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Preface

FicTiON 100 is an anthology of short
stories designed for use in introductory
fiction courses or in any other college
courses in which short stories are studied.
The stories appear alphabetically by au-
thor; any other superimposed order has
been rejected to ensure that the instructor
may enjoy the most flexibility.

ivery anthology, no matter how large
its table of contents, presents its editor
with the difficult decisicn of what-selec-
tions to include. Fiction 100 has proved to
be no exception: In a very real sense the
problem of choice is only multiplied by
size, and the larger the bogk, the greater
the need for a principle of selection, The
stories in Fiction 100 were chosen, above
all, because they are inherently interest-
ing and because they have literary merit.
A dozen years of teaching the short story
to college-age readers has persuaded me
that any story, if it is to “work™ in the
classroom, must engage the curiosity and
imagination of the student and provide
him with an experience in pleasurable
reading. Fortunately, there are many,
many excellent stories that do just that.
Further, I have tried to assemble a collec-
tion, international in scope, of stories that
represents a wide variety of subject mat-
ter, theme, literary technique, and style
and that, at the same time, serves to illus-
trate the development of short fiction, its
continuity and tradition, from its identi-
fiable beginnings in the early years of the
nineteenth century to the present. The
collection represents a mixture of the new
and the familiar. Roughly a third of the

anthology is composed of older, well--

established stories, the so-called classics.
They are offered anew to the current
generation of college readers without
apology, for a good story, no matter how
often anthologized, is a source of endless
pleasure and discovery that né amount of
critical analysis and rereading can ever
exhaust. On the other hand, Fiction 100
also presents a selection of newer and
contemporary stories (mahy seldom,- if
ever, anthologized) to suggest the direc-
tion in which short fiction is moving in the
latter half of the twentieth century.

A number of authors—Borges, Chek-
hov, Faulkner, Hawthorne, James, Joyce,
Kipling, and Flannery O'Connor—are rep-
resented by three stories, Edgar Allan

Poe by two. Of course, the reason for the
inclusion of more than a single story by
an author is to encourage comparison, to
provide the opportunity for studying to
some degree an author and his work to-
gether, and to allow the reader to test
generalizations about an author's theme,
style, or view of life in a manner simply
not possible with only one example of
the writer's work.

Editorial apparatus has been kept to a
minimum to make Fiction 100 usable in
as many kinds of short story courses as
gossible. However, each story is followed

y a series of study questions. They are,
by intent, neither complete nor compre-
hensive. Rather, the questions are de-
signed to be suggestive, to help guide the
student in his own literary response, and
to serve as a springboard for the class-
room discussion to follow. At the end of
the book in the section entitled “Bio-
graphical Notes” a brief biographical
sketch and the major published works of
each author are given to aid the student's
own further explorations.

My particular thanks go to Lynn Alten-
bernd, University of Illinois: John H, Bens,
Merritt College; Blaze O:Bonazza, Califor-
nia State College, L.ong Beach; Lila Chal-
pin, Massachusetts College of Art; Paul
Davis, University of New Mexico; Robert’
J. Frank, Oregon State University; Donald
W. Good, The Ohio State University;
James L. Green, Arizona State University;
David B. Haley, University of Minnesota;
Jay Jernigan, Eastern Michigan Universi-
ty; William T. Lenehan, University of
Wisconsin; Peter Lindblom, Miami-Dade
Junior College; Dorothea Nudelman, Foot-
hill College; Jacqueline Stark, formerly
Los Angefes Valley College; and Donald
H. Stevenson, San Diego Mesa College.
Their constructive suggestions added
much to my own experience and fostered
many improvements to the original plan.
The failings that remain are my own. |
also owe a debt to E. Fred Carlisle, Wil-
liam A. Johnsen, Stephen Judy, Jay B.
Ludwig, Virgil Scott, and John A. Yunck,
my colleagués in the Department of Eng-
lish at Michigan State University, for
their encouragement, advice, and very tan-
gible help in tracking down needed mate-
rials. Each of the above has helped make:
Fiction 100 a better book. Finally, special
gratitude goes to D. Anthony English and
Ray Schultz, my editors at Macmillan, for
the part they played in making the past
months enjoyable in the extreme.

