Weslaco East High School
810 S. Pleasantview Dr. ▪ Weslaco, TX 78596
(956) 969 – 6950
TO: 2019-2020 English IV Dual Enrollment Students
FROM: WEHS English Department
RE: Summer Assignment
Welcome to Dual Enrollment English 4! The course you have chosen for next year is a sophomore-level literature class in college, so it is
very demanding. You must be willing to attend class regularly, participate in discussions, keep up with reading assignments, and meet
deadlines. If requirements for this course are met, students can earn college credit from South Texas College. Please note that credit for ENG
1301 and 1302 are prerequisites for taking this course.
This summer, you will read two informational selections and four short stories while annotating them carefully. You are expected to look
up any words you do not know and apply them to the text.

**First, please join the Google Classroom I have set up for summer reading. Use the code: ft2v9g
- READING PASSAGES –
Fiction / Nonfiction- With this letter, you should receive a packet of two informational chapters and four short stories. The reading focus is
analysis of how people deal with adversity. Read all of these pieces thoroughly and analytically. There are two informational selections:
Chapter 5 from How to Read Literature Like a Professor by Thomas C. Foster and Chapter 4 from Writing About Literature by Janet E Gardner
There are four fiction selections: “The Last Leaf” by O. Henry, “Araby” by James Joyce, “The Yellow Wallpaper” by Charlotte Perkins Gilman,
and “56-0” by T.C. Boyle.

-ASSIGNMENTAnnotation- You will be graded on your ability to interact with the assigned works. This can only be observed by your teacher through notes
you place in the margins of the texts. Consider it similar to showing your work with a math problem. Do not merely underline or highlight
without writing a note in the margin about the significance of your marks. Make notes on the informational texts on A-C below. Make notes
in fiction texts on A-E below.
A. vocabulary- Note the definitions of words you do not know. Some pieces will have many words you need to check up on in order to
understand the piece of writing. Others will not. Make notes about definitions right on your text so it is easy for you to define words as
you read (and re-read).
B. reactions- Interacting with your texts means being aware of your impressions of events and characters. You need to mark these as evidence
of your close reading. For example, if something shocks you, make a note about why. If a character’s actions seem confusing, jot something
about what doesn’t seem to add up.
C. connections / ideas / questions- Allow yourself to connect ideas in and among the assigned works. Make notes on these connections. Ask
yourself and the texts questions about motivations, behaviors, descriptions, dialogue, events, etc. Make notes on these as well.
D. literary devices- Identify figurative and poetic devices that are especially well done. You do not need to identify all literary devices but you
should be able to discuss or write about the ways each author uses literary elements in their writing and the effects of those elements.
E. characters’ reactions to adversity- One common element in each of the fiction stories is characters who must deal with misfortune. We
will examine the various ways the characters in these works deal with adversity and attempt to characterize them based on those
reactions. It would be extremely wise to make textual notes on these reactions as you read.
Your texts will be collected and the annotations will be graded on the first day of class. We will begin working with them immediately, so be
prepared to contribute to discussion and solidify your ideas in writing.
Feel free to contact me with questions through Google Classroom or by email at wramos@wisd.us. You can also follow my school Twitter
account @MrsRamosAP

ARABY
by James Joyce (1882-1941)

North Richmond Street, being blind, was a
quiet street except at the hour when the Christian
Brothers’ School set the boys free. An
uninhabited house of two storeys stood at the
blind end, detached from its neighbours in a
square ground. The other houses of the street,
conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at
one another with brown imperturbable faces.
The former tenant of our house, a priest, had
died in the back drawing-room. Air, musty from
having been long enclosed, hung in all the rooms,
and the waste room behind the kitchen was
littered with old useless papers. Among these I
found a few paper-covered books, the pages of
which were curled and damp: The Abbot, by
Walter Scott, The Devout Communicant and The
Memoirs of Vidocq. I liked the last best because
its leaves were yellow. The wild garden behind
the house contained a central apple-tree and a few
straggling bushes under one of which I found the
late tenant’s rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a
very charitable priest; in his will he had left all his
money to institutions and the furniture of his
house to his sister.
When the short days of winter came dusk fell
before we had well eaten our dinners. When we
met in the street the houses had grown sombre.
The space of sky above us was the colour of everchanging violet and towards it the lamps of the
street lifted their feeble lanterns. The cold air
stung us and we played till our bodies glowed.
Our shouts echoed in the silent street. The career
of our play brought us through the dark muddy
lanes behind the houses where we ran the gauntlet
of the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back
doors of the dark dripping gardens where odours
arose from the ashpits, to the dark odorous stables
where a coachman smoothed and combed the
horse or shook music from the buckled harness.
When we returned to the street light from the
kitchen windows had filled the areas. If my uncle
was seen turning the corner we hid in the shadow
until we had seen him safely housed. Or if
Mangan’s sister came out on the doorstep to call

her brother in to his tea we watched her from our
shadow peer up and down the street. We waited
to see whether she would remain or go in and, if
she remained, we left our shadow and walked up
to Mangan’s steps resignedly. She was waiting
for us, her figure defined by the light from the
half-opened door. Her brother always teased her
before he obeyed and I stood by the railings
looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved her
body and the soft rope of her hair tossed from side
to side.
Every morning I lay on the floor in the front
parlour watching her door. The blind was pulled
down to within an inch of the sash so that I could
not be seen. When she came out on the doorstep
my heart leaped. I ran to the hall, seized my books
and followed her. I kept her brown figure always
in my eye and, when we came near the point at
which our ways diverged, I quickened my pace
and passed her. This happened morning after
morning. I had never spoken to her, except for a
few casual words, and yet her name was like a
summons to all my foolish blood.
Her image accompanied me even in places the
most hostile to romance. On Saturday evenings
when my aunt went marketing I had to go to carry
some of the parcels. We walked through the
flaring streets, jostled by drunken men and
bargaining women, amid the curses of labourers,
the shrill litanies of shop-boys who stood on
guard by the barrels of pigs’ cheeks, the nasal
chanting of street-singers, who sang a come-allyou about O’Donovan Rossa, or a ballad about
the troubles in our native land. These noises
converged in a single sensation of life for me: I
imagined that I bore my chalice safely through a
throng of foes. Her name sprang to my lips at
moments in strange prayers and praises which I
myself did not understand. My eyes were often
full of tears (I could not tell why) and at times a
flood from my heart seemed to pour itself out into
my bosom. I thought little of the future. I did not
know whether I would ever speak to her or not or,
if I spoke to her, how I could tell her of my

