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o PREFACE -

It is hard to believe that it has been twenty-five years—a full quarter of a cen-
tury—since I began work on the first edition of Fiction 100. Our original goal, |
recall, was considered a rather lofty and revolutionary one in terms of fiction
textbooks: to produce a large book of representative quality short fiction that
could be used in a wide variety of course formats and to do so at a reasonable
cost. Seven editions later | am pleased to report that our goal has not changed.

Every anthology, no matter how large its table of contents, presents its edi-
tor with the difficult decision of what selections to include. Fiction 100, even
with its size, has proven over the years to be no exception. In a very real sense,
as I quickly discovered back in 1972, the problem of choice is only multiplied by
size. The larger the book, the greater the need for a principle of selection.

Now, as then, the stories in Fiction 100 have been chosen first of all because
they are inherently interesting and because they have literary merit. Four
decades of teaching the short story to college students has persuaded me that any
story, if it is to “work” in the classroom, must engage the curiosity, imagination,
and intelligence of students and provide them with an experience in pleasurable
reading. Further, | have tried to assemble a collection of stories, international in
scope, that represents a wide variety of subject matter, theme, literary tech-
nique, and style, and that, at the same time, serves to illustrate the development
of short fiction—its continuity, durability, and tradition—from its identifiable
beginnings in the early years of the nineteenth century to the present. Roughly
a third of the anthology is reserved for older, well-established stories—the so-
called classics. They are offered without apology; good stories, no matter how
often anthologized, are a source of endless pleasure and discovery that no
amount of rereading, classroom discussion, or critical analysis can ever exhaust.
On the other hand, Fiction 100 tries to present a broad selection of newer and
contemporary stories to suggest the direction in which short fiction is moving as
the twentieth century comes to an end.

Consistent, too, has been the book’s editorial apparatus, which has been
kept to a minimum to make Fiction 100 as usable in as many different kinds of
fiction courses as possible. There are, of course, the study questions that follow
each story. But these are, by intent, neither complete nor comprehensive.
Rather, the questions are designed to be suggestive, to help guide students in
their own literary responses and to serve as a springboard for classroom discus-
sion. In much the same way, the Biographical Notes, Short Story Handbook,
and Chronological Table of Contents are intended to provide students with
additional resources, tools, and information without getting in the way of course
format and design.

Not surprisingly, the most significant change over the years has been in the
book’s contents. Of the 100 short stories in the first, 1974, edition, only 27
remain. While the majority of these represent older, nineteenth-century clas-
sics, fully half belong to the present century, suggesting that our definition of the
“classic” story is an ever-expanding one. The other 96 stories—for there are 123
stories in this edition of Fiction 100—reflect my own changing relationship with
the genre over the years and my response to the many good suggestions received
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ALICE ADAMS
(1926- )

o His Women ©°

“I think we should try it again. You move back in,” says Meredith, in her lovely,
low, dishonest Southern voice. &

Carter asks, “But—Adam?”

“'m not seeing him anymore.” Her large face, not pretty but memorable,
braves his look of disbelief. Her big, deep-brown eyes are set just too close, her
shapely mouth is a little too full, and greedy. Big, tall, dark, sexy Meredith, who
is still by law his wife. She adds, “I do see him around the campus,' I mean, but
we’re just friends now.”

That'’s what you said before, Carter does not say, but that unspoken sentence
hangs there in the empty space between them. She knows it as well as he does.

They are sitting in the garden behind her house—their house, actually, joint
ownership being one of their central problems, as Carter sees it. In any case, now
in early summer, in Chapel Hill, the garden is lovely. The roses over which Carter
has labored in seasons past—pruning, spraying, and carefully, scientifically feed-
ing—are in fragrant, delicately full bloom: great bursts of red and flame, yellow and
pink and white. The beds are untidy now, neglected. Adam, who never actually
moved in (Carter thinks), is not a gardener, and Meredith has grown careless.

She says, with a pretty laugh, “We’re not getting younger. Isn’t it time we did
something mature, like making our marriage work?”

“Since we can’t afford a divorce.” He, too, laughs, but since what he says is
true, no joke, it falls flat.

And Meredith chooses to ignore it; they are not to talk about money, not
this time. “You know I've always loved you,” she says, her eyes larger and a
warmer brown than ever.

