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Introduction 

This course is a broad introduction to American literature. It is predicated on the 
evolution of literature throughout history and society. The aim is to cover the major 
literary tendencies via specific texts that relate to the socio-historical mutations of the 
USA.   

In the Western world, US literature is relatively the most recent, as compared with the 
French and English. Nevertheless, it has followed the same development pattern. First 
oral (exclusively indigenous ‘orature1’), then written (poetry, prose, and drama).  

 

Native American/  Indigenous  Undated 
Puritanism / Colonial 1620-1750 
Revolutionary Writings  1750-1800 
Romanticism 1800-1865 
Transcendentalism 1840-1860 
Realism 1865-1914 
Naturalism 1885-1930 
Regionalism 1865-1895 
Modernism 1914-1945 
Postmodernism 1945 -  

 

Table 1: Timeline 

 

The nexus between literary expressions and socio-historical changes is reciprocal: 
society affects literature which, in its turn, expresses the social/cultural concerns and, 
sometimes, anticipates them. This action/reaction mode is visible in American 
literature which has recorded the most prominent historical changes and prophesized 
(through science fiction and anticipation) the advent of other times and morals. 

The American literary expressions described their times and provoked socio-historical 
changes. For instance, Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s Cabin (         ) rose 
consciences about the horrors of slavery and is said to have indirectly urged Abraham 
Lincoln’s Emancipation Proclamation. John Steinbeck’s The Grapes of Wrath has 
forced the American Congress to look in the direction of Silent America and pass the 
Dust Bowl Act in favor of the devastated farmers. On the societal level, Robert 
Heinlein’s a Stranger in Strange Land (1961) has  anticipated and endorsed the Hippie 
Movement and it antiwar claims. 

   

                                                           
1 A generic French tem given to the ensemble of oral socio-cultural conventions – including oral storytelling.  



 

The table below exposes the major US literary movements and their features: 

  

Native American/                 Oral Tradition, Myths, Legends, 
Fables … 
Puritanism / Colonial             Geographical accounts  
Religious  
Revolutionary Writings:  Enlightenment and  the rise of 
political and social conscience.  
Romanticism:  Individual vs Society / Rejection of 
Puritanism  
Transcendentalism :           Mysticism and Self-empowerment  
Realism:                       raw and unmasked depiction of reality  
Naturalism:                                                Fiction of the South 
Regionalism :                                                        Local fiction 
Modernism:    Disillusionment / Reforms of the expression 
modes  
Postmodernism:                        Alienation & Experimentation 

 

Table 2: Literary Movements’ characteristics 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Revolutionary Writing 
Thomas Pain 

Common Sense (Excerpt) 
 

Source: Herb Social History for Every Classroom 

https://herb.ashp.cuny.edu/items/show/1127 

 

In these excerpts from the famous pamphlet Common Sense, Thomas Paine makes the 
case for independence from Britain. The alleged benefits of British rule, Paine asserts, 
are actually liabilities; he cites unfair trade policies and American entanglement in 
Britain's foreign wars. Published anonymously on January 10, 1776, the work spread 
quickly through the colonies (120,000 were said to have been distributed within three 
months), and went on to become one of the most famous documents of the American 
Revolution. 

 

In the following pages I offer nothing more than simple facts, plain arguments, and 
common sense. . . . 

 

I have heard it asserted by some, that as America has flourished under her former 
connection with Great-Britain, the same connection is necessary towards her future 
happiness, and will always have the same effect. Nothing can be more fallacious than 
this kind of argument. We may as well assert that because a child has thrived upon 
milk, that is never to have meat, or that the first twenty years of our lives is to become 
a precedent for the next twenty. But even this is admitting more than is true; for I 
answer. . . that America would have flourished as much, and probably much more, had 
no European power taken any notice of her. The commerce by which she hath 
enriched herself are the necessaries of life, and will always have a market while eating 
is the custom of Europe. 

 

But she has protected us, say some. . . . We have boasted the protection of Great 
Britain, without considering, that her motive was interest not attachment. . . . This new 
World hath been the asylum for the persecuted lovers of civil and religious liberty 
from every part of Europe. . . . As Europe is our market for trade, we ought to form no 
partial connection with any part of it. It is the true interest of America to steer clear of 
European contentions, which she never can do, while, by her dependence on Britain, 
she is made the make-weight in the scale of British politics. 



 

Europe is too thickly planted with Kingdoms to be long at peace, and whenever a war 
breaks out between England and any foreign power, the trade of America goes to ruin, 
because of her connection with Britain. . . . There is something absurd, in supposing a 
Continent to be perpetually governed by an island. . . . 

 

No man was a warmer wisher for a reconciliation than myself, before the fatal 
nineteenth of April, 1775 [the day of the battles of Lexington and Concord], but the 
moment the event of that day was made known, I rejected the hardened, sullen-
tempered Pharaoh of England for ever; and disdain the wretch, that with the pretended 
title of FATHER OF HIS PEOPLE can unfeelingly hear of their slaughter, and 
composedly sleep with their blood upon his soul. . . . 

 

Where, say some, is the king of America? I'll tell you, Friend, he reigns above, and 
doth not make havoc of mankind like the royal brute of Great Britain.... So far as we 
approve of monarchy. . . in America the law is king. . . . 

 

A government of our own is our natural right. . . . Ye that oppose independence now, 
ye know not what ye do: ye are opening the door to eternal tyranny. . . . There are 
thousands and tens of thousands, who would think it glorious to expel from the 
Continent, that barbarous and hellish power, which hath stirred up the Indians and the 
Negroes to destroy us. . . . 

 

O! ye that love mankind! Ye that dare oppose not only the tyranny but the tyrant, stand 
forth! Every spot of the old world is overrun with oppression. Freedom hath been 
hunted round the Globe. Asia and Africa have long expelled her. Europe regards her 
like a stranger, and England hath given her warning to depart. O! receive the fugitive, 
and prepare in time an asylum for mankind. 

 

SOURCE | Thomas Paine, Common Sense (Philadelphia: W & T Bradford, 1776); 
from The Gilder Lehrman Institute of American History, 
http://gilderlehrman.pastperfect-
online.com/33267cgi/mweb.exe?request=record;id=407F8541-C845-4A05-B1CD-
201253887840;type=301 

 

 

 



 

 
Romanticism 

Washington Irving : The Legend of Sleepy Hollow 
Source: Andi-Marquette 

https://andimarquette.com/books/romances/excerpt-the-secret-of-sleepy-hollow/ 

Tales 

(Chapter 1) 

 

Abby parked in a space practically in front of the Sleepy Hollow Historical Society, a 
one-story unremarkable brick building with a plain glass door. It blended well with the 
other structures, a mixture of brick and clapboard. The city fathers probably wanted to 
maintain a quaint, small-town charm in addition to the appeal of the village’s historical 
significance, which included its paranormal allure. 

Abby picked up the book from the passenger seat and opened it to the page she’d 
flagged with a Post-it note, to the story in this collection that teased her some days, 
haunted her others. How many times had she read this damn story, looking for clues to 
her own history? The title seemed to both mock and entice her. “The Legend of Sleepy 
Hollow.” Did Washington Irving have any idea, when this story was published in 
1820, how it would wend its way into the American psyche? How the legend of the 
headless horseman in this corner of New York and the disappearance of Ichabod Crane 
would spawn first, speculation and later, movies? 

She doubted it. No writer imagines that, even though Irving got a taste of it when he 
was alive, enjoying acclaim in the States and Europe. Abby flipped through the pages 
until she came to the first appearance of Katrina van Tassel, daughter of Baltus, one of 
the wealthiest men in Sleepy Hollow in the late 18th century. The Van Tassels were 
one of the founding families here, and when Ichabod arrived in 1799, Katrina 
immediately caught his attention. 