JLH P
Michigan State University
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ILSE AICHINGER
The Bound Man

gy, made him shut his eyes again; it
streamed unhindered down the slope,
collected itself into rivulets, attracted
swarms of flies, which flew low over his
forehead; circled, sought to land, and were
overtaken by fresh swarms. When he tried
to whisk them away he discovered that he
was bound. A thin rope cut into his arms.
He dropped them, opened his eyes again,
and looked down at himself. His legs were
tied all the way up to his thighs; a single
length of rope was tied round his ankles,
criss-crossed all the way up his legs, and
encircled his hips, his chest, and his arms.
He could not see where it was knotted. He
showed no sign of fear or hurry, though
he thought he was unable to move, until
he discovered that the rope allowed his
legs some free play, and that round his
body it was almost loose. His arms were
tied to each other but not to his body, and
had some free play too. This made him
smile, and it occurred to him that perhaps
children had been playing a practical joke
on him.

He tried to feel for his knife, but again
the rope cut softly into his flesh. He tried
again, more cautiously this time, but his
pocket was empty. Not only his knife, but
the little money that he had on him, as
well as his coat, were missing. His shoes
had been pulled from his feet and taken
too. When he moistened his lips he tasted
blood, which had flowed from his temples
down his cheeks, his chin, his neck, and
under his shirt. His eyes were pairiful: if
he kept them open for long he saw red-
dish stripes in the sky.

He decided to stand up. He drew his
knees up as far as he could, rested his
hands on the fresh grass and jerked him-
self to his fect. An elder-branch stroked
his cheek, the sun dazzled him, and the

SUNLIGHT on his face woke him, but

rope cut into his flesh. He collapsed to the
ground again, half out of his mind with
pain, and then tried again. He went on try-
ing until the blood started flowing from
his hidden weals. Then he lay still again
for a long while, and let the sun and the
flies do what they liked.

When he awoke for the second time the
elder-bush had cast its shadow over him,
and the coolness stored in it was pouring
from between its branches. He must have
been hit on the head. Then they must have
laid him down carefully, just as a mother
lays her baby behind a bush when she
goes to work in the fields.

His chances all lay in the amount of
free play allowed him by the rope. He dug
his elbows into the ground and tested it.
As soon as the rope tautened he stopped,
and tried again more cautiously. If he had
been able to reach the branch over his
head he could have used it to drag him-
self to his feet, but he could not reach it.
He laid his head back on the grass, rolled
over, and struggled to his knees. He tested
the ground with his toes, and then man-
aged to stand up almost without effort.

A few paces away lay the path across
the plateau, and among the grass were
wild pinks and thistles in bloom. He tried
to lift his foot to avoid trampling on them,
but the rope round his ankles prevented
him. He'looked down at himself.

The rope was knotted at his ankles, and
ran ‘round his legs in a kind of playful
pattern. He carefully bent and tried to
loosen it, but, loose though it seemed to
be, he could not make it any looser. To
avoid treading on the thistles with his bare
feet he hopped over them like a bird.

The cracking of a twig made him stop.
People in this district were very prone to
laughter. He was alarmed by the thought
that he was in no position to defend him-

Reprinted with the permission of Farrar, Straus & Giroux, Inc,, from The Bewitd Man and Other
Stories by llse Aichinger, copyright © 1956 by Ilse Aichinger.



2 ILSE AICHINGER

self. He hopped on until he reached the
path. Bright fields stretched far below. He
could see no sign of the nearest village,
and, if he could move no faster than this,
night would fall before he reached it.

He tried walking, and discovered that
he could put one foot before another if he
lifted each foot a definite distance from
the ground and then put it down again be-
fore the rope tautened. In the same way
he could actually swing his arms a little.

After the first step he fell. He fell right
across the path, and made the dust fly.
He expected this to be a sign for the long-
suppressed laughter to break out, but all
remained quiet. He was alone. As soon as
the dust had settled he got up and went on.
He looked down and watched the rope
slacken, grow taut, and then slacken
again.

When the first glow-worms appeared he
managed to look up. He felt in control of
himself again, and his impatience to reach
the nearest village faded.

Hunger made him light-headed, and he
seemed to be going so fast that not even
a motor-cycle could have overtaken him;
alternatively he felt as if he were standing

_still and that the earth was rushing past
him, like a river flowing past a man swim-
ming against the stream. The stream car-
ried branches which had been bent south-
wards by the north wind, stunted voung

- trees, and patches of grass with bright,

long-stalked flowers. It ended by sub-
merging the bushes and the young tiees,
leaving only the sky and the man above

water-level. The moon had risen, and il-

luminated the bare, curved summit of the
piateau, the path, which was overgrown
with young grass, the bound man making
his way along it with quick, measured
steps, and twe hares, which ran across the
hill just in front of him and vanished down
the slope. Though the nights were still

cool at this time of the year, before mid-

night the bound man lay down at the edge
of the escarpment and went to sleep.