Perhaps in a way she has, thinks Carter. Meredith loves everyone; it is a part
of her charm. Why not him, too? Carter and Adam and all her many friends and
students (Meredith teaches in the music department at the university), and
most cats and dogs and birds.

She adds, almost whispering, sexily, “And I think you love me, too. We
belong together.”

“I’ll have to think about it,” Carter tells her, somewhat stiffly.

The brown eyes narrow, just a little. “How about Chase? You still see her?”

“Well, sort of.” He does not say “as friends,” since this is not true, though Carter
has understood that the presence of Chase in his life has raised his stature—his
value, so to speak—and he wishes he could say that they are still “close.”

But four years of military school, at The Citadel? left Carter a stickler for the
literal truth, along with giving him his ramrod posture and a few other unhelp-

'The campus and university alluded to here is clearly the University of North Carolina. (JHP)
2The military college located in Charleston, South Carolina, until recently all-male. (JHP)
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ful hangups—according to the shrink he drives over to Durham to see, twice a
week. Dr. Chen, a diminutive Chinese of mandarin manners and a posture
almost as stiff in its way as Carter’s own. (“Oh, great” was Chase’s comment on
hearing this description. “You must think you’re back in some Oriental
Citadel.”) In any case, he is unable to lie now to Meredith, who says, with a
small and satisfied laugh, “So we’re both free. It’s fated, you see?”

A long time ago, before Meredith and long before Chase, Carter was married to
Isabel, who was small and fair and thin and rich, truly beautiful and chronically
unfaithful. In those days, Carter was a graduate student at the university, in busi-
ness administration, which these days he teaches. They lived, back then, he and
Isabel, in a fairly modest rented house out on Franklin Street, somewhat
crowded with Isabel’s valuable inherited antiques; the effect was grander than
that of any other graduate students’, or even young professors’, homes. As Isabel
was grander, more elegant than other wives, in her big hats and long skirts and
very high heels, with her fancy hors d’oeuvres and her collection of forties big-
band tapes, to which she loved to dance. After dinner, at parties at their house,
as others cleared off the table, Isabel would turn up the music and lower the
lights in the living room. “Come on,” she would say. “Let’s all dance.”

Sometimes there were arguments later:

“I feel rather foolish saying this, but I don’t exactly like the way you dance
with Walter.”

“Whatever do you mean? Walter’s a marvellous dancer.” But she laughed
unpleasantly, her wide, thin, dark-red mouth showing small, perfect teeth; she
knew exactly what he meant.

What do you do if your wife persists in dancing like that in your presence?
And if she even tells you, on a Sunday, that she thinks she will drive to the
beach with Sam, since you have so many papers to grade?

She promises they won’t be late, and kisses Carter goodbye very tenderly.
But they are late, very late. Lovely Isabel, who comes into the house by herself
and is not only late but a little drunk, as Carter himself is by then, having had
considerable bourbon for dinner, with some peanuts for nourishment.

Nothing that he learned at The Citadel had prepared Carter for any of this.

Standing in the doorway, Isabel thrust her body into a dancer’s pose, one
thin hip pushed forward and her chin too, stuck out—a sort of mime of defiance.
She said, “Well, what can I say? I know I’'m late, and we drank too much.”

“Obviously.”

“But so have you, from the look of things.”

“I guess.”

“Well, let’s have another drink together. What the hell. We always have fun
drinking, don’t we, darling Carter?”

“I guess.”

It was true. Often, drinking, they had hours of long, wonderful, excited con-
versations, impossible to recall the following day. As was the case this time, the
night of Isabel’s Sunday at the beach with Sam.

Drinking was what they did best together, making love was not. This was
something that they never discussed, although back then, in the early seventies,
people did talk about it quite a lot, and many people seemed to do it all the time.
But part of their problem, sexually, had to do with drink itself, not surprisingly.
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A few belts of bourbon or a couple of Sunday-lunch Martinis made Isabel aggres-
sively amorous, full of tricks and wiles and somewhat startling perverse persua-
sions. But Carter, although his mind was aroused and his imagination inflamed,
often found himself incapacitated. Out of it, turned off. This did not always
happen, but it happened far too often.

Sometimes, though, there were long, luxurious Sunday couplings, perhaps
with some breakfast champagne or some dope; Isabel was extremely fond of an
early-morning joint. Then it could be as great as any of Carter’s boyhood imag-
inings of sex.