And then he disappeared one October night. Irving left this event open to speculation. 
Was it the headless horseman that haunted the area since the Revolutionary War who 
caused it? Or a cruel joke perpetrated by another of Katrina’s suitors, Abraham van 
Brunt, known as Brom Bones? Regardless, Ichabod disappeared in Irving’s story and 
from the historical record, leaving behind the legend of the headless horseman. And, 
Abby thought, lots and lots of questions. 

She got out of the car, still holding the book, and stretched. Though the late afternoon 
sun was warm, she grabbed her sweatshirt out of the back seat and put it on. This late 
in October, Abby knew the evening would be cool. Her laptop bag was on the floor 
behind the driver’s seat and she slipped the book into it then slung the bag over her 
shoulder and locked the car. 



An elderly man strolled past with a tiny dog dressed in an equally tiny blue sweater. 
He nodded at her and she smiled back. The dog glanced once at her, but clearly wasn’t 
interested in stopping for a pat from a stranger. It had other business to conduct, like 
sniffing a nearby tree, whose leaves were a blaze of fall colors. 

Abby approached the historical society and hesitated at the front door, her attention 
caught by a poster hanging on it below the open sign. The poster advertised the Sleepy 
Hollow Halloween festival, which was this weekend. The graphics included a creepy 
bridge, jack o’ lanterns, and a galloping horse whose rider had no head. She stared at it 
for a few moments and thought about Washington Irving, writing the story that would 
be the root of all of this hype, and the cause of her current fascination with American 
folklore. She wondered, if the horseman weren’t tied up in her own family’s history, 
would she care as much about Sleepy Hollow and its history? Probably not. 

A soft tone like a doorbell sounded somewhere in the back when Abby entered, but it 
wasn’t necessary because a woman stood at the counter, engaged with a stack of 
papers. She wore a faded denim shirt and her dark hair, streaked with gray, was pulled 
back from her face. 

The woman looked up over the rims of her reading glasses and smiled. “Hi, there. 
How can I help you?” She took her glasses off and set them on the counter. 

“Hi. I’m Abby Crane.” Abby unfastened the clasp of her bag. “I made an appointment 
a month ago to do some research here and I confirmed with someone—I think it was 
Robert—on Monday.” She pulled a business card out of her bag and handed it over. 

“Of course. Ms. Crane.” The woman picked up the card and glanced at it. “Tabitha.” 
She looked back at Abby. “There’s a name you don’t see every day.” 

“It has yet to make a comeback,” Abby said with a smile. She got a comment every 
time, when people realized her full name wasn’t Abigail. 

“It’s a lovely name.” She set the card on the counter. “You made the original 
appointment with me. I’m Luanne, but most everybody calls me Lu. How was your 
drive?” 

“Fine. I just thought I’d come by before you closed to introduce myself.” Abby re-
fastened her bag. 

“You didn’t have to do that, but I do appreciate it. Where are you staying?” 

“The Maple Tree Inn.” 

Lu smiled again. “Then you’ve already met Eleanor. She volunteers here. A font of 
information about local lore.” The phone rang. “One moment,” she said. 

Abby nodded as Lu answered and used the time Lu was talking to have a look around. 
The interior of the building was sleek and modern, unlike its brick exterior. This was 
an older building, completely refurbished, and painted in a ubiquitous museum-style 
shade of white, but the track lighting created a warm and welcoming atmosphere. 



 

Several display cases decorated the adjoining room, some on the walls and larger ones 
in the middle of the room. All but one held historic artifacts, including tools, daily 
implements, and explanatory cards that provided provenance and significance in the 
community. Sleepy Hollow was closely linked to Tarrytown. North Tarrytown had 
actually renamed itself Sleepy Hollow in 1996 in honor of Washington Irving’s story. 
But the focus in this room was on the agricultural and manufacturing base of the city, 
made ideal because the Hudson River was so close. Plus, its natural beauty had drawn 
lots of people, including the elite. The Rockefellers had a house here. 

The remaining display cases focused on prehistory, and included artifacts from the 
local Indian tribe that had occupied the area prior to white settlement. They’d done a 
good job setting it up, Abby thought. Someone had put a lot of thought into the choice 
of artifacts and how to display them, as well as what to write in the descriptions. It was 
better than some larger museums she’d been to. 

She was about to go into the second room when Lu joined her. 

“We’ve tried to ensure that we don’t forget the people who were here in this area 
before us.” Lu motioned at the prehistory case. “We maintain relationships with 
current tribes, and they graciously send us people to give talks throughout the year. 
Always well-attended, I might add.” Lu slipped her hands into the back pockets of her 
jeans. “History is important in places like this. Many of the people currently living 
here can trace their roots back to the original settlement. And a few can trace to a 
tribe.” A smile twitched at the corner of Lu’s lips. “People are people,” she said. 
“They tend to mix and mingle no matter what the conventional wisdom suggests. Of 
course, it’s very different in some ways here now. We’re a bedroom community for 
people who commute into Manhattan, but we’re pleased that we’ve been able to 
maintain a small town sort of ethos.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Transcendentalism  

Ralph Waldo Emerson : The Over-Soul 

Source: Emersoncentral.com  

https://emersoncentral.com/ebook/The-Over-Soul.pdf 

from Essays: First Series (1841) 

Type to enter text 

The Over-Soul 

"But souls that of his own good life partake, 

He loves as his own self; dear as his eye 

They are to Him: He'll never them forsake: 

When they shall die, then God himself shall die: 

They live, they live in blest eternity." 

 Henry More 

Space is ample, east and west, 

But two cannot go abreast, 

Cannot travel in it two: 

Yonder masterful cuckoo 

Crowds every egg out of the nest, 

Quick or dead, except its own; 

A spell is laid on sod and stone, 

The Over-Soul - Ralph Waldo Emerson 

There is a difference between one and another hour of life, in their authority and 

subsequent effect. Our faith comes in moments; our vice is habitual. Yet there is a 
depth in those brief moments which constrains us to ascribe more reality to them than 
to all other experiences. For this reason, the argument which is always forthcoming to 
silence those who conceive extraordinary hopes of man, namely, the appeal to 
experience, is for ever invalid and vain. We give up the past to the objector, and yet we 
hope. He must explain this hope. 

We grant that human life is mean; but how did we find out that it was mean? What is 
the ground of this uneasiness of ours; of this old discontent? What is the universal 
sense of want and ignorance, but the fine inuendo by which the soul makes its 



enormous claim? Why do men feel that the natural history of man has never been 
written, but he is always leaving behind what you have said of him, and it becomes 
old, and books of metaphysics worthless? The philosophy of six thousand years has 
not searched the chambers and magazines of the soul. In its experiments there has 
always remained, in the last analysis, a residuum it could not resolve. Man is a stream 
whose source is hidden. Our being is descending into us from we know not whence. 
The most exact calculator has no prescience that somewhat incalculable may not balk 
the very next moment. I am constrained every moment to acknowledge a higher origin 
for events than the will I call mine. 

Night and Day 've been tampered with, Every quality and pith Surcharged and sultry 
with a power That works its will on age and hour.  

As with events, so is it with thoughts. When I watch that flowing river, which, out of 
regions I see not, pours for a season its streams into me, I see that I am a pensioner; 
not a cause, but a surprised spectator of this ethereal water; that I desire and look up, 
and put myself in the attitude of reception, but from some alien energy the visions 
come. 