In the light of morning the animal-
tamer who was camping with his circus
in the field outside the village saw the
bound man coming down the path, gazing
thoughtfully at the ground. The bound

man stopped and bent down. He held out
one arm (o help keep his balapnce and with
the other picked up an empty wine-bottle,
Then he straightened himself and stood
erect again. He moved slowly, to avoid
being cut by the rope, but to the circus
proprietor what he did suggested the vol-
untary limitation of an enormous swift-
ness of movement. He was enchanted by
its extraordinary gracefulness, and while
the bound man looked about for a stone:
on which to break the bottle, so that he
could use the splintered neck to cut the
rope, the animal-tamer walked across the

field and approached him. The first leaps

of. a young panther had never filled him
with such delight.

“l.adies and gentlemen, the bound
man!" His very first movements let loose
a storm of applause, which out of sheer
excitement caused the blood to rush to the
cheeks of the animal-tamer standing at
the edge of the arena. The bound man
rose io his feet. His surprise whenever he
did this was like that of a four-footed an-
imal which has managed to stand on its
hind-legs. He knelt, stood up, jumped, and
turned cart-wheels. The spectators found
it as astonishing as if they had seen a bird
which voluntarily remained earth-bound,
and confined itself to hopping. The bound
man became an enormous draw. His ab-
surd steps and little jumps, his elementary
exercises in movement, made the rope-
dancer superfluous. His fame grew from
village to village, but the motions he went
through were few and always the same;
they were really quite ordinary motions,
which he had continually to practise in the
day-time in the half-dark tent in order to
retain his shackled freedom. In that he re-
mained entirely within the limits set by
his rope he was free of it, it did not con-
fine him, but gave him wings and endowed
his leaps and jumps with purpose; just as
the flights of birds of passage have pur-
pose when they take wing in the warmth
of summer and hesitantly make small cir-
cles in the sky.

All the children of the neighbourhood
started playing the game of “bound man”.
They formed rival gangs, and one day the
circus people found a lttle girl lying
bound in a ditch, with a cord tied round
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her neck so that she could hardly breathe.
They released het, and at the end of the
performance that night the bound man
made a speech. He announced briefly that

there was no sense in being tied up in such .

a way that you could not jump. After that
he was regarded as a comedian.

Grass and sunlight, tent-pegs driven in-
to the ground and then pulled up again,
and on to the next village. “Ladies and
gentlemen, the bound man!" The summer
mounted towards its climax. It bent its
face deeper over the fish-ponds in the hol-
lows, taking delight in its dark reflection,
skimmed the surface of the rivers, and
made theé plain into what it was. Every-
one who could walk went to see the bound
man.

Many wanted a close-up view of how
he was bound. So the circus proprietor an-
nounced after each performance that any-
one who wanted to satisfy himself that
the knots were real and the rope not made
of rubber was at liberty to do so. The
bound man generally waited for the crowd
in the area outside the tent. He laughed
or remained serious, and held out his arms
for inspection. Many took the opportunity
to look him in the face, others gravely
tested the rope, tried the knots on his
ankles, and wanted to know exactly how
the lengths compared with the length of
his limbs. They asked him how he had
come to be tied up like that, and he an-
swered patiently, always saying the same
thing. Yes, he had been tied up, he said,
and when he awoke he found that he had
been robbed as well. Those who had done
it must have been pressed for time, be-
cause they had tied him up somewhat too
loosely for someone who was not sup-
posed to be able to move and somewhat
too tightly for someone who was expec-
ted to be able to move. But he did
move, people pointed out. Yes, he replied,
what else could he do?

Before he went to bed he always sat for
a time in front of the fire. When the circus
proprietor asked him why he didn’t make
up a better story, he always answered
that he hadn't made up that one, and
blushed. He preferred staying in the
shade.

The difference between him and the

other performers was that when the show
was over he did not take off his rope. The
result was that every movement that he
made was worth seeing, and the villagers
used to hang about the camp for hours,
just for the sake of seeing him get up. from
in front of thc fire and roll himself in his
blarket. Somghmes the sky was:beginning
to lighten when he saw their shadows dis-
appear.

The circus proprietor often remarked
that tliere was no reason vhy he should
not be untied after the evening perfor-
mance and fied up again next day. He
pointed out that the rope-dancers, for in-
stance, did not stay on their rope over
night. But no-one took the idea of untying
him seriously.

For the bound man's fame rested on
the fact that he was alwavs bound, that
whenever he washed himself he had to
wash his clothes too and vice versa, and
that his only way of doing so was to jump
in the river just as he was every morning
when the sun came out, and that he had
to be careful not to go too far for fear of
being carried away by the stream.