But much more often, as Isabel made all the passionate gestures in her con-
siderable repertoire, Carter would have to murmur, “Sorry, dear,” to her ear.
Nuzzling, kissing her neck. “Sorry I'm such a poop.”

And so it went the night she came home from Sam, from the beach. They
had some drinks, and they talked. “Sam’s actually kind of a jerk,” said Isabel.
“And you know, we didn’t actually do anything. So let’s go to bed. Come, kiss
me and say I’m forgiven, show me I'm forgiven.” But he couldn’t show her, and
at last it was she who had to forgive.

Another, somewhat lesser problem was that Isabel really did not like it in
Chapel Hill. “It’s awfully pretty,” she admitted, “and we do get an occasional
good concert, or even an art show. But, otherwise, what a terrifically overrated
town! And the faculty wives, now really. I miss my friends.”

Therefore Carter was pleased, he was very pleased, when Isabel began to
speak with some warmth of this new friend, Meredith. “She’s big and fat, in fact
she’s built like a cow, and she’s very Southern, but she has a pretty voice and she
works in the music department, she teaches there, and she seems to have a sense
of humor. You won’t mind if I ask her over?”

Meeting Meredith, and gradually spending some time with her, Carter at
first thought she was a good scout, like someone’s sister. Like many big women
(Isabel’s description had been unkind), she had a pleasant disposition and lovely
skin. Nice long brown hair, and her eyes, if just too closely placed, were the
clear, warm brown of Southern brooks. With Carter, her new friend’s husband,
she was flirty, in a friendly, pleasant way—the way of Southern women, a way he
was used to. She was like his mother’s friends, and his cousins, and the nice girls
from Ashley Hall> whom he used to take to dances at The Citadel.

Meredith became the family friend. She was often invited to dinner parties,
or sometimes just for supper by herself. She and Isabel always seemed to have a
lot to talk about. Concerts in New York, composers and musicians, not to men-
tion a lot of local gossip.

When they were alone, Carter gathered, they talked about Meredith’s
boyfriends, of which she seemed to have a large and steady supply. “She’s this
certain type of Southern belle” was Isabel’s opinion. “Not threateningly attrac-
tive, but sexy and basically comfy. She makes men feel good, with those big,
adoring cow eyes.”

Did Isabel confide in Meredith? Carter suspected that she did, and later he
found out for certain, from Meredith, that she had. About her own affairs. Her
boyfriends.

3 A girl’s preparatory school in Charleston, South Carolina. (JHP)
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Although he had every reason to know that she was unhappy, Carter was devastated
by Isabel’s departure. Against all reason, miserably, he felt that his life was demol-
ished. Irrationally, instead of remembering a bitter, complaining Isabel (“I can’t
stand this tacky town a minute longer”) or an Isabel with whom things did not work
out well in bed (“Well, Jesus Christ, is that what you learned at The Citadel?”), he
recalled only her beauty. Her clothes, and her scents. Her long blond hair.

He was quite surprised, at first, when Meredith began to call a lot with mes-
sages of sympathy, when she seemed to take his side. “You poor guy, you cer-
tainly didn’t deserve this” was one of the things that she said at the time. Told
that he was finding it hard to eat—“I don’t know, everything I try tastes
awful”—she began to arrive every day or so, at mealtimes, with delicately fla-
vored chicken, and oven-fresh Sally Lunn,* tomatoes from her garden, and
cookies, lots and lots of homemade cookies. Then she took to inviting him to
her house for dinner—often.

As he left her house, at night, Carter would always kiss Meredith, in a
friendly way, but somehow, imperceptibly, the kisses and their accompanying
embraces became more prolonged. Also, Carter found that this good-night
moment was something he looked forward to. Until the night when Meredith
whispered to him, “You really don’t have to go home, you know. You could stay
with me.” More kissing, and then, “Please stay. | want you, my darling Carter.”

Sex with Meredith was sweet and pleasant and friendly, and if it lacked the
wild rush that he had sometimes felt with Isabel, at least when he failed her she
was nice about it. Sweet and comforting. Unlike angry Isabel.