The Supreme Critic on the errors of the past and the present, and the only prophet of 
that which must be, is that great nature in which we rest, as the earth lies in the soft 
arms of the atmosphere; that Unity, that Over-soul, within which every man's 
particular being is contained and made one with all other; that common heart, of which 
all sincere conversation is the worship, to which all right action is submission; that 
overpowering reality which confutes our tricks and talents, and constrains every one to 
pass for what he is, and to speak from his character, and not from his tongue, and 
which evermore tends to pass into our thought and hand, and become wisdom, and 
virtue, and power, and beauty. We live in succession, in division, in parts, in particles. 
Meantime within man is the soul of the whole; the wise silence; the universal beauty, 
to which every part and particle is equally related; the eternal ONE. And this deep 
power in which we exist, and whose beatitude is all accessible to us, is not only self-
sufficing and perfect in every hour, but the act of seeing and the thing seen, the seer 
and the spectacle, the subject and the object, are one. We see the world piece by piece, 
as the sun, the moon, the animal, the tree; but the whole, of which these are the shining 
parts, is the soul. Only by the vision of that Wisdom can the horoscope of the ages be 
read, and by falling back on our better thoughts, by yielding to the spirit of prophecy 
which is innate in every man, we can know what it saith. Every man's words, who 
speaks from that life, must sound vain to those who do not dwell in the same thought 
on their own part. I dare not speak for it. My words do not carry its august sense; they 
fall short and cold. Only itself can inspire whom it will, and behold! their speech shall 
be lyrical, and sweet, and universal as the rising of the wind. Yet I desire, even by 
profane words, if I may not use sacred, to indicate the heaven of this deity, and to 
report what hints I have collected of the transcendent simplicity and energy of the 
Highest Law. 

If we consider what happens in conversation, in reveries, in remorse, in times of 
passion, in surprises, in the instructions of dreams, wherein often we see ourselves in 
masquerade, — the droll disguises only magnifying and enhancing a real element, and 



forcing it on our distinct notice, — we shall catch many hints that will broaden and 
lighten into knowledge of the secret of nature. All goes to show that the soul in man is 
not an organ, but animates and exercises all the organs; is not a function, like the 
power of memory, of calculation, of comparison, but uses these as hands and feet; is 
not a faculty, but a light; is not the intellect or the will, but the master of the intellect 
and the will; is the background of our being, in which they lie, — an immensity not 
possessed and that cannot be possessed. From within or from behind, a light shines 
through us upon things, and makes us aware that we are nothing, but the light is all. A 
man is the fasade of a temple wherein all wisdom and all good abide. What we 
commonly call man, the eating, drinking, planting, counting man, does not, as we 
know him, represent himself, but misrepresents himself. Him we do not respect, but 
the soul, whose organ he is, would he let it appear through his action, would make our 
knees bend. When it breathes through his intellect, it is genius; when it breathes 
through his will, it is virtue; when it flows through his affection, it is love. And the 
blindness of the intellect begins, when it would be something of itself. The weakness 
of the will begins, when the individual would be something of himself. All reform 
aims, in some one particular, to let the soul have its way through us; in other words, to 
engage us to obey. 

Of this pure nature every man is at some time sensible. Language cannot paint it with 
hiscolors. It is too subtile. It is undefinable, unmeasurable, but we know that it 
pervades and contains us. We know that all spiritual being is in man. A wise old 
proverb says, "God comes to see us without bell"; that is, as there is no screen or 
ceiling between our heads and the infinite heavens, so is there no bar or wall in the 
soul where man, the effect, ceases, and God, the cause, begins. The walls are taken 
away. We lie open on one side to the deeps of spiritual nature, to the attributes of God. 
Justice we see and know, Love, Freedom, Power. 

These natures no man ever got above, but they tower over us, and most in the moment 
when our interests tempt us to wound them. The sovereignty of this nature whereof we 
speak is made known by its independency of those limitations which circumscribe us 
on every hand. The soul circumscribes all things. As I have said, it contradicts all 
experience. In like manner it abolishes time and space. The influence of the senses has, 
in most men, overpowered the mind to that degree, that the walls of time and space 
have come to look real and insurmountable; and to speak with levity of these limits is, 
in the world, the sign of insanity. Yet time and space are but inverse measures of the 
force of the soul. The spirit sports with time, — 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Local Fiction - Naturalism 

Mark Twain: The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn 

Source: https://www.penguinrandomhouse.ca/books/326627/the-adventures-of-
huckleberry-finn-by-mark-twain/9780141334844/excerpt 

 

CHAPTER 1 

DISCOVER MOSES AND THE BULRUSHERS 

You don't know about me without you have read a book by the name of The 
Adventures of Tom Sawyer; but that ain't no matter. That book was made by Mr. Mark 
Twain, and he told the truth, mainly. There was things which he stretched, but mainly 
he told the truth. That is nothing. I never seen anybody but lied one time or another, 
without it was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or maybe Mary. Aunt Polly--Tom's Aunt 
Polly, she is--and Mary, and the Widow Douglas is all told about in that book, which 
is mostly a true book, with some stretchers, as I said before. 

Now the way that the book winds up is this: Tom and me found the money that the 
robbers hid in the cave, and it made us rich. We got six thousand dollars apiece--all 
gold. It was an awful sight of money when it was piled up. Well, Judge Thatcher he 
took it and put it out at interest, and it fetched us a dollar a day apiece all the year 
round--more than a body could tell what to do with. The Widow Douglas she took me 
for her son, and allowed she would sivilize me; but it was rough living in the house all 
the time, considering how dismal regular and decent the widow was in all her ways; 
and so when I couldn't stand it no longer I lit out. I got into my old rags and my sugar-
hogshead again, and was free and satisfied. But Tom Sawyer he hunted me up and said 
he was going to start a band of robbers, and I might join if I would go back to the 
widow and be respectable. So I went back. 

The widow she cried over me, and called me a poor lost lamb, and she called me a lot 
of other names, too, but she never meant no harm by it. She put me in them new 
clothes again, and I couldn't do nothing but sweat and sweat, and feel all cramped up. 
Well, then, the old thing commenced again. The widow rung a bell for supper, and you 
had to come to time. When you got to the table you couldn't go right to eating, but you 
had to wait for the widow to tuck down her head and grumble a little over the victuals, 
though there warn't really anything the matter with them--that is, nothing only 
everything was cooked by itself. In a barrel of odds and ends it is different; things get 
mixed up, and the juice kind of swaps around, and the things go better. 

After supper she got out her book and learned me about Moses and the Bulrushers, and 
I was in a sweat to find out all about him; but by and by she let it out that Moses had 
been dead a considerable long time; so then I didn't care no more about him, because I 
don't take no stock in dead people. 

 



Pretty soon I wanted to smoke, and asked the widow to let me. But she wouldn't. She 
said it was a mean practice and wasn't clean, and I must try to not do it any more. That 
is just the way with some people. They get down on a thing when they don't know 
nothing about it. Here she was a-bothering about Moses, which was no kin to her, and 
no use to anybody, being gone, you see, yet finding a power of fault with me for doing 
a thing that had some good in it. And she took snuff, too; of course that was all right, 
because she done it herself. 

Her sister, Miss Watson, a tolerable slim old maid, with goggles on, had just come to 
live with her, and took a set at me now with a spelling-book. She worked me middling 
hard for about an hour, and then the widow made her ease up. I couldn't stood it much 
longer. Then for an hour it was deadly dull, and I was fidgety. Miss Watson would say, 
"Don't put your feet up there, Huckleberry"; and "Don't scrunch up like that, 
Huckleberry--set up straight"; and pretty soon she would say, "Don't gap and stretch 
like that, Huckleberry--why don't you try to behave?" Then she told me all about the 
bad place, and I said I wished I was there. She got mad then, but I didn't mean no 
harm. All I wanted was to go somewheres; all I wanted was a change, I warn't 
particular. She said it was wicked to say what I said; said she wouldn't say it for the 
whole world; she was going to live so as to go to the good place. Well, I couldn't see 
no advantage in going where she was going, so I made up my mind I wouldn't try for 
it. But I never said so, because it would only make trouble, and wouldn't do no good. 