“The proprietor was well aware that
what in the last resort protected the
bound man from the jealousy of the other
performers was his helplessness; he de-
liberately left them the pleasure of watch-
ing him groping painfully from stone to
stone on the river bank every morning
with his wet clothes clinging to him. When
his wife pointed out that even the bed
clothes would not stand up indefinitely to
such treatment (and the bound man’s
clothes were by no means of the best) he
replied curtly that it was not going to last
for ever. That was his answer to all ob-
jections—it was for the summer season
only. But when he said this he was not
being serious; he was talking like a gam-
bler who has no intention of giving up his
vice.”In reality he would have beén pre-
pared cheerfully to sacrifice his lions and
his rope-dancers for the bound man.

He proved this on the night when the
rope-dancers jurhped over the fire. After-
wards he was convinced that they did it,
not because it was midsummer’s day, but
because of the bound man, who as usual
was lying and watching them, with that
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peculiar smile that might have been real
or might have been only the effect of the
glow on his face. In any case no-one knew
anything about him, becaus¢ he never
talked about anything that had happened
to.him before he emerged from the wood
that day.

But that evening two of the performers
suddenly picked him up by the arms and
legs, carried him to the edge of the fire
and started playfully swinging him to and
tro, while two others held out their arms
to catch him on the other side. In the end
they threw him, but too short. The two
men on the other side drew back—thgy
explained afterwards that they did so the
better to take the shock. The result was
that the bound man landed at the very
edge of the flames and would have been
burned if the circus proprietor had not
seized his arms and quickly dragged him
away to save the rope which was starting
to get singed. He was certain that the ob-
ject had been to burn the rope. He sacked
the four men on the spot,

A few nights later the proprietor’s wife
was awakened by the sound of footsteps
on the grass, and went outside just in time
to prevent the clown from playing his last
practical joke. He was carrying a pair of
scissors, When he was asked for an ex-
planation he insisted that he had had: no
intention of taking the bound man’s life,
but only wanted to cut his rope, because
he felt sorry for him. But he was sacked
too.

These antics amused the bound man,
because he could have freed himself if he
had wanted to whenever he liked, but per-
haps he wanted to learn a few new jumps
first. The children's rhyme: "“We travel
with the circus, we travel with the circus™
sometimes occurred to him while he lay
awake at night. He. could hear the voices
of speciators on the opposite bank who
had ‘been driven too far downstream on

the way home. He could see the river.

gleaming in the moonlight, and the young
shoots growing oui of the thick tops of
the willow trees, and did not think about
autumn yet. i
The circus proprietor dreaded the dan-
ger involved for the bound man by sleep.
Attempts were continually made to re-

lease him while he slept. The chief culprits
were sacked rope-dancers, or children
who were bribed for the purpose. But
measures could be taken to safeguard
against these. A.much bigger danger was
that which he represented to himself. In
his dreams he forgol his rope, and was
surprised by it when he woke in the dark-
ness of morning. He would angrily try to
get up. but lose his balance and fall back
again. The previous evening's applause
was forgotten, sleep was still too near, his
head and neck too free. He was just the
opposite of a hanged man—hi$ neck was
the only part of him that was free. You
had to make sure that at such moments
no knife was within his reach. In the early
hours of the morning the circus proprietor
sometimes sent his wife to sce whether the
bound man was all right. If he was asleep
she would bend over him and feel the
rope. It had grown hard from dirt and
damp. She would test the amount of free
play it allowed him, and touch his tender
wrists and ankles.

The most varied rumours circulated
about the bound man. Some said he ‘had
tied himself up and invented the story of
having been robbed, and towards the end
of the summer that was the general opin-
ion. Others maintained that he had been
tied up at his own request, perhaps in
league with the circus proprietor. The
hesitant way in which he told of his story,
his habit of breaking off when the talk
got round to the attack on him, contrib-
uted greatly to these rumours. Those who
still believed in the robibery-with-violence
story were laughed at. Nobody knew what
difficulties= the circus proprietor had in
keeping the bound man, and how often
he said he had had enough and wanted
to clear off, for too much of the summer
had passed.

‘Later, however, he stopped talking
about clearing off. When the proprietor's
wife brought him his food by the river
and asked him how long he proposed to
stay with them, he did not answer. She
thought he had got used, not to being tied
up, but to not forgetting for a moment
that he was tied up—the only thing that
anyone in his position: could get used to.
She asked him whethet he did not think
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it ridiculous to be tied up all the time, but
he answered that he did not. Such a
variety of people—clowns, freaks, and
comics, to say nothing of elephants and
tigers—travelled with circuses that he did
not see why a bound man should not
travel with a circus too. He told her about
the movements he was practising, the new
ones he had discovered, and about a new
trick that had occurred to him while he
was whisking flies from the animals’ eyes.
He described to her how he always antici-
pated the effect of the rope and always
restrained his movements in such a way as
to prevent it from ever tautening; and she
knew that there were days when he was
hardly aware of the rope when he jumped
down from the wagon and slapped the
flanks of the horses in the morning, as, if
he were moving in a dream. She watched
him vault over the bars almost without
touching them, and saw the sun on his
face, and he toid her that sometimes he
feit as if he were not tied up at ail. She
answered that if he were prepared to be
untied therc would never be any need for
him to feel tied up. He agreed that he
could be untied whenever. he felt like it.

