eggs to sell when she went to town, and then what would
she do?

She had to scheme all her life about getting things fed, get-
ting the pigs fed so they would grow fat and could be butchered
in the fall. When they were butchered her husband took most of
the meat off to town and sold it. If he did not do it first, the boy
did. They fought sometimes and when they fought the old wo
man stood aside trembling.

She had got the habit of silence anyway—that was fixed.
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Sometimes, when she began to look old—she wasn’t forty yet—
and when the husband and son were both off, trading horses or
drinking or hunting or stealing, she went around the house and
the barnyard muttering t'o herself.

How was she going to get everything fed? — that was her
problem. The dogs had to be fed. There -wasn't enough hay in
the barn for the horses and the cow. If she didn’t feed the chick-
ens how could they lay eggs? Without eggs to sell how could she
get things in town, things she had to have to keep the life of the
farm goimg? Thank heaven, she did not\have to feed her hus-
band—ﬂn a certain way. That hadn't lasted long after their mar-
nage and after the babies came. Where he went on his long trips
she did not know. Sometimes he was gone from home for weeks,
and. after the boy grew up they went off together.

They left everything at home for her to manage and she had
no money. She knew no one. No one ever talked to her in town.
When it was winter she had to gather sticks of wood for her fire,
had to try to keep the stock fed with very little grain.

The stock in the barn cried to her hungrily, the dogs fol-
lowed her about. In the winter the hens laid few enough eggs.
They huddled in the corners of the barn and she kept watching
them. If a hen lays an egg in the barn in the winter and you do
not find it, it freezes and breaks. '

One day in winter the old woman went off to town with a
few eggs and the dogs followed her. She did not get started until
nearly three o'clock and the snow was heavy. She hadn’t been
feeling v;ery well for several days and so she went muttering a-
long, scantily clad, her shoulders stooped. She had an old grain
bag in which she carried her eggs, tucked away down in the bot-

tom. There weren't manv of them, but in winter the price of
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eggs is up. She would get a little meat in exchaﬁge for the eggs,-
some salt pork, a little sugar, and some coffee perhaps. It might
_be the butcher would give her a piece of liver.

When she had got to town and was trading in her eggs the
dogs lay by the door outside. She did pretty well, got the things
she needed, more than she had hoped. Then she went to the
butcher and he gave her some liver and some dog meat.

It was the first time anyone had spoken to her in a friendly
way for a long time. The butcher was alone in his shop when she
came in and was annoyed by the thought of such a sick-looking
old woman out on such a day. It was bitter cold and the snow,
that had let up during the afternoon, was falling again.' The
butcher said something about her husband and her son, swore at
them, and the old woman stared at him, a look of mild surprise
in her eyes as he talked. He said that if either the husband or the
son were going to get any of the liver or the heavy bones with
scraps of meat hanging to them that he had put into the grain
bag, he'd see him starve first.

starve, eh? Well, things had to be fed. Men had to be fed,
and the horses that weren't any good but maybe could be traded
off, and the poor thin cow that hadn’t given any milk for three
months.

Hotses, cows, pigs, dogs, men.

The old woman had to get back before darkness came if she
could. The dogs followed at her heels, sniffing at the heavy
grain bag she had fastened on her back. When she got to the
edge of town she stopped by a fence and tied the bag on her back
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with a piece of rope she had carried in her dress pocket for just
that purpose. That was an easier way to carry it. Her arms
ached. It was hard when she had to craw! over fences and once
she fell over and landed in the snow. The dogs went frisking
about. She had to struggle to get to her feet again, but she made
it. The point of climbing over the fences was that there was a
short cut over a hill and through woods. She might have gone
around by the road, but it was a mile farther that way. She was
afraid she couldn’t make it. And then, besides, the stock had to
be fed. There was a little hay left and a little corn. Perhaps her
husband and son would bring some home when they came. They
had driven off in the only buggy the. Grimes family had, a rickety
thing, a rickety horse hitched to the buggy, two other rickety
horses led by halters. They were going to trade horses, get a lit-
tle money if they could. They might come home drunk. It would
be well to have sorr}ething in the house when they came back.
~ The son had an affair on with a woman at the county seat,
fifteen miles away. She was a rough enough woman, a tough
one. Once ,in the summer, the son had brought her to the
house. Both she and the son had been drinking. Jake Grimes was
away and the son and his woman ordered the old woman about
like a servant. She didn’t mind much; she was used to it. What-
ever happened she never said anything. That was her way of get-
ting along. She had managed that way when she was a young girl
at the German’s and ever since she had married Jake. That time
her son brought his woman to the house they stayed all night,
sleeping together just as though they were married. It badn't
shocked the old woman, not much. She had got past being
shocked early in life.
With the pack on her back she went painfully along across
10
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an open field, wading in the deep snow, and got into the woods.

There was a path, but it was hard to follow. Just beyond
thé top of the hill, where the woods was thickest, there was a
small clearing. Had someone once thought of building a house
there? The clearing was as large as a building lot in town, large
enough for a house and a garden. The path ran along the side of
the clearing, and when she got there the old woman sat down to
rest at the foot of a tree.

It was a foolish thing to do. When she got herself placed,
the pack against the tree’s trunk, it was nice, but what about
getting up again? She worried about that for a moment and then
quietly closed her eyes.

She must have ‘slept for a time. When you are about so cold
you can’t get any colder. The afternoon grew a little warmer and
the snow came thicker than ever. Then after a time the weather
cleared. The moon even came out.

There were four Grimes dogs that had followed Mrs.
Grimes into town, all tall gaunt fellows. Such men as Jake
Grimes and his son always kept just such dogs. They kick and
abuse 'ghem, but they stay. The Grimes dogs, in order to keep
from starving, had to do a lot of foraging for themselves, and
they had been at it while the old woman slept with her back to
the tree at the side of the clearing. They had been chasing rab-
bits in the woods and in adjoining fields and in their ranging had
picked up three other farm dogs.

After a time all the dogs came back to the clearing. They
were excited about something. Such nights, cold and clear and
with a moon, do things to dogs. It may be that some old in-
stinct, come down from the time when they were wolves and

ranged the woods in packs on winter nights, comes back into
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