They married as soon as his divorce was final, and together they bought the bar-
gain house, on a hill outside town, and they set about remodelling: shingling,
making a garden, making a kitchen and a bedroom with wonderful views.
Carter, like everyone else in the high-flying eighties, had made some money on
the market, and he put all this into the house. The house became very beautiful;
they loved it, and in that house Carter and Meredith thrived. Or so he thought.

He thought so until the day she came to him in anguished tears and told
him, “This terrible thing. I've fallen in love with Adam.” Adam, a lean young
musician, a cellist, who had been to the house for dinner a couple of times.
Unprepossessing, Carter would have said of him.

Carter felt, at first, a virile rage. Bloodily murderous fantasies obsessed his wak-
ing hours; at night he could barely sleep. He was almost unrecognizable to himself,
this furiously, righteously impassioned man. With Meredith he was icily,
enragedly cold. And then, one day, Meredith came to him and with more tears she
told him, “It’s over, I'll never see him again. Or if I do we’ll just be friends.”

After that followed a brief and intense and, to Carter, slightly unreal period
of, well, fucking: the fury with which they went at each other could not be called
“making love.” Meredith was the first to taper off; she responded less and less
actively, although as always she was pleasant, nice. But Carter finally asked her
what was wrong, and she admitted, through more tears, “It’'s Adam. I'm seeing
him again. | mean, we’re in love again.”

This time, Carter reacted not with rage but with a sort of defeated grief. He
felt terribly old and battered. Cuckold. The ugly, old-fashioned word resounded,

* A muffinlike tea cake. (JHP)
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echoing through his brain. He thought, I am the sort of man to whom women
are unfaithful.

When he moved out, away from Meredith and into an apartment, and Chase
Landau fell in love with him (quite rapidly, it seemed), Carter assumed that she
must be crazy. It even seemed a little nuts for her to ask him for dinner soon after
they met, introducing themselves in the elevator. Chase lived in his building, but
her apartment, which contained her studio, was about twice the size of Carter’s
and much nicer, with balconies and views. “I liked your face,” she later explained.
“I always go for those narrow, cold, mean eyes.” Laughing, making it a joke.

Chase was a tall, thin, red-haired woman, not Southern but from New York,
and somewhat abrasive in manner. A painter of considerable talent and reputa-
tion (no wonder Meredith was impressed). Carter himself was impressed at find-
ing inquiries from Who's Who lying around, especially because she never
mentioned it. In his field, only the really major players made it.

Her paintings were huge, dark, and violent abstractions, incomprehensible.
Discomforting. How could anyone buy these things and live with them? As they
sat having drinks that first night, working at light conversation, Carter felt the
paintings as enormous, hostile presences.

Chase was almost as tall as Carter was, close to six feet, and thin, but heavy-
breasted, which may have accounted for her bad posture; she tended to slouch, and
later she admitted, “When I was very young I didn’t like my body at all. So conspic-
uous.” Carter liked her body, very much. Her eyes were intense and serious, always.

As they were finishing dinner she said to him, “Your shoulders are wonderful. I
mean the angle of them. This,” and she reached with strong hands to show him.

He found himself aroused by that touch, wanting to turn and grasp her. To
kiss. But not doing so. Later on, he did kiss her good night, but very chastely.

Used to living with women, with Isabel, and then with Meredith, Carter
began to wonder what to do by himself at night. He had never been much of a
reader, and most television bored him. In the small town that Chapel Hill still
was in many ways, you would think (Carter thought) that people knowing of the
separation would call and ask him over, but so far no one had. He wished he had
more friends; he should have been warmer, kinder. Closer to people. He felt very
old, and alone. (He wondered, Are my eyes mean? Am I mean?)

He called Chase and asked her out to dinner. “I know it’s terribly short
notice, but are you busy tonight?”

“No, in fact I'd love to go out tonight. I'm glad you called.”

His heart leaped up at those mild words.

During that dinner, Chase talked quite a lot about the art world: her New
York gallery, the one in L.A., the local art department. He listened, grateful for
the entertainment she provided, but he really wasn’t paying much attention. He
was thinking of later on: Would she, possibly, so soon—

She would not. At the door, she bid him a clear good night, after a rather
perfunctory social kiss. She thanked him for the dinner. She had talked too
much, she feared; she tended to do that with new people, she told him, with a
small, not quite apologetic laugh.

