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F7 AN

A white man finally came along and found her—a hunter, a young man,
with his dog on a chain.

“Well, Granny!” he laughed. “What are you doing there?”

“Lying on my back like a June-bug waiting to be turned over, mister,” she
said, reaching up her hand.

He lifted her up, gave her a swing in the air, and set her down. “Anything
broken, Granny?”

“No sir, them old dead weeds is springy enough,” said Phoenix, when she
had got her breath. “Ithank you for your trouble.”

“Where do you live, Granny?” he asked, while the two dogs were growl-
ing at each other.

“Away back yonder, sir, behind the ridge. You can't even see it from here.”

“On your way home?”

“No sir, I going to town.”
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A white man finally came along and found her —a hunter, a young man,
with his dog on a chain. Phoenix D& T, #0 TAMIZE ) DiE I D wagon
track DETHHTH b,

“Lying on my back like a June-bug waiting to be turned over, mister,”
June-bug = Junebeetle [BH] [Z7F a4 %], Butterworth{Z XhiE, 2o
& & @ Phoenixid. MIITIZ oL ViB-72F D JunebugD &) ZEH 725
DEBRRFIZH LT, BHRE L5 (WHET ) i LiwT, #dro
B 2o Twa 220 Eo 7 A NBALDLOEGEZELTWA L) (op.
cit. p.170),

them old dead weeds is springy enough [HOREN 7 HE IS DEDLT
WT (B#&%E LAH»o72) ] them = those

“Where do you live, Granny?” 77 A b 193¥REH,

I going to town. town & X2 Z Tl NatchezDZ & THb, 7F X &iZ
Mississippi M RE79#5, Mississippi il FE DT AO19 H, b &Ik Natchez 1 ~
T4 T ¥ DA, Mississippi #IH D E#B (1798-1802). Longwood, Stanton Hall &
Vo 7oL ERFRT O BBEE. Mississippi /1 & 4 i3 Natchez Trace & # > T & 723
D72F Y BTdH - 72 Connelly”s Tavern 2 EA35 D RFETEL L VH, T TH
T Phoenix 3RO AWM EHE T 5. LA L, T MIDZDIAT 2 E
b b R,

T A4
“Why, that's too far! That's as far as I walk when I come out myself, and I get
something for my trouble.” He patted the stuffed bag he carried, and there hung
down a little closed claw. It was one of the bobwhites, with its beak hooked bit-
terly to show it was dead. “Now you go on home, Granny!”
“Ibound to go to town, mister,” said Phoenix. “The time come around.”

He gave another laugh, filling the whole landscape. “I know you old colored
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people! Wouldn't miss going to town to see Santa Claus!”

But something held Old Phoenix very still. The deep lines in her face went into
a fierce and different radiation. Without warning, she had seen with her own eyes
a flashing nickel fall out of the man's pocket onto the ground.

“How old are you, Granny?” he was saying.

“There is no telling, mister,” she said, “no telling.”

Then she gave a little cry and clapped her hands and said, “Git on away from
here, dog! Look! Look at that dog!” She laughed as if in admiration. “He ain’t
scared of nobody. He a big black dog.” She whispered, “Sic him!”

“Watch me get rid of that cur,” said the man. “Sic him, Pete! Sic him!”

m:

R

It was one of the bobwhites, with its beak hooked bitterly to show it was
dead. TNV AT DHKE, V& Y Phoenix DI ) ZREOHADFRDEN L EL
5% & Butterworth {ZV> 9 (op. cit. p.170) 2%, #HiF T X5 L E - T, FBATITW
2\,

“Now you go on home, Granny!” [IHSA. SH, RIEV R | ] (%
3o

I bound to go to town = I am bound to go totown [b 7z LIZHTIZfT i
5],

“The time come around.” [ZDRENPL->TE/ZD], 727 A 21 “Sothe
time come around, and I go on another trip for the soothing-medicine.” &,

Wouldn't miss going to town to see Santa Claus ! = (You) wouldn't miss
going to town to see Santa Claus | [H¥ % - 7 0 —RIZ& ) 72DITIZATIAT
CBREERES W | fEREETIE. (HA) B Phoenix DD BHy %
SERIEMRLTREI Ebdb, LrL, TTTRELELDILRV,

The deep lines in her face went into a fierce and different radiation.

[EROBEOBRNLDIEIINEFTLITE TRL (B,



20  E‘EXFEmFE BS6E

“There is no telling, mister.” [({{EA)b2 SR\ FNIEREZT- T
Wb,

727 X M1b

Phoenix heard the dogs fighting, and heard the man running and throwing
sticks. She even heard a gunshot. But she was slowly bending forward by that time,
further and further forward, the lids stretched down over her eyes, as if she were
doing this in her sleep. Her chin was lowered almost to her knees. The yellow palm
of her hand came out from the fold of her apron. Her fingers slid down and along
the ground under the piece of money with the grace and care they would have in
lifting an egg from under a setting hen. Then she slowly straightened up; she stood
erect, and the nickel was in her apron pocket. A bird flew by. Her lips moved.
“God watching me the whole time. [ come to stealing.”