confused adoration. But my body was like a harp
and her words and gestures were like fingers
running upon the wires.
One evening I went into the back drawingroom in which the priest had died. It was a dark
rainy evening and there was no sound in the
house. Through one of the broken panes I heard
the rain impinge upon the earth, the fine incessant
needles of water playing in the sodden beds.
Some distant lamp or lighted window gleamed
below me. I was thankful that I could see so little.
All my senses seemed to desire to veil themselves
and, feeling that I was about to slip from them, I
pressed the palms of my hands together until they
trembled, murmuring: “O love! O love!” many
times.
At last she spoke to me. When she addressed
the first words to me I was so confused that I did
not know what to answer. She asked me was I
going to Araby. I forgot whether I answered yes
or no. It would be a splendid bazaar, she said; she
would love to go.
“And why can’t you?” I asked.
While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet
round and round her wrist. She could not go, she
said, because there would be a retreat that week
in her convent. Her brother and two other boys
were fighting for their caps and I was alone at the
railings. She held one of the spikes, bowing her
head towards me. The light from the lamp
opposite our door caught the white curve of her
neck, lit up her hair that rested there and, falling,
lit up the hand upon the railing. It fell over one
side of her dress and caught the white border of a
petticoat, just visible as she stood at ease.
“It’s well for you,” she said.
“If I go,” I said, “I will bring you something.”
What innumerable follies laid waste my
waking and sleeping thoughts after that evening!
I wished to annihilate the tedious intervening
days. I chafed against the work of school. At night
in my bedroom and by day in the classroom her
image came between me and the page I strove to
read. The syllables of the word Araby were called
to me through the silence in which my soul
luxuriated and cast an Eastern enchantment over
me. I asked for leave to go to the bazaar on

Saturday night. My aunt was surprised and hoped
it was not some Freemason affair. I answered few
questions in class. I watched my master’s face
pass from amiability to sternness; he hoped I was
not beginning to idle. I could not call my
wandering thoughts together. I had hardly any
patience with the serious work of life which, now
that it stood between me and my desire, seemed
to me child’s play, ugly monotonous child’s play.
On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that
I wished to go to the bazaar in the evening. He
was fussing at the hallstand, looking for the hatbrush, and answered me curtly:
“Yes, boy, I know.”
As he was in the hall I could not go into the
front parlour and lie at the window. I left the
house in bad humour and walked slowly towards
the school. The air was pitilessly raw and already
my heart misgave me.
When I came home to dinner my uncle had not
yet been home. Still it was early. I sat staring at
the clock for some time and, when its ticking
began to irritate me, I left the room. I mounted the
staircase and gained the upper part of the house.
The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated me
and I went from room to room singing. From the
front window I saw my companions playing
below in the street. Their cries reached me
weakened and indistinct and, leaning my
forehead against the cool glass, I looked over at
the dark house where she lived. I may have stood
there for an hour, seeing nothing but the brownclad figure cast by my imagination, touched
discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck, at
the hand upon the railings and at the border below
the dress.
When I came downstairs again I found Mrs
Mercer sitting at the fire. She was an old
garrulous woman, a pawnbroker’s widow, who
collected used stamps for some pious purpose. I
had to endure the gossip of the tea-table. The
meal was prolonged beyond an hour and still my
uncle did not come. Mrs Mercer stood up to go:
she was sorry she couldn’t wait any longer, but it
was after eight o’clock and she did not like to be
out late as the night air was bad for her. When she
had gone I began to walk up and down the room,
clenching my fists. My aunt said:
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“I’m afraid you may put off your bazaar for
this night of Our Lord.”
At nine o’clock I heard my uncle’s latchkey in
the halldoor. I heard him talking to himself and
heard the hallstand rocking when it had received
the weight of his overcoat. I could interpret these
signs. When he was midway through his dinner I
asked him to give me the money to go to the
bazaar. He had forgotten.
“The people are in bed and after their first
sleep now,” he said.
I did not smile. My aunt said to him
energetically:
“Can’t you give him the money and let him go?
You’ve kept him late enough as it is.”
My uncle said he was very sorry he had
forgotten. He said he believed in the old saying:
“All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.” He
asked me where I was going and, when I had told
him a second time he asked me did I know The
Arab’s Farewell to his Steed. When I left the
kitchen he was about to recite the opening lines
of the piece to my aunt.
I held a florin tightly in my hand as I strode
down Buckingham Street towards the station.
The sight of the streets thronged with buyers and
glaring with gas recalled to me the purpose of my
journey. I took my seat in a third-class carriage of
a deserted train. After an intolerable delay the
train moved out of the station slowly. It crept
onward among ruinous houses and over the
twinkling river. At Westland Row Station a
crowd of people pressed to the carriage doors; but
the porters moved them back, saying that it was a
special train for the bazaar. I remained alone in
the bare carriage. In a few minutes the train drew
up beside an improvised wooden platform. I
passed out on to the road and saw by the lighted
dial of a clock that it was ten minutes to ten. In
front of me was a large building which displayed
the magical name.
I could not find any sixpenny entrance and,
fearing that the bazaar would be closed, I passed
in quickly through a turnstile, handing a shilling
to a weary-looking man. I found myself in a big
hall girdled at half its height by a gallery. Nearly
all the stalls were closed and the greater part of

