arffe =N %8

ENGLIBH

#5arunn
./4pprec£af£on o/
jamoud an/idlt Woue/g

#i2 At h 7l




_/%Breaﬁhf&bn

il A ’ 4

® E EBS
MABER KE§ O

RAARE MK it



bk kiR
AR BEXT : &V
R &
EEZEMSEB (CIP) ¥ &
HiEPRBZEEN/ ERERE. — L5 - EAARHY
MR, 2003. 8

(B HLIGEIERR)
ISBN 7-80698-027-X

[.%... U.%... N.XEEFEY. DR
V. H319. 4.1

[ REUAS B 4548 CIP 38847 (2003) 58 068079 5

;S MEIBMEA
K SEE EH
YRR < 238 AL R, W MK RAT HEh AR R At
ENR R BLEN R AF ENE:1-—5000 #F
850X 1168 Z¥ 32 FF 40 ER3E 1100 T
20034 FE 8 HEE 1 [ 20034 8 HEE 1 IKEPRY

ISBN 7-80698-027-X/G « 16 (3 8 i) EM:40.00 T



MBIhr

LA T, BBEAB TR T IJILIFRA
E@"Jfﬁﬁ'ﬁmﬁﬁ ’ ‘t‘ﬁrﬁﬁlﬁé\%%*ﬁﬁﬁ? ’
— R B AR B A

PRE2ELICH . AR N B R SR B |, 56 P e
SR B R E H A5 1 09 B R B AR
A, N RENE &, MR AR EERT; A
K. EEWIREN  IRIRWEFH ST -

HEZ o, FR—AFAAKBETETAFTH
PR3, BN L I B A iR E— MR, =
- FL BT R 890 R IR, (R0K .0 M 15 =%
THE B—O8, —FEZ, —HER. BFT
JubEAESEE W RARHHER ST E,
AHE UL R Bl IR R THE. iF—RIR
12, U — B!

LR X LB E AR 257 RAIE
At 4 JBRIBFE



frdiack CESFR A EIE), BETImK, B
FRAEEMEERZOALL. BARH, 1)
SRR 2, IR i, L R R e X i
FEL R RG5O R AL K A 2 By

B/ FEN LRI 2S5 e o
BEUET . DR EMESHEEEREERZ
i FF B SCRUEE - AR X (i R A5

W A
2003 4F 8 AT IR b



ABREBELZ Y R AR IBRMEOLERLT
EEH., EHEMIBPHELUTHE.

L KAMERDRY I REZR.HEN
EEMIFRMF L. HAZHEENEE. +
RAARRAEER . SERSSTHEIFSAHERA,
MR & R 21 A OEUR 2R Z R B .

2. BEWCA B/ U8 o B9 3R & KL TE 05 B 1
G .RALREBESHHESY, BB XY
BRI, BT RIBRERA AR

3. AREBDHEZERARNA SRE"UR
NhREETFHNER. TRTPHNTFHRIZ N FHMR
FASE BN GRS BUA FRR B RS X
.7 R E BN E IR ——FI .
"WASKEER THERZXNEEERREZIRR
K& I 5T X A B /N R BE AT B o B s A S0
HIEMAEXNDEOARERR TR FTY
G EESXENRGESIHASEZTENR
FRAZERBDRHNEARE T8 TiEEEF R
RS WA EERYE D%
FR B AL VR R T 5

BR T A4 I« it Uhe {0 B 22 Ak 7E BT M S . B
HHEIPIE IE

% bt



H x

i R A e Ty Wy e e

ONTENTS

Sherwood Anderson (1876~1961)
I Want to Know Why

Anton Chekhov (1860~1906)
The Darling --
Y'Y

William Faulkner (1897 ~1962)
A Rose for Emily
BANBBRE v

Ernest Hemingway (1899~1961)
The Snows of Kilimanjaro

- (D)
(13)

- (18)
- (34)

- (40)
- (52)

.........

O » Henry (1862~1910)
The Cop and the Anthem
BB BE oeemennnns
James Joyce (1882~1941)
Araby
qM™eL -
Bernard Malamud (1914~1986)
The Magic Barrel

(58)
(88)

- (96)
- (104)

- (110)
- (117)

- (124)

(146)



Katherine Mansfield (1888~1923)
Lifeof Ma Parker

ﬁ@é&f.mmmmme"“

Guy De Maupassant (1850~1893)
The Necklace

NANb &R

- (152)
-+ (160)

- (166)
. (177>



SHERWOOD ANDERSON

== 1 Want to Know Why <«

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 the town, and with the true
instinct of Kentucky boys had found our way across town
and to the racetrack 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 bamm' in our hometown, Beck-
ersville. 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
begin to scratch around’. A nigger from our country can
flatter and wheedle anyone into letting him do most any-
thing he wants. Bildad wheedles the stable men and the
trainers from the horse farms in our country around Lex-
ington. 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 eve-
nings 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
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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 bam in the
winter where horses are and where men like to come and
talk about horses, | wish 1 was a nigger. It’s a foolish thing
to say, but that’s the way | am about being around horses,
just crazy. | 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 Back-
ersville, all whites and sons of men who live in Beckers-
ville 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. [ 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. I had
thirty-seven dollars I had earned during the winter working
nights and Saturdays in Enoch Myer’s grocery. Henry Rie-
back 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 sportiest ones, the ones we envied
the most, had cut out® —then we cut out too.