Now she had got a start, and she went on and told me all about the good place. She 
said all a body would have to do there was to go around all day long with a harp and 
sing, forever and ever. So I didn't think much of it. But I never said so. I asked her if 
she reckoned Tom Sawyer would go there, and she said not by a considerable sight. I 
was glad about that, because I wanted him and me to be together. 

Miss Watson she kept pecking at me, and it got tiresome and lonesome. By and by 
they fetched the niggers in and had prayers, and then everybody was off to bed. I went 
up to my room with a piece of candle, and put it on the table. Then I set down in a 
chair by the window and tried to think of something cheerful, but it warn't no use. I felt 
so lone-some I most wished I was dead. The stars were shining, and the leaves rustled 
in the woods ever so mournful; and I heard an owl, away off, who-whooing about 
somebody that was dead, and a whippowill and a dog crying about somebody that was 
going to die; and the wind was trying to whisper something to me, and I couldn't make 
out what it was, and so it made the cold shivers run over me. Then away out in the 
woods I heard that kind of a sound that a ghost makes when it wants to tell about 
something that's on its mind and can't make itself understood, and so can't rest easy in 
its grave, and has to go about that way every night grieving. I got so downhearted and 
scared I did wish I had some company. Pretty soon a spider went crawling up my 
shoulder, and I flipped it off and it lit in the candle; and before I could budge it was all 
shriveled up. I didn't need anybody to tell me that that was an awful bad sign and 
would fetch me some bad luck, so I was scared and most shook the clothes off of me. I 
got up and turned around in my tracks three times and crossed my breast every time; 
and then I tied up a little lock of my hair with a thread to keep witches away. But I 
hadn't no confidence. You do that when you've lost a horseshoe that you've found, 



instead of nailing it up over the door, but I hadn't ever heard anybody say it was any 
way to keep off bad luck when you'd killed a spider. 

I set down again, a-shaking all over, and got out my pipe for a smoke; for the house 
was all as still as death now, and so the widow wouldn't know. Well, after a long time 
I heard the clock away off in the town go boom--boom--boom--twelve licks; and all 
still again--stiller than ever. Pretty soon I heard a twig snap down in the dark amongst 
the trees--something was a-stirring. I set still and listened. Directly I could just barely 
hear a "me-yow! me-yow!" down there. That was good! Says I, "me-yow! me-yow!" 
as soft as I could, and then I put out the light and scrambled out of the window on to 
the shed. Then I slipped down to the ground and crawled in among the trees, and, sure 
enough, there was Tom Sawyer waiting for me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Realism 

John Steinbeck: The Grapes of Wrath 

 Source: 
http://alvaradohistory.com/yahoo_site_admin/assets/docs/3The_grapes_of_wrath.362193825.pdf 

The Grapes of Wrath 

John Steinbeck 

1 

 OVERVIEW 

Among the hardest-hit victims of the Great Depression were farmers. Dust storms in 
the Great Plains drove thousands of agricultural workers westward to California in 
hopes of finding work and new farms. John Steinbeck wrote about their problems in 
his Pulitzer Prize-winning novel, The Grapes of Wrath. Excerpts from the 1939 novel 
follow. 

 GUIDED READING As you read, consider the following questions: 

• How were rules, or laws, made and enforced in the migrants’ world? 

• What were the goals of the migrants? 

HE CARS OF THE MIGRANT PEOPLE crawled out of the side roads onto the great 
cross-country highway, and they took the migrant way to the West. 

In the daylight they scuttled like bugs to the westward; and as the dark caught them, 
they clustered like bugs near to shelter and to water. And because they were lonely and 
perplexed, because they had all come from a place of sadness and worry and defeat, 
and because they were all going to a new mysterious place, they huddled together; 
they talked together; they shared their lives, their food, and the things they hoped for 
in the new country. Thus it might be that one family camped near a spring, and another 
camped for the spring and for company, and a third because two families had 
pioneered the place and found it good. And when the sun went down, perhaps twenty 
families and twenty cars were there. 

In the evening a strange thing happened: the twenty families became one 

family, the children were the children of all. The loss of home became one loss, and 
the golden time in the West was one dream. And it might be that a sick child threw 
despair into the hearts of twenty families, of a hundred people; that a birth there in a 
tent kept a hundred people quiet and awestruck through the night and filled a hundred 
people with the birth-joy in the morning. A family which the night before had been 
lost and fearful might search its goods to find a present for a new baby. In the evening, 
sitting about the fires, the twenty were one. They grew to be units of the camps, units 
of the evenings and the nights. A guitar unwrapped from a blanket and tuned—and the 



songs, which were all of the people, were sung in the nights. Men sang the words, and 
women hummed the tunes. 

Every night a world created, complete with furniture—friends made and enemies 
established; a world complete with braggarts and with cowards, with quiet men, with 
humble men, with kindly men. Every night relationships that 

make a world, established; and every morning the world torn down like a circus. 

At first the families were timid in the building and tumbling worlds, but gradually the 
technique of building worlds became their technique. Then leaders emerged, then laws 
were made, then codes came into being. And as the worlds moved westward they were 
more complete and better furnished, for their builders were more experienced in 
building them. 

The families learned what rights must be observed—the right of privacy in the tent; the 
right to keep the past black hidden in the heart; the right to talk and to listen; the right 
to refuse help or to accept, to offer help or to decline it; the right of son to court and 
daughter to be courted; the right of the hungry to be fed; the rights of the pregnant and 
the sick to transcend all other rights. 

And the families learned, although no one told them, what rights are monstrous and 
must be destroyed: the right to intrude upon privacy, the right to be noisy while the 
camp slept, the right of seduction or rape, the right of adultery and theft and murder. 
These rights were crushed, because the little worlds could not exist for even a night 
with such rights alive. 

And as the worlds moved westward, rules became laws, although no one told the 
families. It is unlawful to foul near the camp; it is unlawful in any way to foul the 
drinking water; it is unlawful to eat good rich food near one who is hungry, unless he 
is asked to share. 

And with the laws, the punishments—and there were only two—a quick and 
murderous fight for ostracism; and ostracism was the worst. For if one broke the laws 
his name and face went with him, and he had no place in any world, no matter where 
created. 

In the worlds, social conduct became fixed and rigid, so that a man must say “Good 
morning” when asked for it, so that a man might have a willing girl if he stayed with 
her, if he fathered her children and protected them. But a man might not have one girl 
one night and another the next, for this would endanger the worlds. 

The families moved westward, and the technique of building the worlds improved so 
that the people could be safe in their worlds; and the form was so fixed that a family 
acting in the rules knew it was safe in the rules. 

There grew up government in the worlds, with leaders, with elders. A man who was 
wise found that his wisdom was needed in every camp; a man who was a fool could 
not change his folly with his world. And a kind of insurance developed in these nights. 
A man with food fed a hungry man, and thus insured himself against hunger. And 



when a baby died a pile of silver coins grew at the door flap, for a baby must be well 
buried, since it has had nothing else of life. An old man may be left in a potter's field, 
but not a baby. 

A certain physical pattern is needed for the building of a world—water, a river bank, a 
stream, a spring, or even a faucet unguarded. And there is needed enough flat land to 
pitch the tents, a little brush or wood to build the fires. If there is a garbage dump not 
too far off, all the better; for there can be found 

equipment—stove tops, a curved fender to shelter the fire, and cans to cook in and to 
eat from. 