the hall was in darkness. I recognised a silence
like that which pervades a church after a service.
I walked into the centre of the bazaar timidly. A
few people were gathered about the stalls which
were still open. Before a curtain, over which the
words Café Chantant were written in coloured
lamps, two men were counting money on a salver.
I listened to the fall of the coins.
Remembering with difficulty why I had come
I went over to one of the stalls and examined
porcelain vases and flowered tea-sets. At the door
of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing
with two young gentlemen. I remarked their
English accents and listened vaguely to their
conversation.
“O, I never said such a thing!”
“O, but you did!”
“O, but I didn’t!”
“Didn’t she say that?”
“Yes. I heard her.”
“O, there’s a ... fib!”
Observing me the young lady came over and
asked me did I wish to buy anything. The tone of
her voice was not encouraging; she seemed to
have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked
humbly at the great jars that stood like eastern
guards at either side of the dark entrance to the
stall and murmured:
“No, thank you.”
The young lady changed the position of one of
the vases and went back to the two young men.
They began to talk of the same subject. Once or
twice the young lady glanced at me over her
shoulder.
I lingered before her stall, though I knew my
stay was useless, to make my interest in her wares
seem the more real. Then I turned away slowly
and walked down the middle of the bazaar. I
allowed the two pennies to fall against the
sixpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from
one end of the gallery that the light was out. The
upper part of the hall was now completely dark.
Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a
creature driven and derided by vanity; and my
eyes burned with anguish and anger.
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THE YELLOW WALLPAPER
by Charlotte Perkins Gilman (1860-1935)

It is very seldom that mere ordinary people
like John and myself secure ancestral halls for the
summer.
A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I
would say a haunted house, and reach the height
of romantic felicity—but that would be asking
too much of fate!
Still I will proudly declare that there is
something queer about it.
Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And
why have stood so long untenanted?
John laughs at me, of course, but one expects
that in marriage.
John is practical in the extreme. He has no
patience with faith, an intense horror of
superstition, and he scoffs openly at any talk of
things not to be felt and seen and put down in
figures.
John is a physician, and perhaps—(I would
not say it to a living soul, of course, but this is
dead paper and a great relief to my mind)—
perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster.
You see, he does not believe I am sick!
And what can one do?
If a physician of high standing, and one’s
own husband, assures friends and relatives that
there is really nothing the matter with one but
temporary nervous depression—a slight
hysterical tendency—what is one to do?
My brother is also a physician, and also of
high standing, and he says the same thing.
So I take phosphates or phosphites—
whichever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and air,
and exercise, and am absolutely forbidden to
“work” until I am well again.
Personally, I disagree with their ideas.

Personally, I believe that congenial work,
with excitement and change, would do me good.
But what is one to do?
I did write for a while in spite of them; but
it does exhaust me a good deal—having to be so
sly about it, or else meet with heavy opposition.
I sometimes fancy that in my condition if I
had less opposition and more society and
stimulus—but John says the very worst thing I
can do is to think about my condition, and I
confess it always makes me feel bad.
So I will let it alone and talk about the house.
The most beautiful place! It is quite alone,
standing well back from the road, quite three
miles from the village. It makes me think of
English places that you read about, for there are
hedges and walls and gates that lock, and lots of
separate little houses for the gardeners and
people.
There is a delicious garden! I never saw such
a garden—large and shady, full of box-bordered
paths, and lined with long grape-covered arbors
with seats under them.
There were greenhouses, too, but they are all
broken now.
There was some legal trouble, I believe,
something about the heirs and co-heirs; anyhow,
the place has been empty for years.
That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid; but I
don’t care—there is something strange about the
house—I can feel it.
I even said so to John one moonlight evening,
but he said what I felt was a draught, and shut the
window.
I get unreasonably angry with John
sometimes. I’m sure I never used to be so

sensitive. I think it is due to this nervous
condition.
But John says if I feel so I shall neglect proper
self-control; so I take pains to control myself,—
before him, at least,—and that makes me very
tired.
I don’t like our room a bit. I wanted one
downstairs that opened on the piazza and had
roses all over the window, and such pretty oldfashioned chintz hangings! but John would not
hear of it.
He said there was only one window and not
room for two beds, and no near room for him if
he took another.
He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets
me stir without special direction.
I have a schedule prescription for each hour
in the day; he takes all care from me, and so I feel
basely ungrateful not to value it more.
He said we came here solely on my account,
that I was to have perfect rest and all the air I
could get. “Your exercise depends on your
strength, my dear,” said he, “and your food
somewhat on your appetite; but air you can
absorb all the time.” So we took the nursery, at
the top of the house.
It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly,
with windows that look all ways, and air and
sunshine galore. It was nursery first and then
playground and gymnasium, I should judge; for
the windows are barred for little children, and
there are rings and things in the walls.
The paint and paper look as if a boys’ school
had used it. It is stripped off—the paper—in great
patches all around the head of my bed, about as
far as I can reach, and in a great place on the other
side of the room low down. I never saw a worse
paper in my life.
One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns
committing every artistic sin.
It is dull enough to confuse the eye in
following, pronounced enough to constantly
irritate, and provoke study, and when you follow
the lame, uncertain curves for a little distance
they suddenly commit suicide—plunge off at
outrageous angles, destroy themselves in
unheard-of contradictions.