I won't tell you the trouble we had beating our way
on freights and aill. We went through Cleveland and Buf-
fallo and other cities and saw Niagara Falls. We bought
things there, souvenirs and spoons and cards and shells

L] 2 [ ]



with pictures of the falls on them for our sisters and moth-
ers, but thought we had better not send any of the things
home. We didn't want to put the folks on our trail and
maybe be nabbed.

We got into Saratoga as [ 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 are
all right about things like that. They won't squeal on you.
Often a white man you might meet, when you had run a-
way 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. | don't know why.

At the Saratoga meeting that year there were a lot of
men from home. Dave Williams and Arthur Mulford and
Jerry Myers and others. Then there was a lot from Louis-
ville and Lexington Henry Rieback knew but 1 didn’t. They
were professional gamblers and Henry Rieback’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 much but goes away to
cities and deals faro®. He is a nice man and generous, is
always sending Henry presents, a bicycle and a gold watch
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 | don’t expect it. He never said
nothing to me against Henry, but Hanley Turner and Tom
Tumberson's fathers did. They said to their boys money so
come by is no good and they didn't want their boys
brought up to hear gamblers’ talk and be thinking about
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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 0. k. , and there’s something |
saw at the race meeting at the eastern track I can’t figure
out.

I can’t help it, I'm crazy about the thoroughbred hor-
ses’ . I've always been that way. When | was ten years old
and saw | was growing to be big and couldn’t be a rider I
was so sorry | nearly died. Harry Hellinfinger in Beckers-
ville, whose father is Postmaster, is grown up and too lazy
to work, but likes to stand around in the street and get up
jokes on boys like sending 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 | would eat a half a
cigar | would be stunted and not grow any more and may-
be could be a rider. I did it. When father wasn't looking I
took a cigar out of his pocket and gagged it down some
way. It made me awful sick and the doctor had to be sent
for, and then it did no good. I kept right on growing. It
was a joke. When | told what | had done and why most fa-
thers would have whipped me but mine didn't.

Well,, I didn't get stunted and didn’t die. It serve
Harry Hellinfinger right. Then I made up my mind I would
like to be a stable boy, but had to give up that 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 thoroughbreds it's
because you've never been around where they are much
and don’t know any better. They're beautiful. There isn't
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anything so lovely and clean and full of spunk and honest
and everything as some race horses. On the big horse
farms that are all around our town Beckersville there are
tracks and the horses run in the early morning. More than
a thousand times ['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 |
got some bread out of the bread box 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 tobacco and talk, and then the
colts are brought out. It's early and the 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 can giggle and laugh
and say things that make you laugh. A white man can't do
it and some niggers can’t but a track nigger can every
time.

And so the colts are brought out and some are just
gallopéd by stable boys, but almost every morning on a
big track owned by a rich man who lives maybe in New
York, there are always, nearly every morning, a few colts
and some of the old race horses and geldings and mares
that are cut loose.

It brings a lump into my throat when a horse runs. |
don’t mean all horses but some. I can pick them nearly ev-
ery time. It's in my blood like in the blood of race-track
niggers and trainers. Even when they just go slop-jogging
along with a little nigger on their backs I can tell a winner.
If my throat hurts and it’s hard for me to swallow, that’s
him. He'll run like Sam Hill when you let him out. If he

don’t win every time it’ll be a wonder and because they've
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got him in a pocket behind another or he was pulled or got
off bad at the post or something. If [ wanted to be a gam-
bler like Henry Rieback's father I could get rich. | know I
could and Henry says so too. All I would have to do is to
wait ’til that hurt comes when I see a horse and then bet
every cent. That's what I would do if | wanted to be a
gambler, but I don’t.

When you're at the tracks in the morning—not the
race tracks but the training tracks around Beckersville—
you don't see a horse, the kind I've been talking about,
very often, but it's nice anyway. Any thoroughbred, that
is sired right and out of a good mare and trained by a man
that knows how, can run. If he couldn’t what would he be
there for and not pulling a plow?

Well, out of the stables they come and the boys are
on their backs and it’s lovely to be there. You hunch down
on top of the fence and itch inside you. Owver in the sheds
the niggers giggle and sing. Bacon is being fried and cof-
fee made. Everything smells lovely. Nothing smells better
than coffee and manure and horses and niggers and bacon
frying and pipes being smoked out of doors on a morning
like that. It just gets you, that’s what it does.