And the worlds were built in the evening. The people, moving in from the highways, 
made them with their tents and their hearts and their brains. 

In the morning the tents came down, the canvas was folded, the tent poles tied along 
the running board, the beds put in place on the cars, the pots in their places. And as the 
families moved westward, the technique of building up a home in the evening and 
tearing it down with the morning light became fixed; so that the folded tent was 
packed in one place, the cooking pots counted in their box. And as the cars moved 
westward, each member of the family grew into his proper place, grew into his duties; 
so that each member, old and young, had his place in the car; so that in the weary, hot 
evenings, when the cars pulled into the camping places, each member had his duty and 
went to it without instruction: children to gather wood, to carry water; men to pitch 
tents and bring down the beds; women to cook the supper and to watch while the 
family fed. And this was done without command. The families, which had been units 
of which the boundaries were a house at night, a farm by day, changed their 
boundaries. In the long hot light, they were silent in the  cars moving slowly westward; 
but at night they integrated with any group they found. 

Thus they changed their social life—changed as in the whole universe only 

man can change. They were not farm men any more, but migrant men. And the 
thought, the planning, the long staring silence that had gone out to the fields, went now 
to the roads, to the distance, to the West. That man whose mind had been bound with 
acres lived with narrow concrete miles. And his thought and his worry were not any 
more with rainfall, with wind and dust, with the thrust of the crops. Eyes watched the 
tires, ears listened to the clattering motors, and minds struggled with oil, with gasoline, 
with the thinning rubber between air and road. Then a broken gear was tragedy. Then 
water in the evening was the yearning, and food over the fire. Then health to go on 
was the need and strength to go on, and spirit to go on. The wills thrust westward 
ahead of them, and fears that had once apprehended drought or flood now lingered 
with anything that might stop the westward crawling. 

The camps became fixed—each a short day’s journey from the last. 

And on the road the panic overcame some of the families, so that they drove night and 
day, stopped to sleep in the cars, and drove on to the West, flying from the road, flying 



from movement. And these lusted so greatly to be settled that they set their faces into 
the West and drove toward it, forcing the clashing engines over the roads. 

But most of the families changed and grew quickly into the new life. And when the 
sun went down— 

Time to look out for a place to stop. And—there’s some tents ahead. 

The car pulled off the road and stopped, and because others were there first, certain 
courtesies were necessary. And the man, the leader of the family, leaned from the car. 

Can we pull up here an’ sleep? 

Why, sure, be proud to have you. What State you from? Come all the way from 
Arkansas. 

They’s Arkansas people down that fourth tent. That so? 

And the great question. How’s the water? 

Well, she don’t taste so good, but they’s plenty. Well, thank ya. 

No thanks to me. 

But the courtesies had to be. The car lumbered over the ground to the end tent, and 
stopped. Then down from the car the weary people climbed, and stretched stiff bodies. 
Then the new tent sprang up; the children went for water and the older boys cut brush 
or wood. The fires started and supper was put on to boil or to fry. Early comers moved 
over, and States were exchanged, and friends and sometimes relatives discovered. 

Oklahoma, huh? What country? Cherokee. 

Why, I got folks there. Know the Allens? They’s Allens all over Cherokee. 

Know the Willises? 

Why, sure. 

And a new unit was formed. The dusk came, but before the dark was down the new 
family was of the camp. A word had been passed with every family. 

They were known people—good people. 

I knowed the Allens all my life. Simon Allen, ol’ Simon, had trouble with his first 
wife. She was part Cherokee. Purty as—as a black colt. 

Sure, an’ young Simon, he married a Rudolph, didn’ he? That’s what I thought. They 
went to live in Enid an’ done well—real well. 

Only Allen that ever done well. Got a garage. 

When the water was carried and the wood cut, the children walked shyly, cautiously 
among the tents. And they made elaborate acquaintanceship gestures. A boy stopped 



near another boy and studied a stone, picked it up, examined it closely, spat on it, and 
rubbed it clean and inspected it until he forced the other to demand, What you go 
there? 

And casually, Nothin’. Jus’ a rock. 

Well, what you lookin’ at it like that for? Thought I seen gold in it. 

How’d you know? Gold ain’t gold, it’s black in a rock. Sure, ever’body knows that. 

I bet it’s fool’s gold, an’ you figgered it was gold. 

That ain’t so, ‘cause Pa, he’s foun’ lots a gold an’ he tol’ me how to look. How’d you 
like to pick up a big ol’ piece a gold? 

Sa-a-ay! I’d git the bigges’ old son-a-bitching’ piece of candy you ever seen. I ain’t let 
to swear, but I do, anyways. 

Me too. Le’s go the spring. 

And young girls found each other and boasted shyly of their popularity and their 
prospects. The women worked over the fire, hurrying to get food to the stomachs of 
the family—pork if there was money in plenty, pork and potatoes and onions. Dutch-
oven biscuits or cornbread, and plenty of gravy to go over it. Side-meat or chops and a 
can of boiled tea, black and bitter. Fried dough in drippings if money was slim, dough 
fried crisp and brown and the drippings poured over it. 

Those families which were very rich or very foolish with their money ate canned beans 
and canned peaches and packaged bread and bakery cake; but they ate secretly, in their 
tents, for it would not have been good to eat such fine things openly. Even so, children 
eating their fried dough smelled the warming beans and were unhappy about it. 

When supper was over and the dishes dipped and wiped, the dark had come, and then 
the men squatted down to talk. 

And they talked of the land behind them. I don’ know what it’s coming to, they said. 
The country’s spoilt. 

It’ll come back, though, on’y we won’t be there. 

Maybe, they thought, maybe we sinned some way we didn’t know about. Fella says to 
me, gov’ment fella, an’ he says, she’s gullied up on ya. 

Gov’ment fella. He says, if ya plowed ‘cross the contour, she won’t gully. Never did 
have no chance to try her. An’ the new super’ ain’t plowin’ ‘cross the contour. 
Runnin’ a furrow four miles long that ain’t stoppin’ or goin’ aroun’ Jesus Christ 
Hisself. 

And they spoke softly of their homes: They was a little cool-house under the win’mill. 
Use’ ta keep milk in there ta cream up, an’ watermelons. Go in there midday when she 
was hotter’n a heifer, an’ she’d be jus’ as cool, as cool as you’d want. Cut open a 



melon in there an’ she’d hurt your mouth, she was so cool. Water drippin’ down from 
the tank. 

They spoke of their tragedies: Had a brother Charley, hair as yella as corn, an’ him a 
growed man. Played the ‘cordeen nice too. He was harrowin’ one day an’ he went up 
to clear his lines. Well, a rattlesnake buzzed an’ them horse bolted an’ the harrow went 
over Charley, an’ the points dug into his guts an’ his stomach, an’ they pulled his face 
off an’—God Almighty! 

They spoke of the future: Wonder what it’s like out there? 

Well, the pitchers sure do look nice. I seen one where it’s hot an’ fine, an’ walnut trees 
an’ berries; an’ right behind, close as a mule’s ass to his withers, they’s a tall up 
mountain covered with snow. That was a pretty thing to see. 

If we can get work it’ll be fine. Won’t have no cold in the winter. Kids won’t freeze on 
the way to school. I’m gonna take care my kids don’t miss no more school. I can read 
good, but it ain’t no pleasure to me like with a fella that’s used to it. 

And perhaps a man brought out a guitar to the front of his tent. And he sat on a box to 
play, and everyone in the camp moved slowly in toward him, drawn in toward him. 
Many man can chord a guitar, but perhaps this man   was a picker. There you have 
something—the deep chords beating, beating, while the melody runs on the strings like 
little footsteps. Heavy hard fingers marching on the frets. The man played and the 
people moved slowly in on him until the circle was closed and tight, and then he sang 
“Ten-Cent Cotton and Forty-Cent Meat.” And the circle sang softly with him. And he 
sang  “Why Do You Cut Your Hair, Girls?” And the circle sang. He wailed the song, 
“I’m Leaving Old Texas,” that eerie song that was sung before the Spaniards came, 
only the words were Indian then. 