The color is repellant, almost revolting; a
smouldering, unclean yellow, strangely faded by
the slow-turning sunlight.
It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a
sickly sulphur tint in others.
No wonder the children hated it! I should hate
it myself if I had to live in this room long.
There comes John, and I must put this
away,—he hates to have me write a word.
_____________________________
We have been here two weeks, and I haven’t
felt like writing before, since that first day.
I am sitting by the window now, up in this
atrocious nursery, and there is nothing to hinder
my writing as much as I please, save lack of
strength.
John is away all day, and even some nights
when his cases are serious.
I am glad my case is not serious!
But these nervous troubles are dreadfully
depressing.
John does not know how much I really suffer.
He knows there is no reason to suffer, and that
satisfies him.
Of course it is only nervousness. It does
weigh on me so not to do my duty in any way!
I meant to be such a help to John, such a real
rest and comfort, and here I am a comparative
burden already!
Nobody would believe what an effort it is to
do what little I am able—to dress and entertain,
and order things.
It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby.
Such a dear baby!
And yet I cannot be with him, it makes me so
nervous.
I suppose John never was nervous in his life.
He laughs at me so about this wallpaper!
At first he meant to repaper the room, but
afterwards he said that I was letting it get the
better of me, and that nothing was worse for a
nervous patient than to give way to such fancies.
He said that after the wallpaper was changed
it would be the heavy bedstead, and then the
barred windows, and then that gate at the head of
the stairs, and so on.
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“You know the place is doing you good,” he
said, “and really, dear, I don’t care to renovate the
house just for a three months’ rental.”
“Then do let us go downstairs,” I said, “there
are such pretty rooms there.”
Then he took me in his arms and called me a
blessed little goose, and said he would go down
cellar if I wished, and have it whitewashed into
the bargain.
But he is right enough about the beds and
windows and things.
It is as airy and comfortable a room as any
one need wish, and, of course, I would not be so
silly as to make him uncomfortable just for a
whim.
I’m really getting quite fond of the big room,
all but that horrid paper.
Out of one window I can see the garden, those
mysterious deep-shaded arbors, the riotous oldfashioned flowers, and bushes and gnarly trees.
Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay
and a little private wharf belonging to the estate.
There is a beautiful shaded lane that runs down
there from the house. I always fancy I see people
walking in these numerous paths and arbors, but
John has cautioned me not to give way to fancy
in the least. He says that with my imaginative
power and habit of story-making a nervous
weakness like mine is sure to lead to all manner
of excited fancies, and that I ought to use my will
and good sense to check the tendency. So I try.
I think sometimes that if I were only well
enough to write a little it would relieve the press
of ideas and rest me.
But I find I get pretty tired when I try.
It is so discouraging not to have any advice
and companionship about my work. When I get
really well John says we will ask Cousin Henry
and Julia down for a long visit; but he says he
would as soon put fire-works in my pillow-case
as to let me have those stimulating people about
now.
I wish I could get well faster.
But I must not think about that. This paper
looks to me as if it knew what a vicious influence
it had!

There is a recurrent spot where the pattern
lolls like a broken neck and two bulbous eyes
stare at you upside-down.
I get positively angry with the impertinence
of it and the everlastingness. Up and down and
sideways they crawl, and those absurd,
unblinking eyes are everywhere. There is one
place where two breadths didn’t match, and the
eyes go all up and down the line, one a little
higher than the other.
I never saw so much expression in an
inanimate thing before, and we all know how
much expression they have! I used to lie awake as
a child and get more entertainment and terror out
of blank walls and plain furniture than most
children could find in a toy-store.
I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of
our big old bureau used to have, and there was
one chair that always seemed like a strong friend.
I used to feel that if any of the other things
looked too fierce I could always hop into that
chair and be safe.
The furniture in this room is no worse than
inharmonious, however, for we had to bring it all
from downstairs. I suppose when this was used as
a playroom they had to take the nursery things
out, and no wonder! I never saw such ravages as
the children have made here.
The wallpaper, as I said before, is torn off in
spots, and it sticketh closer than a brother—they
must have had perseverance as well as hatred.
Then the floor is scratched and gouged and
splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here and
there, and this great heavy bed, which is all we
found in the room, looks as if it had been through
the wars.
But I don’t mind it a bit—only the paper.
There comes John’s sister. Such a dear girl as
she is, and so careful of me! I must not let her find
me writing.
She is a perfect, and enthusiastic
housekeeper, and hopes for no better profession.
I verily believe she thinks it is the writing which
made me sick!
But I can write when she is out, and see her a
long way off from these windows.

3

There is one that commands the road, a
lovely, shaded, winding road, and one that just
looks off over the country. A lovely country, too,
full of great elms and velvet meadows.
This wallpaper has a kind of sub-pattern in a
different shade, a particularly irritating one, for
you can only see it in certain lights, and not
clearly then.
But in the places where it isn’t faded, and
where the sun is just so, I can see a strange,
provoking, formless sort of figure, that seems to
sulk about behind that silly and conspicuous front
design.
There’s sister on the stairs!
________________________________
Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people
are gone and I am tired out. John thought it might
do me good to see a little company, so we just had
mother and Nellie and the children down for a
week.
Of course I didn’t do a thing. Jennie sees to
everything now.
But it tired me all the same.
John says if I don’t pick up faster he shall
send me to Weir Mitchell in the fall.
But I don’t want to go there at all. I had a
friend who was in his hands once, and she says he
is just like John and my brother, only more so!
Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far.
I don’t feel as if it was worth while to turn my
hand over for anything, and I’m getting
dreadfully fretful and querulous.
I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.
Of course I don’t when John is here, or
anybody else, but when I am alone.
And I am alone a good deal just now. John is
kept in town very often by serious cases, and
Jennie is good and lets me alone when I want her
to.
So I walk a little in the garden or down that
lovely lane, sit on the porch under the roses, and
lie down up here a good deal.
I’m getting really fond of the room in spite of
the wallpaper. Perhaps because of the wallpaper.
It dwells in my mind so!

I lie here on this great immovable bed—it is
nailed down, I believe—and follow that pattern
about by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, I
assure you. I start, we’ll say, at the bottom, down
in the corner over there where it has not been
touched, and I determine for the thousandth time
that I will follow that pointless pattern to some
sort of a conclusion.
I know a little of the principle of design, and
I know this thing was not arranged on any laws of
radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or
symmetry, or anything else that I ever heard of.
It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but
not otherwise.
Looked at in one way each breadth stands
alone, the bloated curves and flourishes—a kind
of “debased Romanesque” with delirium
tremens—go waddling up and down in isolated
columns of fatuity.
But, on the other hand, they connect
diagonally, and the sprawling outlines run off in
great slanting waves of optic horror, like a lot of
wallowing seaweeds in full chase.
The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at
least it seems so, and I exhaust myself in trying to
distinguish the order of its going in that direction.
They have used a horizontal breadth for a
frieze, and that adds wonderfully to the
confusion.
There is one end of the room where it is
almost intact, and there, when the cross-lights
fade and the low sun shines directly upon it, I can
almost fancy radiation after all,—the
interminable grotesques seem to form around a
common centre and rush off in headlong plunges
of equal distraction.
It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a
nap, I guess.
_______________________________________
____
I don’t know why I should write this.
I don’t want to.
I don’t feel able.
And I know John would think it absurd. But
I must say what I feel and think in some way—it
is such a relief!

