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A path %* 5 a wagon track.
Z L . the street ™~

—a2—FF -T2 VT 4D [BAREN—ARE]
"A Worn Path" & &% (E)

oA R —

T A AEREFERL—FF - 72T 4 (Eudora Welty, 1909-2001) D45
B [BAENR—AE] "AWorn Path' # CEX B EITHELIFATHR S, TOB
BT, COFERRVCBYPICHRTESLZEPHBELTL 28, Fhiion
TIIHERBICF LD TERT L,

"A Worn Path" i 19414E 2 A The Atlantic Monthly \Z35#R S . FI4ELLIERE
£ [0 H—F ] A Curtain of Green (New York: Doubleday,1941) {ZIU &
nhe B, ThzBEIELA-DD (B%A Worn Path. & E Bruce
Schwartz, 1994 FE#lIfE. LEEFE 214388 & YouTube TEIA 2 L ASTE %,

HHT23T57 7 A MIEBOEREE, pp27l-86ThHb, UTTIE, 77 A
FMEAEEMICIPS28E TORSICHTTHREETA, bHHAREXLTIEZ
D& B EIE RV,

(B, ARBEPRYVELRZDT, kL FTO221l41), £5TIEEE, X
FTET2HEBTHILT25),

TIAM
A WORN PATH

It was December—a bright frozen day in the early morning. Far out in the coun-



Apath# 5 awagon track. © L C, thestreet~ 79

try there was an old Negro woman with her head tied in a red rag, coming along
a path through the pinewoods. Her name was Phoenix Jackson. She was very old
and small and she walked slowly in the dark pine shadows, moving a little from
side to side in her steps, with the balanced heaviness and lightness of a pendulum
in a grandfather clock. She carried a thin, small cane made from an umbrella, and
with this she kept tapping the frozen earth in front of her. This made a grave and
persistent noise in the still air that seemed meditative, like the chirping of a soli-

tary little bird.

# R

It was December & DHEEDFE ) FIIMEE Welty £ E XTI v WEFRIZL
A, EAHROENFTH S,

Welty 12 Z DEROHEDEIRE XD X H BTV 5, "One day I saw a
solitary old woman like Phoenix. She was walking; I saw her, at middle distance,
in a winter country landscape, and watched her slowly make her way across my
line of vision. The sight of her made me write the story. " Eudora Welty. The Eye
of the Story—Selected Essays and Reviews (Random House, 1978), p.161. Z
Z T Welty i "a solitary old woman" % "an old Negro woman" {Z. "a winter coun-
try landscape" % "It was December" IZ5FE L TV 5, 12RIZL7DiR, $H 2
A COWEEZVARADWEIILTVENLTHE, 77 A 14, 17, 23
ZH,

Far outin the country [EPEENS (3T Yy ¥MD) HE], BiZbhrb
X9 ZZRREIVYYEMNFF = XdE (the Old Natchez Trace) A% o T
Wb, BYFOERBHIEIN? WeltyPEEDIZEALZRILZIV Y Y
¥ JH %8 Jackson2*. ZH & . the Old Natchez Trace D #& M T, F AL
Phoenix D Jk? B i # TH 5 Natchez DE A7 727 X b 1953REH,

an old Negrowoman 7&iZb05LHI2 (F7AMI6ER), TOBAELR
OERITI00FE TR LD (EBIE. BRI FLHHRINVT, Thp
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DHEBEZRICHLZEPHD, BIPLEVEEZREIEZLZ V. EHITRIC
bird X (77 A 2B, BALRS TRERR 1865F) DRIZIE. HK
EMERICT IR ERY T8 TW] (AFHEBH6R SV P 2B TY
72) DIEHS, EEOEFITI850 - 60FEHEHEEL T, Thd b X £ 1004558
(o 72X 1940 - 50FE, T T OERORERE 1941 FICKE—T
5o