And now the group was welded to one thing, one unit, so that in the dark the eyes of 
the people were inward, and their minds played in other times, and their sadness was 
like rest, like sleep. He sang the “McAlester Blues” and then, to make up for it to the 
older people, he sang “Jesus Calls Me to His Side.” The children drowsed with the 
music and went into the tents to sleep, and the singing came into their dreams. 

And after a while the man with the guitar stood up and yawned. Good night, folks, he 
said. 

And they murmured, Good night to you. 

And each wished he could pick a guitar, because it is a gracious thing. Then the people 
went to their beds, and the camp was quiet. And the owls coasted overhead, and the 
coyotes gabbled in the distance, and into the camp skunks walked, looking for bits of 
food—waddling, arrogant skunks, afraid of nothing. 

The night passed, and with the first streak of dawn the women came out of the tents, 
built up the fires, and put the coffee to boil. And the men came out and talked softly in 
the dawn. 



When you cross the Colorado river, there’s the desert, they say. Look out for the 
desert. See you don’t get hung up. Take plenty water, case you get hung up. 

I’m gonna take her at night. 

Me too. She’ll cut the living Jesus outa you. 

The families ate quickly, and the dishes were dipped and wiped. The tents came down. 
There was a rush to go. And when the sun arose, the camping place was vacant, only a 
little litter left by the people. And the camping place was ready for a new world in a 
new night. 

But along the highway the cars of the migrant people crawled out like bugs, and the 
narrow concrete miles stretched ahead. 

Source: “Chapter 17” from The Grapes of Wrath, by John Steinbeck. Copyright 1939, 
renewed © 1967 by John Steinbeck. Used by permission of Viking Penguin, a division 
of Penguin Putnam, Inc. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Modernism 

Ernest Hemingway: For Whom the Bell Tolls 

Source: https://www.npr.org/books/titles/137978428/for-whom-the-bell-tolls#excerpt 

 

"This is my business," Robert Jordan said. "We can discuss it together. Do you wish to 
help us with the sacks?" 

"No," said Pablo and shook his head. 

The old man turned toward him suddenly and spoke rapidly and furiously in a dialect 
that Robert Jordan could just follow. It was like reading Quevedo. Anselmo was 
speaking old Castilian and it went something like this, "Art thou a brute? Yes. Art thou 
a beast? Yes, many times. Hast thou a brain? Nay. None. Now we come for something 
of consummate importance and thee, with thy dwelling place to be undisturbed, puts 
thy fox-hole before the interests of humanity. Before the interests of thy people. I this 
and that in the this and that of thy father. I this and that and that in thy this. Pick up 
that bag." 

Pablo looked down. 

"Every one has to do what he can do according to how it can be truly done," he said. "I 
live here and I operate beyond Segovia. If you make a disturbance here, we will be 
hunted out of these mountains. It is only by doing nothing here that we are able to live 
in these mountains. It is the principle of the fox." 

"Yes," said Anselmo bitterly. "It is the principle of the fox when we need the wolf." 

"I am more wolf than thee," Pablo said and Robert Jordan knew that he would pick up 
the sack. 

"Hi. Ho...." Anselmo looked at him. "Thou art more wolf than me and I am sixty-eight 
years old." 

He spat on the ground and shook his head. 

"You have that many years?" Robert Jordan asked, seeing that now, for the moment, it 
would be all right and trying to make it go easier. 

"Sixty-eight in the month of July." 

"If we should ever see that month," said Pablo. "Let me help you with the pack," he 
said to Robert Jordan. "Leave the other to the old man." He spoke, not sullenly, but 
almost sadly now. "He is an old man of great strength." 

"I will carry the pack," Robert Jordan said. 

"Nay," said the old man. "Leave it to this other strong man." 



"I will take it," Pablo told him, and in his sullenness there was a sadness that was 
disturbing to Robert Jordan. He knew that sadness and to see it here worried him. 

"Give me the carbine then," he said and when Pablo handed it to him, he slung it over 
his back and, with the two men climbing ahead of him, they went heavily, pulling and 
climbing up the granite shelf and over its upper edge to where there was a green 
clearing in the forest. 

They skirted the edge of the little meadow and Robert Jordan, striding easily now 
without the pack, the carbine pleasantly rigid over his shoulder after the heavy, 
sweating pack weight, noticed that the grass was cropped down in several places and 
signs that picket pins had been driven into the earth. He could see a trail through the 
grass where horses had been led to the stream to drink and there was the fresh manure 
of several horses. They picket them here to feed at night and keep them out of sight in 
the timber in the daytime, he thought. I wonder how many horses this Pablo has? 

He remembered now noticing, without realizing it, that Pablo's trousers were worn 
soapy shiny in the knees and thighs. I wonder if he has a pair of boots or if he rides in 
those alpargatas, he thought. He must have quite an outfit. But I don't like that sadness, 
he thought. That sadness is bad. That's the sadness they get before they quit or before 
they betray. That is the sadness that comes before the sell-out. 

Ahead of them a horse whinnied in the timber and then, through the brown trunks of 
the pine trees, only a little sunlight coming down through their thick, almost-touching 
tops, he saw the corral made by roping around the tree trunks. The horses had their 
heads pointed toward the men as they approached, and at the foot of a tree, outside the 
corral, the saddles were piled together and covered with a tarpaulin. 

As they came up, the two men with the packs stopped, and Robert Jordan knew it was 
for him to admire the horses. 

"Yes," he said. "They are beautiful." He turned to Pablo. "You have your cavalry and 
all." 

There were five horses in the rope corral, three bays, a sorrel, and a buckskin. Sorting 
them out carefully with his eyes after he had seen them first together, Robert Jordan 
looked them over individually. Pablo and Anselmo knew how good they were and 
while Pablo stood now proud and less sad-looking, watching them lovingly, the old 
man acted as though they were some great surprise that he had produced, suddenly, 
himself. 

"How do they look to you?" he asked. 

"All these I have taken," Pablo said and Robert Jordan was pleased to hear him speak 
proudly. 

"That," said Robert Jordan, pointing to one of the bays, a big stallion with a white 
blaze on his forehead and a single white foot, the near front, "is much horse." 



He was a beautiful horse that looked as though he had come out of a painting by 
Velásquez. 

 

"They are all good," said Pablo. "You know horses?" 

"Yes." 

"Less bad," said Pablo. "Do you see a defect in one of these?" 

Robert Jordan knew that now his papers were being examined by the man who could 
not read. 

The horses all still had their heads up looking at the man. Robert Jordan slipped 
through between the double rope of the corral and slapped the buckskin on the haunch. 
He leaned back against the ropes of the enclosure and watched the horses circle the 
corral, stood watching them a minute more, as they stood still, then leaned down and 
came out through the ropes. 

"The sorrel is lame in the off hind foot," he said to Pablo, not looking at him. "The 
hoof is split and although it might not get worse soon if shod properly, she could break 
down if she travels over much hard ground." 

"The hoof was like that when we took her," Pablo said. 

"The best horse that you have, the white-faced bay stallion, has a swelling on the upper 
part of the cannon bone that I do not like." 

"It is nothing," said Pablo. "He knocked it three days ago. If it were to be anything it 
would have become so already." 

He pulled back the tarpaulin and showed the saddles. There were two ordinary 
vaquero's or herdsman's saddles, like American stock saddles, one very ornate 
vaquero's saddle, with hand-tooled leather and heavy, hooded stirrups, and two 
military saddles in black leather. 