But about Saratoga. We was there six days and not a
soul from home seen us and everything came off just as we
wanted it to, fine weather and horses and races and all.
We beat our way home and Bildad gave us a basket with
fried chicken and bread and other eatables in, and I had
eighteen dollars when we got back to Beckersville. Mother
jawed and cried but Pop didn’t say much. [ told everything
we done except one thing. [ did and saw that alone. That’s
what I'm writing about. It got me upset. I think about it at
night. Here it is.
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At Saratoga we laid up nights in the hay in the shed
Bildad had showed us and ate with the niggers early and at
night when the race people had all gone away. The men
from home stayed mostly in the grandstand and betting
field, and didn’t come out around the places where the
horses are kept in except to the paddocks just before a race
when the horses are saddled. At Saratoga they don't have
paddocks under an open shed as at Lexington and Church-
ill Downs and other tracks down in our country, but saddle
the horses right out in an open place under trees on a lawn
as smooth and nice as Banker Bohon’s front yard here in
Beckersville. It's lovely. The horses are sweaty and nerv-
ous and shine and the men come out and smoke cigars and
look at them and the trainers are there and the owners,
- and your heart thumps so you can hardly breathe.

Then the bugle blows for post' and the boys that ride
come running out with their silk clothes on and you run to
get a place by the fence with the niggers. | always am
wanting to be a trainer or owner, and at the risk of being
seen and caught and sent home | went to the paddocks be-
fore every race. The other boys didn't but I did.

We got to Saratoga on a Friday and on Wednesday
the next week the big Mullford Handicap'' was to be run.
Middlestride was in it and Sunstreak. The weather was
fine and the track fast. I couldn’t sleep the night before.

What had happened was that both these horses are the
kind it makes my throat hurt to see. Middlestride is long
and looks awkward and is a gelding'. He belongs to Joe
Thompson, a little owner from home who only has a half
dozen horses. The Mullford Handicap is for a mile and
Middlestride can’t untrack fast. He goes away slow and is
always way back at the half, then he begins to run and if
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the race is a mile and a quarter he'll just eat up every-
thing"” and get there.

Sunstreak is different. He is a stallion' and nervous
and belongs on the biggest farm we've got in our country,
the Van Riddle place that belongs to Mr. Van Riddle of
New York. Sunstreak is like a girl you think about some-
times but never see. He is hard all over and lovely too.
When you look at his head you want to kiss him. He is
trained by Jerry Tillford who knows me and has been good
to me lots of times, lets me walks into a horse’s stall to
look at him close and other things. There isn't anything as
sweet as that horse. He stands at the post quiet and not
letting on. but he is just burning up inside. Then when the
barrier goes up he is off like his name, Sunstreak. It
makes you ache to see him. It hurts you. He just lays
down and runs like a bird dog. There can’t anything I ever
see run like him except Middlestride when he gets un-
tracked and stretches himself.

Gee! 1 ached to see that race and those two horses
run, ached and dreaded it too. I didn't want to see either
of our horses beaten. We had never sent a pair like that to
the races before. Old men in Beckersville said so and the
niggers said so. It was a fact.

Before the race | went over to the paddocks to see. |
looked a last look at Middlestride, who isn’t such a much
standing in a paddock that way. then I went to see Sun-
streak.

It was his day. [ knew when [ see him. | forgot all a-
bout being seen myself and walked right up. All the men
from Beckersville were there and no one noticed me except
Jerry Tillford. He saw me and something happened. I'll
tell you about that.
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I was standing looking at that horse and aching. In
some way, | can't tell how, [ knew just how Sunstreak felt
inside. He was quiet and letting the niggers rub his legs
and Mr. Van Riddle himself put the saddle on. but he was
just a raging torrent inside. He was like the water in the
river at Niagara Falls just before it goes plunk down. That
horse wasn't thinking about running. He don’t have to
think about that. He was just thinking about holding him-
self back 'til the time for the running came. I knew that. 1
could just in a way see right inside him. He was going to
do some awful running and | knew it. He wasn’t bragging
or letting on much or prancing or making a fuss, but just
waiting. | knew it and Jerry Tillford his trainer knew. I
loocked up and then that men and [ looked into each other’s
eyes. Something happened to me. I guess I loved the man
as much as I did the horse because he knew -what 1 knew.
Seemed to me there wasn’'t anything in the world but that
man and the horse and me. [ cried and Jerry Tillford had a
shine in his eyes. Then | came away to the fence to wait
for the race. The horse was better than me. more steadier.
and now | know better than Jerry. He was the quietest and
he had to do the running.

Sunstreak ran first of course and he busted the world’s
record for a mile. I've seen that if I never see anything
more. Everything came out just as [ expected. Mid-
dlestride got left at the post and was way back and closed
up to be the second, just as | knew he would. He'll get a
world’s record too someday. They can't skin the Beckers-
ville country on horses'” . 1 watched the race calm because I
knew what would happen. | was sure. Hanley Tumer and
Henry Rieback and Tom Tumpton were all more excited
than me.