Nancy K. Butterworthid, Z OEEEDIW 212, Phoenix %7 X ) #BAD
b& (avatar) & 2. RLHE X722 100E IR ST 5 ARMEESERTIC
ELITOT AN HBAOBERORBIIBREZRZL T2 LB 5, "The
most compelling reason for seeing Phoenix as an avatar of her race is her almost
mythic age. This extreme age serves a symbolic function of allowing her per-
sonally to have spanned the entire history of the black people from antebellum
days to those just prior to the civil rights movement." Nancy K. Butterworth. "From
Civil War to Civil Rights: Race Relations in Welty's 'A Worn Path." Dawn
Trouard. ed. Fudora Welty: Eye of the Storyteller (Kent State University Press,
1989), p.167. Z® & 912 LT, Butterworthid Z D{ER % 7 X J A B ADEHR
E7 LI A NVICHC R EBRLTW A,

with her head tied in a red rag ragl3fB#E T NV &S, [HERVNY S
FTEAZL

a path A way beaten or trodden by the feet of men or beasts; a track formed
incidentally by passage between places, rather than expressly planned and con-
structed to accommodate traffic; a narrow unmade and (usually) unenclosed way
across the open country, through woods or fields, over a mountain, etc.; a foot-
way or footpath, as opposed to a road for vehicles; hence applied also to a walk
made for foot-passengers, in a garden, park, wood, or the like. OED. [ (ED@h
W) ME, Fl BRAKRERIT 120N T, £0ll5EIL, path 2 5 wagon
track. road. street~&Ebo T, &I Tid. pathidpinewoods (= #)
ZENIRIT B,
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%P, TZTliapath £ %o TWa2 EmdD % 4 FVita worn path T,
wormn & W) BAEFAIRE LN TW5BH, Worn=showing the results of use or
attrition. OED TH 545, T DEIEZT TIC (PhoenixiZ& o T ?) MED AR
SN EEERL TN,

Phoenix Jackson Phoenixit™ Y 7 MiEE TR R, i /finiks/o
Jackson i Mississippi MO MHEDZFI T b & %o Welty i3 Phoenix & v 9 £ H]
EOFZ EIZDVWTRD L HIZFE - TWwWhb, "Of course I knew what that
meant when I named Phoenix Jackson, but it was also a name that was common
among old black women. White owners often gave their slaves mythological
names, so we have a lot of Homers and Ulysses and Parthenias. Also, poor peo-
ple in the South tend to give their children beautiful names. They think, Well, at
least I can give her a pretty name.' And they do." Peggy Whitman Prenshaw. ed.
More Conversations with Eudora Welty (University Press of Mississippi, 1966),
p.84.

with the balanced heaviness and lightness of a pendulum in a grandfa-
ther clock [REEIDIR) FOLIICEVER) LBEVER)ENT R X
<lo

This made ... like the chirping of a solitary little bird. [ (DR b h 12
o TVWBWET, Holet2MERKITH L) B LREROFIZHR THY 2
BEelT TOFRHELWARDIZTVIIMT, BRI -TwaD2E
beB L) Eolle WEIIMTDBBIZIFE->TWEOH? BThhS LI,
HRDBRIIHNT BB NWTH %, Alfred Appel, JriZ L, 2 2 Tha solitary
little bird X, ¥WFERHE (727 A F22) T, Phoenix|ZF D Z & % holding his
mouth open like alittlebird E o TWA Z L IZ@U 5 &£\, Alfred Appel, Jr.
A Season of Dreams: The Fiction of Eudora Welty (Louisiana State University
Press, 1965), p.166.
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She wore a dark striped dress reaching down to her shoe tops, and an equally
long apron of bleached sugar sacks, with a full pocket: all neat and tidy, but every
time she took a step she might have fallen over her shoelaces, which dragged from
her unlaced shoes. She looked straight ahead. Her eyes were blue with age. Her
skin had a pattern all its own of numberless branching wrinkles and as though a
whole little tree stood in the middle of her forehead, but a golden color ran under-
neath, and the two knobs of her cheeks were illumined by a yellow burning under
the dark. Under the red rag her hair came down on her neck in the frailest of

ringlets, still black, and with an odor like copper.

bleached sugar sacks [WiSNTHL %o/ (WHEERED) ML,

every time (3#Healo [ 357U L2 | (whenever).

unlaced shoes [#U 3 DOfFIF7-#t]. |2 Phoenix %1% HARAICHE
ATHBEITERD, LHL, STTRENCBOIINT, o3 HIAZ
RTwa,

Her eyes were blue with age. [EZ#DEWT, HEXOBREF,r-721 B
MNITEEIZ2 2 ERIZF 255 L Cf. "Why do elderly African Americans
eyes turn blue? I know a lot of elderly people and when they were younger, they
had brown eyes, but now they are blue. 'Her eyes were blue with age'-—what do
you think this quote mean?" Best Answer - Chosen by Voters. "Sounds like a wise
person. If you said green it would have sounded greedy or earthy. If you said brown
it would have sounded tainted yet stable. Blue sounds more clear so I associate it
with wisdom perhaps? But it could also mean perhaps as aged her eyes grew to a
faded blue not as clear coloured as it was before." I = YAHOO! Answers 2> 5,