4

But the effort is getting to be greater than the
relief.
Half the time now I am awfully lazy, and lie
down ever so much.
John says I musn’t lose my strength, and has
me take cod-liver oil and lots of tonics and things,
to say nothing of ale and wine and rare meat.
Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and
hates to have me sick. I tried to have a real earnest
reasonable talk with him the other day, and tell
him how I wish he would let me go and make a
visit to Cousin Henry and Julia.
But he said I wasn’t able to go, nor able to
stand it after I got there; and I did not make out a
very good case for myself, for I was crying before
I had finished.
It is getting to be a great effort for me to think
straight. Just this nervous weakness, I suppose.
And dear John gathered me up in his arms,
and just carried me upstairs and laid me on the
bed, and sat by me and read to me till it tired my
head.
He said I was his darling and his comfort and
all he had, and that I must take care of myself for
his sake, and keep well.
He says no one but myself can help me out of
it, that I must use my will and self-control and not
let any silly fancies run away with me.
There’s one comfort, the baby is well and
happy, and does not have to occupy this nursery
with the horrid wallpaper.
If we had not used it that blessed child would
have! What a fortunate escape! Why, I wouldn’t
have a child of mine, an impressionable little
thing, live in such a room for worlds.
I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that
John kept me here after all. I can stand it so much
easier than a baby, you see.
Of course I never mention it to them any
more,—I am too wise,—but I keep watch of it all
the same.
There are things in that paper that nobody
knows but me, or ever will.
Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes
get clearer every day.

It is always the same shape, only very
numerous.
And it is like a woman stooping down and
creeping about behind that pattern. I don’t like it
a bit. I wonder—I begin to think—I wish John
would take me away from here!
________________________________
It is so hard to talk with John about my case,
because he is so wise, and because he loves me
so.
But I tried it last night.
It was moonlight. The moon shines in all
around, just as the sun does.
I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly,
and always comes in by one window or another.
John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so
I kept still and watched the moonlight on that
undulating wallpaper till I felt creepy.
The faint figure behind seemed to shake the
pattern, just as if she wanted to get out.
I got up softly and went to feel and see if the
paper did move, and when I came back John was
awake.
“What is it, little girl?” he said. “Don’t go
walking about like that—you’ll get cold.”
I though it was a good time to talk, so I told
him that I really was not gaining here, and that I
wished he would take me away.
“Why darling!” said he, “our lease will be up
in three weeks, and I can’t see how to leave
before.
“The repairs are not done at home, and I
cannot possibly leave town just now. Of course if
you were in any danger I could and would, but
you really are better, dear, whether you can see it
or not. I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are
gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better. I
feel really much easier about you.”
“I don’t weigh a bit more,” said I, “nor as
much; and my appetite may be better in the
evening, when you are here, but it is worse in the
morning when you are away.”
“Bless her little heart!” said he with a big
hug; “she shall be as sick as she pleases! But now
let’s improve the shining hours by going to sleep,
and talk about it in the morning!”
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“And you won’t go away?” I asked gloomily.
“Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks
more and then we will take a nice little trip of a
few days while Jennie is getting the house ready.
Really, dear, you are better!”
“Better in body perhaps”—I began, and
stopped short, for he sat up straight and looked at
me with such a stern, reproachful look that I could
not say another word.
“My darling,” said he, “I beg of you, for my
sake and for our child’s sake, as well as for your
own, that you will never for one instant let that
idea enter your mind! There is nothing so
dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament like
yours. It is a false and foolish fancy. Can you not
trust me as a physician when I tell you so?”
So of course I said no more on that score, and
we went to sleep before long. He thought I was
asleep first, but I wasn’t,—I lay there for hours
trying to decide whether that front pattern and the
back pattern really did move together or
separately.
On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a
lack of sequence, a defiance of law, that is a
constant irritant to a normal mind.
The color is hideous enough, and unreliable
enough, and infuriating enough, but the pattern is
torturing.
You think you have mastered it, but just as
you get well under way in following, it turns a
back somersault and there you are. It slaps you in
the face, knocks you down, and tramples upon
you. It is like a bad dream.
The outside pattern is a florid arabesque,
reminding one of a fungus. If you can imagine a
toadstool in joints, an interminable string of
toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless
convolutions,—why, that is something like it.
That is, sometimes!
There is one marked peculiarity about this
paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but myself,
and that is that it changes as the light changes.
When the sun shoots in through the east
window—I always watch for that first long,
straight ray—it changes so quickly that I never
can quite believe it.
That is why I watch it always.

By moonlight—the moon shines in all night
when there is a moon—I wouldn’t know it was
the same paper.
At night in any kind of light, in twilight,
candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by
moonlight, it becomes bars! The outside pattern I
mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as can
be.
I didn’t realize for a long time what the thing
was that showed behind,—that dim subpattern,—but now I am quite sure it is a woman.
By daylight she is subdued, quiet. I fancy it is
the pattern that keeps her so still. It is so puzzling.
It keeps me quiet by the hour.
I lie down ever so much now. John says it is
good for me, and to sleep all I can.
Indeed, he started the habit by making me lie
down for an hour after each meal.
It is a very bad habit, I am convinced, for, you
see, I don’t sleep.
And that cultivates deceit, for I don’t tell
them I’m awake,—oh, no!
The fact is, I am getting a little afraid of John.
He seems very queer sometimes, and even
Jennie has an inexplicable look.
It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific
hypothesis, that perhaps it is the paper!
I have watched John when he did not know I
was looking, and come into the room suddenly on
the most innocent excuses, and I’ve caught him
several times looking at the paper! And Jennie
too. I caught Jennie with her hand on it once.
She didn’t know I was in the room, and when
I asked her in a quiet, a very quiet voice, with the
most restrained manner possible, what she was
doing with the paper she turned around as if she
had been caught stealing, and looked quite
angry—asked me why I should frighten her so!
Then she said that the paper stained
everything it touched, that she had found yellow
smooches on all my clothes and John’s, and she
wished we would be more careful!
Did not that sound innocent? But I know she
was studying that pattern, and I am determined
that nobody shall find it out but myself!
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________________________________
Life is very much more exciting now than it
used to be. You see I have something more to
expect, to look forward to, to watch. I really do
eat better, and am more quiet than I was.
John is so pleased to see me improve! He
laughed a little the other day, and said I seemed
to be flourishing in spite of my wallpaper.
I turned it off with a laugh. I had no intention
of telling him it was because of the wallpaper—
he would make fun of me. He might even want to
take me away.
I don’t want to leave now until I have found
it out. There is a week more, and I think that will
be enough.
__________________________________
I’m feeling ever so much better! I don’t sleep
much at night, for it is so interesting to watch
developments; but I sleep a good deal in the
daytime.
In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing.
There are always new shoots on the fungus,
and new shades of yellow all over it. I cannot
keep count of them, though I have tried
conscientiously.
It is the strangest yellow, that wallpaper! It
makes me think of all the yellow things I ever
saw—not beautiful ones like buttercups, but old
foul, bad yellow things.
But there is something else about that
paper—the smell! I noticed it the moment we
came into the room, but with so much air and sun
it was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog
and rain, and whether the windows are open or
not, the smell is here.
It creeps all over the house.
I find it hovering in the dining-room,
skulking in the parlor, hiding in the hall, lying in
wait for me on the stairs.
It gets into my hair.
Even when I go to ride, if I turn my head
suddenly and surprise it—there is that smell!
Such a peculiar odor, too! I have spent hours
in trying to analyze it, to find what it smelled like.