The weman ended by not knowing -

whether she were more concerned with
the man or with the rope that tied him.
She told him that he could go on travel-
ling with the circus without his rope, but
she did not beliéve it. For what would be
the point of his antics without his rope,
and what would he amount to without it?
Without his rope he would leave them,
and the happy days would be over. She
would no longer be able to sit beside him
on the stones by the river without rousing
suspicion,- and she knew 'that his con-
tinued presence, and her conversations
with him, of which the rope was the only
subject, depended on it. Whenever she
agreed that the rope had its advantages he
would start talking about how trouble-
some it was, and whenever he started talk-
ing about its advantages she would urge
him to get rid of it. All this seemed as end-
less as the summer itself.

At other times she was worried at the
thought that she was herself hastening the
end by her talk. Sometimes she wonld get
up in the middle of the night and run

across the grass to where he slept. She
wanted to shake him, wake him up and
ask him to keep the rope. But then she
would see him lying there; he had thrown
off his blanket, and there he lay like a
corpse, with his legs’ 'outstretched and his
arms close together, with the rope tied
round them. His clothes had suffered from
the heat and the water, but the rope had
grown no thinner. She felt that he would
go on travelling with the circus until the
flesh fell from him and exposed the joints.
Next morning she would plead with him
more ardently than ever to get rid of his
rope.

The increasing coolness of the weather
gave her hope. Autumn was coming, and
he would not be able to go on jumping
into the river with his clothes on much
longer. But the thought of losing his rope,
about which he had felt indifferent earlier

‘in the season, now depressed him.

The songs of the harvesters filled him
with forebodmg “Summer has gone, sum-
mer has gone.” But he realized tiat soon
hz would have to change his clothes, and
1 = was certain that when he had been un-
tied it would be impossible to tie him up
again in exactly the same way. About this
time the proprietor started talking about
travelling south that year.

The heat changed without transition in-
to quiet, dry cold, and the fire was kept in
all day long. When the bound man jumped
down from the wagon he felt the coldness
of the grass under his feet. The stalks were
bent with ripeness. The horses dreamed
on their feet and the wild animals, crouch-
ing to leap even in their sleep, seemed to
be collecting gloom under their skins
which would break out later.

On’ one of these days a young wolf
escaped. The circus proprietor.kept quiet
about it, to avoid spreading alarm, but the
wolf soon started raiding cattle in the
neighbourhood. People at first believed
that the wolf had been driven to these
parts by the prospect of a severe winter,
but the circus soon became suspect. The
proprietor could not conceal the loss of
the animal frem his own ‘employees, so
the truth was bound to come out before
long. The circus people offered their aid
in tracking down the beast to the burgo-
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masters of the neighbouring villages, but
all their efforts were vain. Eventually the
circus was openly blamed for the damage
and the danger, and spectators stayed
away.

The bound man went on performing
before half-empty seats without losing
anything of his amazing freedom of move-
ment. During the day he wandered among
the surrounding hills under the thin-
beaten silver of the autumn sky, and,
whenever he could, lay down where the
sun shone longest, Soon he found a place
which the twilight reached last of all, and
when at last it reached him he got up
most unwillingly from the withered grass.
In coming down the hill he had to pass
through a little wood on its southern
slope, and one evening he s: w the gleam
of two little green lights. He knew that
they came from no church window, and
was not for a moment under any illusion
about what they were.

He stopped. The animal came towards
him through the thinning foliage. He
could make out its shape, the slant of its
neck, its tail which swept the ground, and
its receding head. If he had not been
bound, perhaps he would have tried to
run away, but as it was he did not even
feel fear. He stood calmly with dangling
arms and looked down at the wolf’s bris-
tling coat, under which the muscles played
like his own underneath the rope. He
thought the evening wind was still be-
tween him and the wolf when the beast
sprang. The man took care to obey his
rope.