Her skin had a pattern all its own of numberless branching wrinkles.
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[MBEZDPUZIZBT PN L 72 BB OB R THRAEOBERSH o721,

the two knobs of her cheeks were illumined by a yellow burning under
the dark. [HD2ODBIREVIOTTHEEIMRZZDOTHE VTV,
[BEBRZSDD] (ayellowburning) & 13T 2 BLIFELHFE, HoHWvid
FEHEED? WTRIZLTHEERD UMNEERT 5) ITBINEELRERIZ L,
7 7 A b 1 ®meditative [BWICEEE] OBWIZEL 5,

727 AR3

Now and then there was a quivering in the thicket. Old Phoenix said, "Out of my
way, all you foxes, owls, beetles, jack rabbits, coons and wild animals! ... Keep out
from under these feet, little bob-whites. ... Keep the big wild hogs out of my path.
Don't let none of those come running my direction. I got a long way." Under her
small black-freckled hand her cane, limber as a buggy whip, would switch at the
brush as if to rouse up any hiding things.

On she went. The woods were deep and still. The sun made the pine needles
almost too bright to look at, up where the wind rocked. The cones dropped as light
as feathers. Down in the hollow was the mourning dove —it was not too late for
him.

The path ran up a hill. "Seem like there is chains about my feet, time I get this
far,” she said, in the voice of argument old people keep to use with themselves.

"Something always take a hold of me on this hill—pleads I should stay."

2 R

Phoenix @ "Out of may way..."CIHRE 2 BN D b, HRAD220OITEN
ENOEWI BT B L BO2OOIEM (?) ITHTAHE (&)
o

wild hogs = wild boars 1 / ¥, Path& 32 ) o BEOEY b H
BTBXE/ BT D5,
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I got a long way =1 've got to go along way. [R\VED ) 27h ik 5%
Ve TOREBRIRYETL DS, ke T —< I LAXEERIIHSTEA, K72
WKW EERRV, ROBPLESELRERPEMERIBRZ T, REICEHI
WWEET S (BWEERTA) JLilhbd, LA L, Vol inkbdokhk
»? ENPRBEFTHLEINEWI EWREET AR AREBIZEE 5,

Alfred Appel, Jr.i2 X 1iE. Phoenix DfRIZ/NEED [+ F 2y A 7] T,
BEEPROBPTRRL 2T TR 52 VYHEY - BHWEEI LD 12
3HBE VI, (op. cit, p.167.) &H B\, Phoenix DikIZ—FED s Y A< A
BF418 (pageant). FLB (pilgrimage) 12 b FD S & \» ) (op. cit. p.169)o

it was not too late for him. Mourningdove (F7'%/5b) & (BEL., 12
POPNEHBERALERD) BERITTW2DTH 5,

"Seem like there is chains about my feet, time I get this far," seem like
(OF) [0 X)ICBbRSl [TARICEITRS L &ITIE, WO bRICH
2EXDOITTVE LB NS, time = every time = whenever

Butterworth iZ X 1Li¥. chains about my feet [ ZERUBTOEAGFHOL LR
WEZ Z45% L9 (op. cit. p.169)o

Something always ... stay = Something always take(s) a hold of me on this
hill—(it) pleads Ishouldstay. ED L) #EIZRB L, IALERIPEL 15,
T ZTldpathidE% E%.

T AN
After she got to the top, she turned and gave a full, severe look behind her where
she had come. "Up through pines," she said at length. "Now down through oaks."
Her eyes opened their widest, and she started down gently. But before she got
to the bottom of the hill a bush caught her dress.
Her fingers were busy and intent, but her skirts were full and long, so that before
she could pull them free in one place they were caught in another. It was not pos-

sible to allow the dress to tear. "I in the thorny bush," she said. "Thorns, you doing
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your appointed work. Never want to let folks pass—no, sir. Old eyes thought you
was a pretty little green bush."
Finally, trembling all over, she stood free, and after a moment dared to stoop

for her cane.

g R

"Up through pines," she said at length. "Now down through oaks." Path
35T (BEOLYT) ExUH ZhrbTFHTRA—IhEAEYIKITAL S
L5,

her skirts were full and long. [fEZDAX A — MIVZEDBH-> TRPo
721s

no, sir {(I135) (EBICBARL K BE - BELHWOT) [HxHT--%wvl,

0ld eyes thought you was a pretty little green bush [ £\ ERALR KA
(L7250 T Bz o TAZBE LV EVIERDONIMAEE L) BN
IR B -7 BEL7) D72, Path %l 5 Phoenix ik £ D HUHNZ T, i
DHLRMMIODKDOIEE NS,

VA

"Sun so high!" she cried, leaning back and looking, while the thick tears went
over her eyes. "The time getting all gone here."