It is not bad—at first, and very gentle, but
quite the subtlest, most enduring odor I ever met.
In this damp weather it is awful. I wake up in
the night and find it hanging over me.
It used to disturb me at first. I thought
seriously of burning the house—to reach the
smell.
But now I am used to it. The only thing I can
think of that it is like is the color of the paper! A
yellow smell.
There is a very funny mark on this wall, low
down, near the mopboard. A streak that runs
round the room. It goes behind every piece of
furniture, except the bed, a long, straight,
even smooch, as if it had been rubbed over and
over.
I wonder how it was done and who did it, and
what they did it for. Round and round and
round—round and round and round—it makes
me dizzy!
______________________
I really have discovered something at last.
Through watching so much at night, when it
changes so, I have finally found out.
The front pattern does move—and no
wonder! The woman behind shakes it!
Sometimes I think there are a great many
women behind, and sometimes only one, and she
crawls around fast, and her crawling shakes it all
over.
Then in the very bright spots she keeps still,
and in the very shady spots she just takes hold of
the bars and shakes them hard.
And she is all the time trying to climb
through. But nobody could climb through that
pattern—it strangles so; I think that is why it has
so many heads.
They get through, and then the pattern
strangles them off and turns them upside-down,
and makes their eyes white!
If those heads were covered or taken off it
would not be half so bad.
________________________
I think that woman gets out in the daytime!
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And I’ll tell you why—privately—I’ve seen
her!
I can see her out of every one of my windows!
It is the same woman, I know, for she is
always creeping, and most women do not creep
by daylight.
I see her on that long shaded lane, creeping
up and down. I see her in those dark grape arbors,
creeping all around the garden.
I see her on that long road under the trees,
creeping along, and when a carriage comes she
hides under the blackberry vines.
I don’t blame her a bit. It must be very
humiliating to be caught creeping by daylight!
I always lock the door when I creep by
daylight. I can’t do it at night, for I know John
would suspect something at once.
And John is so queer now, that I don’t want
to irritate him. I wish he would take another
room! Besides, I don’t want anybody to get that
woman out at night but myself.
I often wonder if I could see her out of all the
windows at once.
But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of
one at one time.
And though I always see her she may be able
to creep faster than I can turn!
I have watched her sometimes away off in the
open country, creeping as fast as a cloud shadow
in a high wind.
If only that top pattern could be gotten off
from the under one! I mean to try it, little by little.
I have found out another funny thing, but I
shan’t tell it this time! It does not do to trust
people too much.
There are only two more days to get this
paper off, and I believe John is beginning to
notice. I don’t like the look in his eyes.
And I heard him ask Jennie a lot of
professional questions about me. She had a very
good report to give.
She said I slept a good deal in the daytime.
John knows I don’t sleep very well at night,
for all I’m so quiet!
He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and
pretended to be very loving and kind.

As if I couldn’t see through him!
Still, I don’t wonder he acts so, sleeping
under this paper for three months.
It only interests me, but I feel sure John and
Jennie are secretly affected by it.
_______________________
Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough.
John is to stay in town over night, and won’t be
out until this evening.
Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly
thing! but I told her I should undoubtedly rest
better for a night all alone.
That was clever, for really I wasn’t alone a
bit! As soon as it was moonlight, and that poor
thing began to crawl and shake the pattern, I got
up and ran to help her.
I pulled and she shook, I shook and she
pulled, and before morning we had peeled off
yards of that paper.
A strip about as high as my head and half
around the room.
And then when the sun came and that awful
pattern began to laugh at me I declared I would
finish it to-day!
We go away to-morrow, and they are moving
all my furniture down again to leave things as
they were before.
Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but I
told her merrily that I did it out of pure spite at
the vicious thing.
She laughed and said she wouldn’t mind
doing it herself, but I must not get tired.
How she betrayed herself that time!
But I am here, and no person touches this
paper but me—not alive!
She tried to get me out of the room—it was
too patent! But I said it was so quiet and empty
and clean now that I believed I would lie down
again and sleep all I could; and not to wake me
even for dinner—I would call when I woke.
So now she is gone, and the servants are
gone, and the things are gone, and there is nothing
left but that great bedstead nailed down, with the
canvas mattress we found on it.
We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take
the boat home to-morrow.
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I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare again.
How those children did tear about here!
This bedstead is fairly gnawed!
But I must get to work.
I have locked the door and thrown the key
down into the front path.
I don’t want to go out, and I don’t want to
have anybody come in, till John comes.
I want to astonish him.
I’ve got a rope up here that even Jennie did
not find. If that woman does get out, and tries to
get away, I can tie her!
But I forgot I could not reach far without
anything to stand on!
This bed will not move!
I tried to lift and push it until I was lame, and
then I got so angry I bit off a little piece at one
corner—but it hurt my teeth.
Then I peeled off all the paper I could reach
standing on the floor. It sticks horribly and the
pattern just enjoys it! All those strangled heads
and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus growths
just shriek with derision!
I am getting angry enough to do something
desperate. To jump out of the window would be
admirable exercise, but the bars are too strong
even to try.
Besides I wouldn’t do it. Of course not. I
know well enough that a step like that is improper
and might be misconstrued.
I don’t like to look out of the windows
even—there are so many of those creeping
women, and they creep so fast.
I wonder if they all come out of that
wallpaper as I did?
But I am securely fastened now by my wellhidden rope—you don’t get me out in the road
there!