From a friend in the law school, Carter got the name of a lawyer, a woman,
with whom he spent an uncomfortable, discouraging, and expensive half hour.
What it came to was that, in order to recover his share in the house, Carter
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would have to force Meredith to sell it, unless she could buy him out. None of
this was final, of course; it was just the lawyer’s temporary take on things. Still,
it was deeply depressing to Carter.

Coming home, in the downstairs lobby of his building he ran into Chase,
who was carrying a sack of groceries, which of course he offered to take.

“Only if you'll come and have supper with me.” She flashed him a challeng-
ing smile. “I must have been thinking of you. I know I bought too much.”

That night it was he who talked a lot. She only interrupted from time to time
with small but sharp-edged questions. “If you didn’t want to go to The Citadel,
why didn’t you speak up?” And “Do you think you trusted Meredith at first
because she’s not as good-looking as Isabel?” The sort of questions that he usu-
ally hated—that he hated from Dr. Chen—but not so with Chase; her dark,
intelligent eyes were kind and alert. He felt safe with her, and appreciated. He
almost forgot his wish to make love to her.

But then he remembered, and all that desire returned. He told her, “It’s all I
can do not to touch you. You're most terrifically attractive to me.”

By way of answer, she smiled and leaned to meet him in a kiss. For a long
time, then, like adolescents, they sat there kissing on her sofa, until she whis-
pered, “Come on, let’s go to bed. This is silly.”

Carter had not expected their progress to be quite so rapid. He hardly knew
her, did he really want this? But not long after that, they were indeed in bed,
both naked. He caressed her soft, heavy breasts.

Pausing, sitting up to reach somewhere, Chase said, “You'll have to wear
this. I'm sorry.”

“Oh, Lord, I haven’t done that since I was twenty. And look, I’'m safe. I
never played around.”

“I know, but Meredith did. A lot.”

“I don’t think I can—"

“Here, I'll help you.”

“Damn, I'm losing it, I knew I would.”

Strictly speaking, technically, that night was not a great success. Still, liter-
ally they had gone to bed together, and Carter’s feeling was that this was not a

woman who fell into bed very easily (unlike—he had to think this—either
Isabel or Meredith).

The next day he had another appointment with the lawyer, who had talked with
Meredith’s lawyer, who had said that things looked worse.

“I don’t know why I’'m so drawn to you,” Chase told him, “but I really am.”
She laughed. “That’s probably not a good sign. For you, I mean. The men I've
really liked best were close to certifiable. But you’re not crazy, are you?”

“Not so far as | know.”

Chase did not seem crazy to him. She was hardworking, very intelligent. Her
two sons, with whom she got along well, were off in school, and she was sur-
rounded by warm and admiring friends; her phone rang all the time with invita-
tions, friendly voices. But, as Carter put it to himself, she did sometimes seem a
little much. A little more than he had bargained for. Or more than he was up to
right now.

Their sexual life, despite her continued insistence on—hated phrase—*safe
sex,” was sometimes great, then not. Chase complained, though nicely, only
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that out of bed he was not affectionate. “I could use more plain, unsexy touch-
ing,” she said, and he tried to comply, though demonstrativeness was not at all
in his nature.

Carter’s broker called with bad news, quite a lot of bad news. Carter, like most
people in the market, had taken a beating.

Even Chase would admit that her work habits were a little strange. She liked
to get up late and to spend a couple of hours drinking coffee, phoning, maybe
writing a letter or two. She would then go into her studio (a room to which
Carter was never admitted). At times she would emerge to eat a piece of fruit,
heat some soup, or, less frequently, go out for a short walk along the gravelled
paths of old Chapel Hill. Back in her studio, immersed in her work, quite often
she would forget about dinner until ten at night, or eleven; she did not forget
dinner dates but she sometimes phoned to break or to postpone them.

Carter argued. “But if you started eatlier in the morning you could finish—"

“I know. I know it’s impractical, but it’s the way I seem to have to work. I'm
sorry. It’s not something [ can change.”

Along with feeling some annoyance, Carter was moved and a little alarmed
by her intensity, her high purpose.

Sometimes, in bed, Chase cried out quick, impassioned words of love to
him—which Carter did not answer in kind, nor did he take what she said at
those moments too seriously. In fact, as he was later forced to recognize, he gave
rather little thought to Chase’s deeper feelings. “You didn’t want to deal with
what I felt,” she accused him, and he had to admit that that was entirely correct.