' At the foot of this hill was a place where a log was laid across the creek.

"Now comes the trial," said Phoenix. Putting her right foot out, she mounted the
log and shut her eyes. Lifting her skirt, leveling her cane fiercely before her like a
festival figure in some parade, she began to march across. Then she opened her
eyes and she was safe on the other side.

"I wasn't as old as I thought," she said.
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The time getting all gone here. [(FEL TW/2) BREAZIZTIEEAL
Ao T ],

"Now comes the trial,” PathZ T ROBHTEBT A2 L2HAMTH
o NINZBEFLNEHKREESRIEELV, TROEMTHI LIZE D,

leveling her cane fiercely before her like a festival figure in some parade
(Vb HEEZDRY), ZAA— e LEFT [SL—FTRONWEBEID
(MBIED D) EEMO L 5 1B E NF Y RABOITL L) HROMTLo» Y &K
TR -Tlo

TIANG

But she sat down to rest. She spread her skirts on the bank around her and fold-
ed her hands over her knees. Up above her was a tree in a pearly cloud of mistle-
toe. She did not dare to close her eyes, and when a little boy brought her a plate
with a slice of marble-cake on it she spoke to him. "That would be acceptable," she
said. But when she went to take it there was just her own hand in the air.

So she left that tree, and had to go through a barbed-wire fence. There she had
to creep and crawl, spreading her knees and stretching her fingers like a baby try-
ing to climb the steps. But she talked loudly to herself: she could not let her dress
be torn now, so late in the day, and she could not pay for having her arm or her

leg sawed off if she got caught fast where she was.

R

a tree in a pearly cloud of mistletoe [EHRf% LY FYFOEILEZE
Nie—FRoKR]l, Y FYFIZI7 VAT AQEHIMELNSE, L EHREZDOR
BRVTWVAEE, BOTN (FVARATLVEY FELT) I—=T V7 —FD
MEzFoTETINIZE W) HEF G 2RADOTH S, ROZEPIZEN
7= %188,
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acceptable [HiE7% (1T-oZ9%) 1

But when she went to take it there was just her own hand in the air. H
BE (X)) BROL-OTHD, b LINPBLIETLEP-727% 5. Phoenix i
FRLATTIDEF I I LW TUELRRKERETE Lhok/ZrS L
Butterworth 3% 2 % (op. cit. p.169).

So she left that tree, and had to go through a barbed-wire fence. Path
BRI S 5% 2 MANE < o abarbed-wire fence (X, BICEHTHHRLK
LB, BANFHOEZESLKTCKRORME2EbE2 /I AT THL L,
Butterworth {338%#%3 % (op. cit. p.169) o

she could not let her dress be torn now, so late in the day, and she could
not pay for having her arm or her leg sawed off if she got caught fast where
she was Phoenix D) 5o HHMBEEETHE SN TV 5, she could not
pay for having her arm or her leg sawed off D75 v 7 1 —E 7,

FIANT

At last she was safe through the fence and risen up out in the clearing. Big dead
trees, like black men with one arm, were standing in the purple stalks of the with-
ered cotton field. There sat a buzzard.

"Who you watching?"

In the furrow she made her way along.

"Glad this not the season for bulls," she said, looking sideways, "and the good
Lord made his snakes to curl up and sleep in the winter. A pleasure I don't see no
two-headed snake coming around that tree, where it come once. It took a while

to get by him, back in the summer."

R
the clearing [ (HMkh o) Z2&H] FAIRODICEFILETHALZID
o) HEBWOBAZEQC) SEMOEZ M PT, ZZEMIIKL LZ



Zk7 ZMTH B, Path %l Phoenix DIRIZA LD BRI H AT, RE
P OILHNEHP o TV 5,

abuzzard [B] [/ X7 (buteo)l. BET I, 0AF, {TOEKRD D
%o

"Glad this not the season for bulls,"= "I am glad this is not the season for
bulls, bulliZ7 XY HYEa2y, (FAYH) N4V (=bison) {HLKE),

A pleasure I don't see no two-headed snake coming around that tree,
where it come once.= It is a pleasure that I see no two-headed snake coming
around that tree, where it came once. Z Z T FREINLBRE BTSN
EERMIZEHL T D,

It took a while to get by him, back in the summer [HIIZZ ZZBo7/2&
XIIET, ZHACOUEBY IR 2O FERE o 2l LOREEDRKE &It
BTHLLEBIT, TNPMDTORTEVI L ZRL TV 5, "She makes
these trips just as regular as clockwork." (77 A + 19) %2, Pathili, &
LIZZ ) Vo8 b HiRT %,

TIANS

She passed through the old cotton and went into a field of dead corn. It whis-
pered and shook, and was taller than her head. "Through the maze now," she said,
for there was no path.