"We killed a pair of guardia civil," he said, explaining the military saddles. 

"That is big game." 

"They had dismounted on the road between Segovia and Santa Maria del Real. They 
had dismounted to ask papers of the driver of a cart. We were able to kill them without 
injuring the horses." 

"Have you killed many civil guards?" Robert Jordan asked. 

"Several," Pablo said. "But only these two without injury to the horses." 

"It was Pablo who blew up the train at Arevalo," Anselmo said. "That was Pablo." 



"There was a foreigner with us who made the explosion," Pablo said. "Do you know 
him?" 

"What is he called?" 

"I do not remember. It was a very rare name." 

"What did he look like?" 

"He was fair, as you are, but not as tall and with large hands and a broken nose." 

"Kashkin," Robert Jordan said. "That would be Kashkin." 

"Yes," said Pablo. "It was a very rare name. Something like that. What has become of 
him?" 

"He is dead since April." 

"That is what happens to everybody," Pablo said, gloomily. "That is the way we will 
all finish." 

"That is the way all men end," Anselmo said. "That is the way men have always 
ended. What is the matter with you, man? What hast thou in the stomach?" 

"They are very strong," Pablo said. It was as though he were talking to himself. He 
looked at the horses gloomily. "You do not realize how strong they are. I see them 
always stronger, always better armed. Always with more material. Here am I with 
horses like these. And what can I look forward to? To be hunted and to die. Nothing 
more." 

"You hunt as much as you are hunted," Anselmo said. 

"No," said Pablo. "Not any more. And if we leave these mountains now, where can we 
go? Answer me that? Where now?" 

"in Spain there are many mountains. There are the Sierra de Gredos if one leaves 
here." 

"Not for me," Pablo said. "I am tired of being hunted. Here we are all right. Now if 
you blow a bridge here, we will be hunted. If they know we are here and hunt for us 
with planes, they will find us. If they send Moors to hunt us out, they will find us and 
we must go. I am tired of all this. You hear?" He turned to Robert Jordan. "What right 
have you, a foreigner, to come to me and tell me what I must do?" 

"I have not told you anything you must do," Robert Jordan said to him. 

"You will though," Pablo said. "There. There is the badness." 

He pointed at the two heavy packs that they had lowered to the ground while they had 
watched the horses. Seeing the horses had seemed to bring this all to a head in him and 
seeing that Robert Jordan knew horses had seemed to loosen his tongue. The three of 
them stood now by the rope corral and the patchy sunlight shone on the coat of the bay 



stallion. Pablo looked at him and then pushed with his foot against the heavy pack. 
"There is the badness." 

"I come only for my duty," Robert Jordan told him. "I come under orders from those 
who are conducting the war. If I ask you to help me, you can refuse and I will find 
others who will help me. I have not even asked you for help yet. I have to do what I 
am ordered to do and I can promise you of its importance. That I am a foreigner is not 
my fault. I would rather have been born here." 

"To me, now, the most important is that we be not disturbed here," Pablo said. "To me, 
now, my duty is to those who are with me and to myself." 

"Thyself. Yes," Anselmo said. "Thyself now since a long time. Thyself and thy horses. 
Until thou hadst horses thou wert with us. Now thou art another capitalist more." 

"That is unjust," said Pablo. "I expose the horses all the time for the cause." 

"Very little," said Anselmo scornfully. "Very little in my judgment. To steal, yes. To 
eat well, yes. To murder, yes. To fight, no." 

"You are an old man who will make himself trouble with his mouth." 

"I am an old man who is afraid of no one," Anselmo told him. "Also I am an old man 
without horses." 

"You are an old man who may not live long." 

"I am an old man who will live until I die," Anselmo said. "And I am not afraid of 
foxes." 

Pablo said nothing but picked up the pack. 

"Nor of wolves either," Anselmo said, picking up the other pack. "If thou art a wolf." 

"Shut thy mouth," Pablo said to him. "Thou art an old man who always talks too 
much." 

"And would do whatever he said he would do," Anselmo said, bent under the pack. 
"And who now is hungry. And thirsty. Go on, guerilla leader with the sad face. Lead 
us to something to eat." 

It is starting badly enough, Robert Jordan thought. But Anselmo's a man. They are 
wonderful when they are good, he thought. There is no people like them when they are 
good and when they go bad there is no people that is worse. Anselmo must have 
known what he was doing when he brought us here. But I don't like it. I don't like any 
of it. 

The only good sign was that Pablo was carrying the pack and that he had given him 
the carbine. Perhaps he is always like that, Robert Jordan thought. Maybe he is just 
one of the gloomy ones. 



No, he said to himself, don't fool yourself. You do not know how he was before; but 
you do know that he is going bad fast and without hiding it. When he starts to hide it 
he will have made a decision. Remember that, he told himself. The first friendly thing 
he does, he will have made a decision. They are awfully good horses, though, he 
thought, beautiful horses. I wonder what could make me feel the way those horses 
make Pablo feel. The old man was right. The horses made him rich and as soon as he 
was rich he wanted to enjoy life. Pretty soon he'll feel bad because he can't join the 
Jockey Club, I guess, he thought. Pauvre Pablo. Il a manqué son Jockey. 

That idea made him feel better. He grinned, looking at the two bent backs and the big 
packs ahead of him moving through the trees. He had not made any jokes with himself 
all day and now that he had made one he felt much better. You're getting to be as all 
the rest of them, he told himself. You're getting gloomy, too. He'd certainly been 
solemn and gloomy with Golz. The job had overwhelmed him a little. Slightly 
overwhelmed, he thought. Plenty overwhelmed. Golz was gay and he had wanted him 
to be gay too before he left, but he hadn't been. 

All the best ones, when you thought it over, were gay. It was much better to be gay 
and it was a sign of something too. It was like having immortality while you were still 
alive. That was a complicated one. There were not many of them left though. No, there 
were not many of the gay ones left. There were very damned few of them left. And if 
you keep on thinking like that, my boy, you won't be left either. Turn off the thinking 
now, old timer, old comrade. You're a bridge-blower now. Not a thinker. Man, I'm 
hungry, he thought. I hope Pablo eats well. 
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The Catcher in the Rye 

by J. D. Salinger 

Chapter 1 

 

IF YOU REALLY WANT TO HEAR about it, the first thing you'll probably want to 
know is where I was born, and what my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents 
were occupied and all before they had me, and all that David Copperfield kind of crap, 
but I don't feel like going into it, if you want to know the truth. In the first place, that 
stuff bores me, and in the second place, my parents would have about two 
hemorrhages apiece if I told anything pretty personal about them. They're quite touchy 
about anything like that, especially my father. They're nice and allóI'm not saying that-
but they're also touchy as hell. Besides, I'm not going to tell you my whole goddam 
autobiography or anything. I'll just tell you about this madman stuff that happened to 
me around last Christmas just before I got pretty run-down and had to come out here 
and take it easy. I mean that's all I told D.B. about, and he's my brother and all. He's in 
Hollywood. That isn't too far from this crumby place, and he comes over and visits me 
practically every week end. He's going to drive me home when I go home next month 
maybe. He just got a Jaguar. One of those lithe English jobs that can do around two 
hundred miles an hour. It cost him damn near four thousand bucks. He's got a lot of 
dough, now. He didn't use to. He used to be just a regular writer, when he was home. 
He wrote this terrific book of short stories, The Secret Goldfish, in case you never 
heard of him. The best one in it was "The Secret Goldfish." It was about this little kid 
that wouldn't let anybody look at his goldfish because he'd bought it with his own 
money. It killed me. Now he's out in Hollywood, D.B., being a prostitute. If there's one 
thing I hate, it's the movies. Don't even mention them to me. 