Moving with the deliberate care that he
had so often put to the test, he seized the
wolf by the throat. Tenderness for a
* fellow-creature arose in him, tenderness
for the upright being concealed in the
four-footed. In a movement that resem-
bled the drive of a great bird—he felt a
sudden awareness that flying would be
possible only if one were tied up in a spe-
cial way—he flung himself at the animal
and brought it to the ground. He felt a
slight elation-at having lost the fatal ad-
vantage of free limbs which causes men
to be worsted.

The freedom he enjoyed in this strug-
gle was having to adapt every movement

of his limbs to the rope that tied him—
the freedom of panthers, wolves, and the
wild flowers that sway in the eveniug
breeze. He ended up lying obliquely down
the slope, clasping the animal's hind-legs
between his own bare feet and its head
between his hands. He felt the gentleness
of the faded foliage stroking the back of
his hands, and he felt his own grip almost
effortlessly reaching its maxiroum, and he
felt too how he was in no way hampered
by the rope.

As he left the wood light rain began to
fall and obscured the setting sun. He
stopped for a while under the trees at the
edge of the wood. Beyond the camp and
the river he saw the fields where the cattle
grazed, and the places where they crossed.
Perhaps he would travel south with the
circus after all. He laughed softly. Tt was
against all reason. Even if he went on
putting up with his joints’ being covered
with sores, which opened and bled when
he made certain movements, his clothes
would not stand up much longer to the
friction of the rope.

The circus proprietor's wife tried to
persuade her husband to announce the
death of the wolf without mentioning that
it had been killed by the bound man. She
said that even at the time of his greatest
popularity people would have refused to
believe him capable of it, and in their
present angry mood, with the nights get-
ting cooler, they would be more incred-
ulous thamr ever. The wolf had attacked a
group of children at play that day, and
nobody would believe that it had really
been killed; for the circus proprietor had
many wolves, and it was easy enough for
him to hang a skin on the rail and allow
free entry. But he was not to be dis-
suaded. He thought that the announce-
ment of the bound man's act would revive
the triumphs of the summer.

That evening the bound man’s move-
ments were uncertain. He stumbled in
one of his jumps, and fell. Before he man-
aged to get up he heard some low whistles
and catcalls, rather like birds calling at
dawn. He tried to get up too quickly, as
he had done once or twice during the sum-
mer, with the result that he tautened the
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rope and fell back again. He lay still to
regain his calm, and listened to the boos
and catcalls growing into an uproar.
“Well, bound man, and how did you kill
the wolf?" they shouted, and: “Are you
the man who killed the wolf?” If he had
been one of them he would not have be-
lieved it himself. He thought they had a
peifect right to be angry: a circus at this
time of year, a bound man, an escaped
wolf, and all ending up with this. Some
groups of spectators started arguing with
others, but the greater part of the audience
thought the-whole thing a bad joke. By the
time he had got to his feet there was such
a hubbub that he was barely able to make
out individual words.

He saw people surging up all around
him, like faded leaves raised by a whirl-
wind in a circular valley at the centre of
which all was yet still. He thought of the
golden sunsets of the last few days; and
thé cemetery light which lay over the
blight of all that he had built up during
80 many nights, the gold frame which the
pious hang round dark, old pictures, this
sudden collapse of everything, filled him
with anger.

They wanted him to repeat his battle
with the wolf. He said that such a thing
had no place in a circus performance,
and the proprietor declared that he did
not keep animals to have them slaughtered
in front of an audience. But the mob
stormed the ring and forced them towards
the cages. The proprietor's wife made her
way between the seats to the exit and
managed to get round to the cages from
the other side. She pushed aside the at-
tendant whom the crowd had forced to
open a cage door, but the spectators drag-
ged her back and prevented the door from
being shut.

“Aren’t you the woman who used to
lie with him by the river in the summer?”
they called out. *How does he hold you
in his arms?" She shouted back at them
that they needn’t belicve in the bound
man if they didn’t want to, [that] they had
never deserved him—painted clowns were
good enough for them.

The bound man felt as if the burmof
Iaughter were what he had been
ever since early May. What had smelt so

sweet all through the summer now stank.
But, if they insisted, he was ready to take
on all the animals in the circus. He had
never felt so much at one with his rope.,

Gently he pushed the woman aside,
Perhaps he would travel south with them
after all. He stood in the open doorway of
the cage, and he saw the wolf, a strong
young animal, rise to its feet, and he heard
the proprietor grumbling again about the
loss of his exhibits. He clapped his hands
to attract the animal’s attention, and when
it was near enough he turned to slam the
cage door. He looked the woman in the
face. Suddenly he remembered the pro-
prietor’s warning 4o suspect of murderous
intentions anyone near him who had a
sharp instrument in his hand. At the same
moment he felt the blade on his wrists, as
cool as the water of the river in autumn,
which during the last few weeks he had
been barely able to stand. The rope curled
up in a tangle beside him while he strug-
gled free. He pushed the woman back,
but there was no point in anything he did
now. Had he been insufficiently on his
guard against those who wanted to release
him, against the sympathy in which they
wanted to lull him? Had he lain too long
on the river bank? If she had cut the cord
at any other moment it would have been
better than this,