Then there was something tall, black, and skinny there, moving before her.

At first she took it for a man. It could have been a man dancing in the field. But
she stood still and listened, and it did not make a sound. It was as silent as a ghost.

"Ghost," she said sharply, "who be you the ghost of? For I have heard of nary
death close by."

But there was no answer, only the ragged dancing in the wind.
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iR

She passed through the old cotton and went into a field of dead corn.
MR D&EH (path) 1 [HTFMH] »6 [MhzrTEoayli~] & Ao
T,

It whispered and shook, and was taller than her head. "Through the maze
now," she said, for there was no path. PV ETITOEIFELNHL.,
Phoenix iZ. 4 F Cilllo T&zpathARZ %< %D, RE (maze) 2 F AL
OBV, INHEMD1IDOTH S,

who be you the ghost of? = whose ghost should you be?

Nary =no, ornota

only the ragged dancing in the wind. [(Z5 %723 OMRBEOF THE-
TWa 2T o71e

T7AM9

She shut her eyes, reached out her hand, and touched a sleeve. She found a coat
and inside that an emptiness, cold as ice.

"You scarecrow," she said. Her face lighted. "I ought to be shut up for good," she
said with laughter. "My senses is gone. I too old. I the oldest people I ever know.
Dance, old scarecrow," she said, "while I dancing with you."

She kicked her foot over the furrow, and with mouth drawn down shook her
head once or twice in a little strutting way. Some husks blew down and whirled

in streamers about her skirts.

g R

for good (and all) [7&AIZ], [ZThZRHEIZL.

1too old. I the oldest people I ever know. G2 B~72&L 912, #L T,
BTHH 5 £ IZ. Phoenix Z 100 < RR 5o ERED 720125 BAME D 7 <
7o T ("My senses is gone."), RIIFZWMEICREE) ., AKZEFIIDLARY
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W7z & (577 A bMB)ICIX "Twasn'tas old as I thought," & 5 o TiZ\W 7248,
ZWLREZRTTH0OEETHS (B, I 2 Tidpath lZERINTFHEY
LTw3),

She kicked her foot over the furrow Phoenix (35§ ) 18D 5D TH 5,

with mouth drawn down [ % 5| E#iD Tlo

in streamers (M7 ETITOEIAMD) [WHL DX H ITHIRICR -
T)] AA—=1rDFEDbY EREE L),

T A R0

Then she went on, parting her way from side to side with the cane, through the
whispering field. At last she came to the end, to a wagon track where the silver
grass blew between the red ruts. The quail were walking around like pullets, seem-
ing all dainty and unseen.

"Walk pretty," she said. "This the easy place. This the easy going." She followed
the track, swaying through the quiet bare fields, through the little strings of trees
silver in their dead leaves, past cabins silver from weather, with the doors and win-
dows boarded shut, all like old women under a spell sitting there. "I walking in

their sleep," she said, nodding her head vigorously.

EE 3N
At last she came to the end, to a wagon track where the silver grass blew
between the red ruts. [ P 7 ET I VMO, 2F )., KRILOBOMICHE
BOENP S BB - TE 2], Eidpathd S wagon track \28 b
%o
The quail were walking around like pullets, seeming all dainty and
unseen.
B (a wagon track) Tix (HFAED) Y XJ quaild’ (AILKES L HVD
FED) EHEpulets DX HIZHEEFA TV, & T ERESTARIZON
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WA DE LT,