I suppose I shall have to get back behind the
pattern when it comes night, and that is hard!
It is so pleasant to be out in this great room
and creep around as I please!
I don’t want to go outside. I won’t, even if
Jennie asks me to.
For outside you have to creep on the ground,
and everything is green instead of yellow.
But here I can creep smoothly on the floor,
and my shoulder just fits in that long smooch
around the wall, so I cannot lose my way.
Why, there’s John at the door!
It is no use, young man, you can’t open it!
How he does call and pound!
Now he’s crying for an axe.
It would be a shame to break down that
beautiful door!
“John dear!” said I in the gentlest voice, “the
key is down by the front steps, under a plantain
leaf!”
That silenced him for a few moments.
Then he said—very quietly indeed, “Open
the door, my darling!”
“I can’t,” said I. “The key is down by the
front door under a plantain leaf!”
And then I said it again, several times, very
gently and slowly, and said it so often that he had
to go and see, and he got it, of course, and came
in. He stopped short by the door.
“What is the matter?” he cried. “For God’s
sake, what are you doing!”
I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked
at him over my shoulder.
“I’ve got out at last,” said I, “in spite of you
and Jane! And I’ve pulled off most of the paper,
so you can’t put me back!”
Now why should that man have fainted? But
he did, and right across my path by the wall, so
that I had to creep over him every time!
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The Last Leaf
by O. Henry
In a little district west of Washington Square the streets have run crazy and broken themselves
into small strips called "places." These "places" make strange angles and curves. One Street
crosses itself a time or two. An artist once discovered a valuable possibility in this street.
Suppose a collector with a bill for paints, paper and canvas should, in traversing this route,
suddenly meet himself coming back, without a cent having been paid on account!
So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art people soon came prowling, hunting for north
windows and eighteenth-century gables and Dutch attics and low rents. Then they imported some
pewter mugs and a chafing dish or two from Sixth Avenue, and became a "colony."
At the top of a squatty, three-story brick Sue and Johnsy had their studio. "Johnsy" was
familiar for Joanna. One was from Maine; the other from California. They had met at the table
d'hôte of an Eighth Street "Delmonico's," and found their tastes in art, chicory salad and bishop
sleeves so congenial that the joint studio resulted.
That was in May. In November a cold, unseen stranger, whom the doctors called Pneumonia,
stalked about the colony, touching one here and there with his icy fingers. Over on the east side
this ravager strode boldly, smiting his victims by scores, but his feet trod slowly through the
maze of the narrow and moss-grown "places."
Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a chivalric old gentleman. A mite of a little
woman with blood thinned by California zephyrs was hardly fair game for the red-fisted, shortbreathed old duffer. But Johnsy he smote; and she lay, scarcely moving, on her painted iron
bedstead, looking through the small Dutch window-panes at the blank side of the next brick
house.
One morning the busy doctor invited Sue into the hallway with a shaggy, grey eyebrow.
"She has one chance in - let us say, ten," he said, as he shook down the mercury in his clinical
thermometer. " And that chance is for her to want to live. This way people have of lining-u on
the side of the undertaker makes the entire pharmacopoeia look silly. Your little lady has made
up her mind that she's not going to get well. Has she anything on her mind?"
"She - she wanted to paint the Bay of Naples some day." said Sue.
"Paint? - bosh! Has she anything on her mind worth thinking twice - a man for instance?"
<2>
"A man?" said Sue, with a jew's-harp twang in her voice. "Is a man worth - but, no, doctor;
there is nothing of the kind."
"Well, it is the weakness, then," said the doctor. "I will do all that science, so far as it may
filter through my efforts, can accomplish. But whenever my patient begins to count the carriages
in her funeral procession I subtract 50 per cent from the curative power of medicines. If you will
get her to ask one question about the new winter styles in cloak sleeves I will promise you a onein-five chance for her, instead of one in ten."
After the doctor had gone Sue went into the workroom and cried a Japanese napkin to a pulp.
Then she swaggered into Johnsy's room with her drawing board, whistling ragtime.
Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under the bedclothes, with her face toward the window.
Sue stopped whistling, thinking she was asleep.

She arranged her board and began a pen-and-ink drawing to illustrate a magazine story.
Young artists must pave their way to Art by drawing pictures for magazine stories that young
authors write to pave their way to Literature.
As Sue was sketching a pair of elegant horseshow riding trousers and a monocle of the figure
of the hero, an Idaho cowboy, she heard a low sound, several times repeated. She went quickly to
the bedside.
Johnsy's eyes were open wide. She was looking out the window and counting - counting
backward.
"Twelve," she said, and little later "eleven"; and then "ten," and "nine"; and then "eight" and
"seven", almost together.
Sue look solicitously out of the window. What was there to count? There was only a bare,
dreary yard to be seen, and the blank side of the brick house twenty feet away. An old, old ivy
vine, gnarled and decayed at the roots, climbed half way up the brick wall. The cold breath of
autumn had stricken its leaves from the vine until its skeleton branches clung, almost bare, to the
crumbling bricks.
"What is it, dear?" asked Sue.
"Six," said Johnsy, in almost a whisper. "They're falling faster now. Three days ago there
were almost a hundred. It made my head ache to count them. But now it's easy. There goes
another one. There are only five left now."
"Five what, dear? Tell your Sudie."
"Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one falls I must go, too. I've known that for three
days. Didn't the doctor tell you?"
<3>
"Oh, I never heard of such nonsense," complained Sue, with magnificent scorn. "What have
old ivy leaves to do with your getting well? And you used to love that vine so, you naughty girl.
Don't be a goosey. Why, the doctor told me this morning that your chances for getting well real
soon were - let's see exactly what he said - he said the chances were ten to one! Why, that's
almost as good a chance as we have in New York when we ride on the street cars or walk past a
new building. Try to take some broth now, and let Sudie go back to her drawing, so she can sell
the editor man with it, and buy port wine for her sick child, and pork chops for her greedy self."
"You needn't get any more wine," said Johnsy, keeping her eyes fixed out the window. "There
goes another. No, I don't want any broth. That leaves just four. I want to see the last one fall
before it gets dark. Then I'll go, too."
"Johnsy, dear," said Sue, bending over her, "will you promise me to keep your eyes closed,
and not look out the window until I am done working? I must hand those drawings in by tomorrow. I need the light, or I would draw the shade down."
"Couldn't you draw in the other room?" asked Johnsy, coldly.
"I'd rather be here by you," said Sue. "Beside, I don't want you to keep looking at those silly
ivy leaves."
"Tell me as soon as you have finished," said Johnsy, closing her eyes, and lying white and
still as fallen statue, "because I want to see the last one fall. I'm tired of waiting. I'm tired of
thinking. I want to turn loose my hold on everything, and go sailing down, down, just like one of
those poor, tired leaves."
"Try to sleep," said Sue. "I must call Behrman up to be my model for the old hermit miner. I'll