“Adam and I aren’t getting along at all,” said Meredith to Carter, over the
phone. “I don’t know—he’s a lot more neurotic than I thought he was.”

“Oh, that’s too bad” was Carter’s response. Not saying, Now you find this
out, after wrecking our marriage and costing God knows what in lawyers’ bills.

“He’s very dependent,” Meredith said. “I don’t really like that. I guess I was
spoiled by you.”

“I don’t know why she’s telling me this stuff,” Carter said to Chase when she
called; the old instinct of compulsive honesty had forced him to repeat the con-
versation with Meredith.

“I think she wants you back,” Chase told him when he phoned. “You wait
and see.”

“You think so? Really?”

“Jesus, Carter, you sound sort of pleased. If she did, would you even consider it?”

“Well, I don’t know.” As always, the literal truth: he did not know.

“God, Carter, she slept with everyone. Everyone in town knows that. Why
do you think [ insisted on safe sex?”

She was furiously excited, almost hysterical, Carter thought. She was out of
control. A little frightening—but he only said, “Oh, come on, now.”

“How tacky can you get!” Chase cried out. And then she said, “Look, don’t
call me, I'll call you, O.K.?” And hung up.

True to her word, she did call him—once, very late at night. “I've had some
wine,” she said. “I shouldn’t be calling, I mean, otherwise I wouldn’t. But I just
wanted you to know a couple of things. One, I was really in love with you. God, if [
needed further proof that I'm seriously deranged. I always fall in love with the most
unavailable man anywhere around. Emotionally. Mean eyes, good shoulders. Shit,
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why did I call? Good night!” And she hung up, loud and clear. A ridiculous and

quite unnecessary conversation, in Carter’s view.

Now, in the afternoon sunshine, Carter looks about at all the roses, and the
scented white wisteria—at their lovely house and at unlovely, untrustworthy, but
deeply familiar Meredith. He finds that, despite himself, he is thinking of Chase.
Of her passion (those cries of love) and her scomful rage and of her final avowals
(but she was drunk). Is it now too late? Suppose he went to her and said that he was
through with Meredith, would she take him back? Would she ask him to come and
live with her? (So far, she has never suggested such a thing.) Could they marry?

No is the answer that Carter gives to all these questions. No, Chase would
probably not take him back, and no, there is no way he could afford to marry her.
Even if he were sure that he wanted to. Chase is crazy—she must be crazy. Look
at those paintings. There in the warm sunlight he suddenly shivers, as though
haunted.

“Yes,” he says to Meredith, although she hasn’t spoken for a while. “Yes,
O.K. All right.”

[1995]

QUESTIONS FOR STUDY

What kind of man is Carter? What are his attitudes toward life?

2. How do the three women in Carter’s life (Isabel, Meredith, and Chase) dif-
fer from one another? What is the nature of his relationship with each? Why
does he ultimately return to Meredith?

3. What is the story’s point of view? From what other points of view might the
story be told? How would it then be different?

4. How would you describe the story’s theme? What kind of statement about
relationships in the late twentieth century does Alice Adams seem to be
making?

5. How is the story’s title appropriate?

—_



SHERWOOD ANDERSON
(1876-1941)

o ] Want to Know Why o

We got up at four in the moming, 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 at
Ed Becker’s livery barn in our home town, Beckersville. Bildad is a good cook as
almost all our niggers are and of 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 country can flatter and wheedle anyone into letting
him do most anything he wants. Bildad wheedles the stable men and the train-
ers from the horse farms in our country 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 colts, and everyone says
when they are going 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 outfits 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 I 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, [ wish I was a nigger. 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, I must tell you about what we did and let you in on what I'm talking
about. Four of us boys from Beckersville, 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 oldest of the four. It was my
scheme. [ admit that, and I talked the others into trying it. There was Hanley
Turner and Henry Rieback and Tom Tumberton and myself. | had thirty-seven

! Churchill Downs in Louisville, Kentucky, is the site of the running of the Kentucky Derby;
Latonia Race Track in Covington, Kentucky, dates back to 1883. (JHP)

2 Located in Saratoga Springs in upstate New York, Saratoga is the oldest and most picturesque race
track in the United States. (JHP)