He stood in the middle of the cage, and
rid himself >f the rope like a snake dis-
carding its skin. It amused him to see the
spectators shrinking back. Did they real-
ise that he had no choice now? Or that
ﬁghtmg the wolf now would prove noth-
ing whatever? At the same time he felt all
his blood rush to his feet. He felt suddenly
weak,

The rope, which fell at its feet like a
snare, angered the wolf more than the
entry of a stranger into its cage. It crou-
ched to sprirg. The man - reeled, and
grabbed the pistol that hung ready at the
side of the cage. Then, before anyone
could stop him, he shot the wolf between
the eyes. The animal reared, and touched
him in falling.

On the way to the river he heard the
footsteps of his pursuers—spectators, the
rope-dancers, the circus proprietor, and
the proprietor's wife, who persisted in the
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chase longer than anyone else. He hid in
a clump of bushes and listened to them
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hurrying past, and later on streaming in lumps of ice were floating in the

the opposite direction back to the camp.

The moon shone on the meadow; in that memory.
light its colour was that of both growth
and death.

»

QUESTIONS FOR STUDY

. As an allegory, “The Bound Man" can profitably be compared with

Kafka's “A Hunger Artist” printed elsewhere in this anthology. To
what extent is the bound man an artist? In what sense is art a form of
bondage? What other allegorical or symbolic interpretations of the
story suggest themselves?

.«How do the bound man'’s attitudes toward his confinement change?
. What is his relationship to the rest of society? How does this relation-

ship change and why?

. What is the significance of the following sentence: “In that he re-

mained entirely within the limits set by his rope he was free of it, it did
not confine him, but gave him wings and endowed his leaps and jumps
with purpose. . .."?

. What special insight accompanies his struggle with the wolf?
. Why does the proprietor's wife cut the rope? What does she /ail to

understand?

. What is the reason for the man's flight?

When he came to the river his anger
died away. At dawn it seemed to him as if

water,

and as if snow had fallen, obliterating

[1954]



SHERWOOD ANDERSON

[ Want to Know Why

E GOT up at four in the morning,
‘/ ‘/ that first day in the East. On the
evening before, we had climbed
off a freight train at the edge of town and
with the true instinct of Kentucky boys
had found our way across town and to the
race track and the stables at once. Then we
knew we were all right. Hanley Turner
right away found a nigger we knew. It
was Bildad Johnson, who in the winter
works a1 Ed Becker's livery barn in our
home town, Beckersvilie. Bildad is a good
cqok as almost all our niggers are and pf
course he, like everyone in our part of
Kentucky who is anyone at all, likes the
horses. In the spring Bildad begins to
scratch around. A nigger from our coun-
try can flatter and wheedle anyone into
letting him do most anything he wants.
Bildad wheedles the stable men and the
trainers from the horse farms in our coun-
- try around Lexington. The trainers come
into town in the evening to stand around
and talk and maybe get into a poker game.
Bildad gets in with them. He is always
doing little favors and telling about things
to eat, chicken browned in a pan, and how
is the best way to cook sweet potatoes and
corn bread, It makes your mouth water to
hear him,

When the racing season comes on and
the horses go to the races and there is all
the talk on the streets in the evenings
about the new colls, and everyone says
when they are’ gomg over to Lexington or
to the spring meeting at Churchill Downs
or to Latonia, and the horsemen that have
been down to New Orleans or maybe at
the winter meeting at Havana in Cuba
come home to spend a week before they
start out again, at such a time when
everything talked about in Beckersville is
just horses and nothing else and the out-
fits start out and horse racing is in every

breath of air you breathe, Bildad shows
up with a job as cook for some outfit.
Often when 1 think about it, his always
going all season to the races and working
in the livery barn in the winter where
horses are and where men like to come
and talk about horses, I wish I was a nig-
ger, It's a foolish thing to say, but that's
the way I am about being around horses,
just crazy. I can't help it.