not be gone a minute. Don't try to move 'til I come back."
Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the ground floor beneath them. He was past sixty
and had a Michael Angelo's Moses beard curling down from the head of a satyr along with the
body of an imp. Behrman was a failure in art. Forty years he had wielded the brush without
getting near enough to touch the hem of his Mistress's robe. He had been always about to paint a
masterpiece, but had never yet begun it. For several years he had painted nothing except now and
then a daub in the line of commerce or advertising. He earned a little by serving as a model to
those young artists in the colony who could not pay the price of a professional. He drank gin to
excess, and still talked of his coming masterpiece. For the rest he was a fierce little old man, who
scoffed terribly at softness in any one, and who regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting
to protect the two young artists in the studio above.
<4>
Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of juniper berries in his dimly lighted den below. In
one corner was a blank canvas on an easel that had been waiting there for twenty-five years to
receive the first line of the masterpiece. She told him of Johnsy's fancy, and how she feared she
would, indeed, light and fragile as a leaf herself, float away, when her slight hold upon the world
grew weaker.
Old Behrman, with his red eyes plainly streaming, shouted his contempt and derision for such
idiotic imaginings.
"Vass!" he cried. "Is dere people in de world mit der foolishness to die because leafs dey drop
off from a confounded vine? I haf not heard of such a thing. No, I will not bose as a model for
your fool hermit-dunderhead. Vy do you allow dot silly pusiness to come in der brain of her?
Ach, dot poor leetle Miss Yohnsy."
"She is very ill and weak," said Sue, "and the fever has left her mind morbid and full of
strange fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you do not care to pose for me, you needn't. But I
think you are a horrid old - old flibbertigibbet."
"You are just like a woman!" yelled Behrman. "Who said I will not bose? Go on. I come mit
you. For half an hour I haf peen trying to say dot I am ready to bose. Gott! dis is not any blace in
which one so goot as Miss Yohnsy shall lie sick. Some day I vill baint a masterpiece, and ve
shall all go away. Gott! yes."
Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. Sue pulled the shade down to the window-sill,
and motioned Behrman into the other room. In there they peered out the window fearfully at the
ivy vine. Then they looked at each other for a moment without speaking. A persistent, cold rain
was falling, mingled with snow. Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took his seat as the hermit miner
on an upturned kettle for a rock.
When Sue awoke from an hour's sleep the next morning she found Johnsy with dull, wideopen eyes staring at the drawn green shade.
"Pull it up; I want to see," she ordered, in a whisper.
Wearily Sue obeyed.
But, lo! after the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had endured through the livelong
night, there yet stood out against the brick wall one ivy leaf. It was the last one on the vine. Still
dark green near its stem, with its serrated edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution and decay,
it hung bravely from the branch some twenty feet above the ground.

<5>
"It is the last one," said Johnsy. "I thought it would surely fall during the night. I heard the
wind. It will fall to-day, and I shall die at the same time."
"Dear, dear!" said Sue, leaning her worn face down to the pillow, "think of me, if you won't
think of yourself. What would I do?"
But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest thing in all the world is a soul when it is making
ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The fancy seemed to possess her more strongly as one
by one the ties that bound her to friendship and to earth were loosed.
The day wore away, and even through the twilight they could see the lone ivy leaf clinging to
its stem against the wall. And then, with the coming of the night the north wind was again
loosed, while the rain still beat against the windows and pattered down from the low Dutch
eaves.
When it was light enough Johnsy, the merciless, commanded that the shade be raised.
The ivy leaf was still there.
Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it. And then she called to Sue, who was stirring her
chicken broth over the gas stove.
"I've been a bad girl, Sudie," said Johnsy. "Something has made that last leaf stay there to
show me how wicked I was. It is a sin to want to die. You may bring a me a little broth now, and
some milk with a little port in it, and - no; bring me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some
pillows about me, and I will sit up and watch you cook."
And hour later she said:
"Sudie, some day I hope to paint the Bay of Naples."
The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue had an excuse to go into the hallway as he left.
"Even chances," said the doctor, taking Sue's thin, shaking hand in his. "With good nursing
you'll win." And now I must see another case I have downstairs. Behrman, his name is - some
kind of an artist, I believe. Pneumonia, too. He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute.
There is no hope for him; but he goes to the hospital to-day to be made more comfortable."
The next day the doctor said to Sue: "She's out of danger. You won. Nutrition and care now that's all."
<6>
And that afternoon Sue came to the bed where Johnsy lay, contentedly knitting a very blue
and very useless woollen shoulder scarf, and put one arm around her, pillows and all.
"I have something to tell you, white mouse," she said. "Mr. Behrman died of pneumonia today in the hospital. He was ill only two days. The janitor found him the morning of the first day
in his room downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold.
They couldn't imagine where he had been on such a dreadful night. And then they found a
lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that had been dragged from its place, and some scattered
brushes, and a palette with green and yellow colours mixed on it, and - look out the window,
dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall. Didn't you wonder why it never fluttered or moved when the
wind blew? Ah, darling, it's Behrman's masterpiece - he painted it there the night that the last leaf
fell."