 

Where I want to start telling is the day I left Pencey Prep. Pencey Prep is this school 
that's in Agerstown, Pennsylvania. You probably heard of it. You've probably seen the 
ads, anyway. They advertise in about a thousand magazines, always showing some 
hot-shot guy on a horse jumping over a fence. Like as if all you ever did at Pencey was 
play polo all the time. I never even once saw a horse anywhere near the place. And 
underneath the guy on the horse's picture, it always says: "Since 1888 we have been 
molding boys into splendid, clear-thinking young men." Strictly for the birds. They 
don't do any damn more molding at Pencey than they do at any other school. And I 
didn't know anybody there that was splendid and clear-thinking and all. Maybe two 
guys. If that many. And they probably came to Pencey that way. 

 



Anyway, it was the Saturday of the football game with Saxon Hall. The game with 
Saxon Hall was supposed to be a very big deal around Pencey. It was the last game of 
the year, and you were supposed to commit suicide or something if old Pencey didn't 
win. I remember around three o'clock that afternoon I was standing way the hell up on 
top of Thomsen Hill, right next to this crazy cannon that was in the Revolutionary War 
and all. You could see the whole field from there, and you could see the two teams 
bashing each other all over the place. You couldn't see the grandstand too hot, but you 
could hear them all yelling, deep and terrific on the Pencey side, because practically 
the whole school except me was there, and scrawny and faggy on the Saxon Hall side, 
because the visiting team hardly ever brought many people with them. 

 

There were never many girls at all at the football games. Only seniors were allowed to 
bring girls with them. It was a terrible school, no matter how you looked at it. I like to 
be somewhere at least where you can see a few girls around once in a while, even if 
they're only scratching their arms or blowing their noses or even just giggling or 
something. Old Selma Thurmer-she was the headmaster's daughter-showed up at the 
games quite often, but she wasn't exactly the type that drove you mad with desire. She 
was a pretty nice girl, though. I sat next to her once in the bus from Agerstown and we 
sort of struck up a conversation. I liked her. She had a big nose and her nails were all 
bitten down and bleedy-looking and she had on those damn falsies that point all over 
the place, but you felt sort of sorry for her. What I liked about her, she didn't give you 
a lot of horse manure about what a great guy her father was. She probably knew what a 
phony slob he was. 

 

The reason I was standing way up on Thomsen Hill, instead of down at the game, was 
because I'd just got back from New York with the fencing team. I was the goddam 
manager of the fencing team. Very big deal. We'd gone in to New York that morning 
for this fencing meet with McBurney School. Only, we didn't have the meet. I left all 
the foils and equipment and stuff on the goddam subway. It wasn't all my fault. I had 
to keep getting up to look at this map, so we'd know where to get off. So we got back 
to Pencey around two-thirty instead of around dinnertime. The whole team ostracized 
me the whole way back on the train. It was pretty funny, in a way. 

 

The other reason I wasn't down at the game was because I was on my way to say good-
by to old Spencer, my history teacher. He had the grippe, and I figured I probably 
wouldn't see him again till Christmas vacation started. He wrote me this note saying he 
wanted to see me before I went home. He knew I wasn't coming back to Pencey. 

 

I forgot to tell you about that. They kicked me out. I wasn't supposed to come back 
after Christmas vacation, on account of I was flunking four subjects and not applying 
myself and all. They gave me frequent warning to start applying myself-especially 



around mid-terms, when my parents came up for a conference with old Thurmer-but I 
didn't do it. So I got the ax. They give guys the ax quite frequently at Pencey. It has a 
very good academic rating, Pencey. It really does. 

 

Anyway, it was December and all, and it was cold as a witch's teat, especially on top 
of that stupid hill. I only had on my reversible and no gloves or anything. The week 
before that, somebody'd stolen my camel's-hair coat right out of my room, with my 
fur-lined gloves right in the pocket and all. Pencey was full of crooks. Quite a few 
guys came from these very wealthy families, but it was full of crooks anyway. The 
more expensive a school is, the more crooks it has-I'm not kidding. Anyway, I kept 
standing next to that crazy cannon, looking down at the game and freezing my ass off. 
Only, I wasn't watching the game too much. What I was really hanging around for, I 
was trying to feel some kind of a good-by. I mean I've left schools and places I didn't 
even know I was lean7ing them. I hate that. I don't care if it's a sad good-by or a bad 
good-by, but when I leave a place I like to know I'm leaving it. If you don't, you feel 
even worse. 

 

I was lucky. All of a sudden I thought of something that helped make me know I was 
getting the hell out. I suddenly remembered this time, in around October, that I and 
Robert Tichener and Paul Campbell were chucking a football around, in front of the 
academic building. They were nice guys, especially Tichener. It was just before dinner 
and it was getting pretty dark out, but we kept chucking the ball around anyway. It 
kept getting darker and darker, and we could hardly see the ball any more, but we 
didn't want to stop doing what we were doing. Finally we had to. This teacher that 
taught biology, Mr. Zambesis stuck his head out of this window in the academic 
building and told us to go back to the dorm and get ready for dinner. If I get a chance 
to remember that kind of stuff, I can get a good-by when I need one-at least, most of 
the time I can. As soon as I got it, I turned around and started running down the other 
side of the hill, toward old Spencer's house. He didn't live on the campus. He lived on 
Anthony Wayne Avenue. 

 

I ran all the way to the main gate, and then I waited a second till I got my breath. I 
have no wind, if you want to know the truth. I'm quite a heavy smoker, for one thing-
that is, I used to be. They made me cut it out. Another thing, I grew six and a half 
inches last year. That's also how I practically got t.b. and came out here for all these 
goddam checkups and stuff. I'm pretty healthy, though. 

 

Anyway, as soon as I got my breath back I ran across Route 204. It was icy as hell and 
I damn near fell down. I don't even know what I was running for-I guess I just felt like 
it. After I got across the road, I felt like I was sort of disappearing. It was that kind of a 



crazy afternoon, terrifically cold, and no sun out or anything, and you felt like you 
were disappearing every time you crossed a road. 

 

Boy, I rang that doorbell fast when I got to old Spencer's house. I was really frozen. 
My ears were hurting and I could hardly move my fingers at all. "C'mon, c'mon," I 
said right out loud, almost, "somebody open the door." Finally old Mrs. Spencer 
opened it. They didn't have a maid or anything, and they always opened the door 
themselves. They didn't have too much dough. 

"Holden!" Mrs. Spencer said. "How lovely to see you! Come in, dear! Are you frozen 
to death?" I think she was glad to see me. She liked me. At least, I think she did. 

Boy, did I get in that house fast. "How are you, Mrs. Spencer?" I said. "How's Mr. 
Spencer?" 

"Let me take your coat, dear," she said. She didn't hear me ask her how Mr. Spencer 
was. She was sort of deaf. 

She hung up my coat in the hall closet, and I sort of brushed my hair back with my 
hand. I wear a crew cut quite frequently and I never have to comb it much. "How'd you 
been, Mrs. Spencer?" I said again, only louder, so she'd hear me. 

"I've been just fine, Holden." She closed the closet door. "How have you been?" The 
way she asked me, I knew right away old Spencer'd told her I'd been kicked out. 

"Fine," I said. "How's Mr. Spencer? He over his grippe yet?" 

"Over it! Holden, he's behaving like a perfect-I don't know what . . . He's in his room, 
dear. Go right in." 

 

Excerpted from THE CATCHER IN THE RYE (c) 2003 by J. D. Salinger. Reprinted 
with permission by Back Bay Books. All rights reserved.  
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