Well, T must tell you about what we
did and let you in on what-I'm talking
about. Four of us boys from Beckerville,
all whites and sons. of men who live in
Beckersville regular, made up our minds
we were going to the races, not just to
Lexington or Louisville, I don’t mean, but

“to the big Eastern track we were always

hearing our Beckersville men talk about,
to Saratoga. We were all pretty young
then. I was just turned fifteen and I was
the oldesf of the four. It was my scheme.
I admit that, and I talked the others into
trying it. There was Hanley Turner and
Henry Rieback and Tom Tumberton and
myself. 1 had thirty-seven doliars I had
earned during the winter working nights
and Saturdays in Enoch Myer's grocery.
Henry Rieback had eleven dollars and the
others, Hanley and Tom, had only a dollar
or two each. We fixed it all up and laid
low until the Kentucky spring meetings
were over and some of our men, the sport-
iest ones, the ones we envied the most,
had cut out. Then we cut out toc.

I won't tell you the trouble we ‘had
beating our way on freights and all. We
went through Cleveland and Buffalo and
other cities and saw Niagara Falls, We
bought things there, souvenirs and spoons
and cards and shells with pictures of the
falls on them for our sisters and mothers,
but thought we had better not send any of
the things home. We didn't want to put
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the folks on our trail and maybe be
nabbed.

We got into Saratoga as I said at night
and went to the track. Bildad fed us up.
He showed us a place to sleep in hay over
a shed and promised to keep still. Niggers
arc ail right about things like that. They
won't squeal on you. Often a white man
you might meet, when you had run away
from home like that, might appear to be
all right and give you a quarter or a half
dollar or something, and then go right and
give you away. White men will do that,
but not a nigger. You can trust them.
They are squarer with kids. 1 don’t know
why.

At the Saratoga meeting that year there
were a lot of men from home. Dave Wil-
liums and Arthur Mulford and Jerry
Myers and others. Then there was a lot
from Louisville and Lexington Henry
Rieback knew but I didn't. They were
professional gamblers and Henry Rie-
back’s father is one too. He is what is
called a sheet writer and goes away most
of the year to tracks. In the winter when
he is home in Beckersville he don't stay
there mugh but goes away to cities and
deals faro. He is a nice man and generous,
is always, sending Henry presents, a bi-
cycle and a gold walch and a boy scout
suit of clothes and things like that.

My own father is a lawyer. He’s all
right, but don’t make much money and
can't buy me things, and anyway I'm
getting so old now I don't expect it. He
never said nothing to me against Henry,
but Hanley Turner and Tom Tumberton’s
fathers did. They said to their boys that
money so come by is no good and they
didn’t want their boys brought up to hear
gamblers’ talk and be thinking about such
things and maybe embrace them.

That's all right and | guess the men
know what they are talking about, but I
don’t see what it's got to do with Henry
or with horses either. That’s what I'm
writing this story about. I'm puzzled. I'm
getting to be a man and want to think
straight and be O K.. and there’s some-
thing I saw at the race meeting at the
Eastern track I can’t figure out.

I can’t help-it, I'm crazy about thor-
oughbred horses. I've always been that

way. When I was ten years old and saw I
was growing to be big and couldn’t be a
rider I was so sorry I nearly died. Harry
Hellinfinger in Beckersville, whose father
is Postmaster, is grown up and toc lazy
to work, but likes to stand around in the
street and get up jokes on boys like send-
ing them to a hardware store for a gimlet
to bore square holes and other jokes like
that. He played one on me. He told me
that if I would eat a half a cigar I would
be stunted and not grow any moré and
maybe could be a rider. I did it. When
father wasn’t looking 1 took a cigar out
of his pocket and gagged it down some
way. It made me awful sick and the doc-
tor had to be sent for, and then it did no
good. I kept right on growing. It was a
joke. When I told what I had done and
why, most fathers would have whipped
me, but mine didn't.

Well, I didn't get stunted and didn't
die. It serves Harry Hellinfinger right.
Then I made up my mind I would like to
be a stableboy, but had to give that up too.
Mostly niggers do that work and I knew
father wouldn't let me go into it. No use
to ask him.

If you've never been crazy about thor-
oughbreds, it's because you've never been
around where they are much and don’t
know any better. They're beautiful. There
isn’t anything so lovely and clean and full
of spunk and honest and eéverything as
some race horses. On the big horse farms
that are all around our town Beckeisville
there are tracks, and the horses run in the
early morning. More than a thousand
times I've got out of bed before daylight
and walked two or three miles to the
tracks. Mother wouldn't of let me go, but
father always says, “Let him alone.” So I
got some bread out of the breadbox and
some butter and jam, gobbled it and lit
out.

At the tracks you sit on the fence with
men, whites and niggers, and they chew
tobazco and talk, and then the colts are
brought out. It's early and fhe grass is
covered with shiny dew and in another
field a man is plowing and they are frying
things in a shed where the track niggers
sleep, and you know how a nigger ¢an
giggle and laugh and say things that make