"Walk pretty," she said. "This the easy place. This the easy going." HiZ
Y XTI L TRRTW 555 ARCHESEFICN LT EVE A Tw
%, Thisidawagontrack ®Z &, 4 F Thpath & BRTHERJV(easy ) B
THHENS, BHIZHEDLZ LA (easy going) TE 5,

trees silver in their dead leaves [fiEEASREBDOA% |,

cabins silver from weather, with the doors and windows boarded shut
[BERICS SSNTHREICR D, FTRBRNTEINLZVIO2hDO/ME]L A
DEAVZFREIED 25, SI1IBERTH 5, Wagon track DET A S IZIE/NED
HBD7, Cabin &) BYIIFEHTIED &b L EANGFOFETH -7,

all like old women under a spell sitting there [3XTid, BEEIIHTH
NTEFIRXEETALTWBELLBD L) TH B, allidcabinsiZBRE L7z
Vo B (spell) LA TIGETH o 2B AL b AL L2 ) 5T
% &, Butterworth (X f#R93 5 (op. cit. p.168)o

"I walking in their sleep," she said, nodding her head vigorously. %«
ZHBERETCWTHOHAEFERITILOLE, EMBLTHSEEBVILZE 5,
Phoenix idH 72 b DB 2 EH ST L DIBET L EFoTwhHDEL
Butterworth (&3 % (op. cit. p.168)s 2 F . Z1Lid Phoenix ® Z DD H
WTHBHEN)ID, LHL, Zhid, H< T T, Butterworth® Z DEFTD
fERTdH o T Phoenix B DD BMZHF L72bIF TREVE L, FHED
FARY AEHEL o

T2 A M1
In a ravine she went where a spring was silently flowing through a hollow log.
Old Phoenix bent and drank. "Sweet gum makes the water sweet," she said, and
drank more. "Nobody know who made this well, for it was here when I was born."
The track crossed a swampy part where the moss hung as white as lace from

every limb. "Sleep on, alligators, and blow your bubbles." Then the cypress trees
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went into the road. Deep, deep it went down between the high green-colored

banks. Overhead the live oaks met, and it was as dark as a cave.

g R

"Sweet gum makes the water sweet," [ 3 JU/V7 7 GLIEEMOBE) 1
KIZEFTHELWEDIZT 2 ) Phoenix IO EHED R T, TOREFD DI
LEEBRINAMRETH S,

the moss hung as white as lace from every limb the moss = Spanish moss
[KE¥] TH VA 2 E F¥ (=longmoss) o 1BZE DT, RO LY BWEESE
DEHZEND, KEBHICIALONS,

alligators [7 AV A Y - TUYFXr—F—1, IV Yo E¥T=, 7AYHEI
OFR B ETHERBL., MARTLET %, 22Tk, wagon trackiZBE#% 80 K
FTWT, ERSTZICHEBYAERED 5,

blow your bubbles Cf. blow bubbles ¥ ¥ RV EZ K< ZHEIZAIT S,

Then the cypress trees went into the road. the cypressit{ h A ¥ (b
J ¥R A PAFBEOHEBORI, EMIZIE MO, BRI PAF
(/M%) LI LITEROERHE END), T I Tld. wagontrackidroad IZF W
Bz oNTwb, TDroad il PAFPERICEAL TE- Twb, BB,

7 AR 12

A big black dog with a lolling tongue came up out of the weeds by the ditch. She
was meditating, and not ready, and when he came at her she only hit him a little
with her cane. Over she went in the ditch, like a little puff of milkweed.

Down there, her senses drifted away. A dream visited her, and she reached her
hand up, but nothing reached down and gave her a pull. So she lay there and
presently went to talking. "Old woman," she said to herself, "that black dog come
up out of the weeds to stall you off, and now there he sitting on his fine tail, smil-

ing at you."
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A big black dog with a lolling tongue came up out of the weeds by the
ditch. Butterworth & Z ORIZHTIGEAEI SIS & E DR EBbEs &
w9 (op. cit. p.169)o 77 X b 6EERSH,

She was meditating 727 A b 1D meditative [F8\IZFEA | IZHE L 5,

Over she went in the ditch, like a little puff of milkweed [fE&IZ b7
T OMEBEDL)ICHALY LEIZED2]. Mikweed IZFLBE 5T HE,
BT 75, puffidfluffICffE L7z, COBRBRIHLLERTH 5,

Down there, her senses drifted away. Phoenix ¥IER%Z %) DIX3EHRET
Hb, 77 A6, 9B,

A dream visited her, and she reached her hand up, but nothing reached
down and gave her a pull. Butterworth!Z XX, T2 T, 7TAVAEA
BB EBRPOHNINE LW FRRN2D, HCDFEE BTN
HHDFHED WP o/ EFD B L) (op. cit. p.170)o

"that black dog come up out of the weeds to stall you off, and now there
he sitting on his fine tail, smiling at you." Wagon track %3l 5 %2 b BEE X
HoltZ kil b,

(BT, REBHE<) o