The man came back, and his own dog panted about them. “Well, I scared him
off that time,” he said, and then he laughed and lifted his gun and pointed it at

Phoenix.

i OR

Her fingers slid down and along the ground under the piece of money
with the grace and care they would have in lifting an egg from under a set-
ting hen. theyiher fingers #§3, a setting henid [JI %\ T\ %l
%o

“God watching me the whole time. I come to stealing.” [HHiZ§ - &
DlzLZRTWS Lz, b7 LIZEAZBWTL F 5 72], Phoenix i wagon
track D& ECHD TAITEW, EE2ET,
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She stood straight and faced him.

“Doesn’t the gun scare you?” he said, still pointing it.

“No, sir, I seen plenty go off closer by, in my day, and for less than what I done,”
she said, holding utterly still.

He smiled, and shouldered the gun. “Well, Granny,” he said, “you must be a
hundred years old, and scared of nothing. I'd give you a dime if I had any money
with me. But you take my advice and stay home, and nothing will happen to you.”

“I bound to go on my way, mister,” said Phoenix. She inclined her head in the
red rag. Then they went in different directions, but she could hear the gun shoot-

ing again and again over the hill.

B

R

I seen plenty go off closer by, in my day, and for less than what I done.
[HEVEIZIEZ S DHEF Do LHETRERENLIOERCE (BBREE
HoT&) . Fhd, blLORo7zZ L (RaNN) L) ddo LWk
BHTl HOEE EHILRS (1861-1865) DWEHEM SN L, MIEFIIAA
DEF 2070 TORFIEHFT BARFHICESTRE)ITD L) A&
EEFRHEFE R IBE RN H o T, ZNICERSL E (BEBAICE 5 TE
DYIER) BRBROKRFIZRN % DDICT ELRP o7,

“you must be a hundred years old, and scared of nothing.” [& 7721
100EISE VR, b oELRAKL R, 77 A1, 9FREBE,

I'd give you a dime if I had any money with me a dime X 10+t > MEE,
#2758 U7znickel (5t MEE) LBIZTLE Y b LTHE nickel ¥ &b
T, Phoenix 3R #&ICIZ10L Y P2 FIZAND, —F, BARMRELZRS
EbETV2510t Y FVEATREDEN V), DF ), EBRII5L Y ME
BE2Ho T ORBELEADREE RO TRV EIEEZDWZDE, Thid
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BADBEANZIBIBENTH o722 L EFL T 5 L& Butterworth it (op.
cit. p.171)o

But you take my advice and stay home, and nothing will happen to you.
Butterworth |Z X 7LiE, Phoenix (288 Z R E DT, KTHBLZLLTERE
BOBRIZZLENE LRI LR EETHANE. 1950 FRFIZITB AN
ZR & RBE L CPEORE LR R R 5588 (ARMEE) 2R LD
MEAANDLEZEEFRT L) (op. cit. p.171)o

“I bound to go on my way, mister” &L D FRIIHAT I { 8% (&
W) LTHIES T Eid% v, Wagon track TR & D H &I,
Phoenix D RDAMTH o 7205, I ndZkS b, LA L. Phoenixid €A
RICLTETMOOIKET HD0?

FIZAMIT

She walked on. The shadows hung from the oak trees to the road like curtains.
Then she smelled wood smoke, and smelled the river, and she saw a steeple and
the cabins on their steep steps. Dozens of little black children whirled around her.
There ahead was Natchez shining. Bells were ringing. She walked on.

In the paved city it was Christmas time. There were red and green electric lights
strung and crisscrossed everywhere, and all turned on in the daytime. Old
Phoenix would have been lost if she had not distrusted her eyesight and depend-

ed on her feet to know where to take her.

EE N

the road #HATH&. BIXDLAAHBHESFORYYSETTELROD S
Bo DA, wagontrack TH 5o

she saw a steeple and the cabins on their steep steps. Dozens of little
black children whirled around her [fHZIIHEHEZDORELZV LD, LT,
EBAOEZVTHE) BREBERODOVINENLLERDOE iz, GJWBAD
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TR M TFADBEEOTHLY 25 E LW 72], Wagon track & # ir
Phoenix {3 Natchez DI T NIZHLBAREL BV BEL-OTHE, TZTH
T AFHABIZEHEATH 5,

Bells were ringing. (B AZED) HEDFEIE S T b,

the paved city Natchez® Z &, Natchez D& CA. HE. HHWIEL¥
ANVT)HEINTW S,

Alfred Appel, Jr.l¥. Phoenix %*the legendary, dreamlike backcountry world %*
5 the world of the town {2 A = 7z23&45. XK1 the poetic % tone 2* & the prosa-
ictone~E LT 5 LT %, “As she enters the town, the rich nature
imagery gives way to a blunt, drab, journalistic style.”s LLF @ 23 There were red
and green electric lights strung and crisscrossed everywhere, and all turned on in
the daytime. Old Phoenix would have been lost if she had not distrusted her eye-
sight and depended on her feet to know where to take her. 3% 9 TH 5 &\ 9
(op. cit. p.170)0

all turned on in the daytime [BR 253 XTHEIT I TV,

Old Phoenix would have been lost if she had not distrusted her eyesight
and depended on her feet to know where to take her. [T X 5% 55 D12,
HAOBR2BHETREBEVICLAZE W) ZEN b ol b & o L#EICKS
TWhE5 9 1o

77 A M18
She paused quietly on the sidewalk, where people were passing by. A lady came
along in the crowd, carrying an armful of red, green, and silver-wrapped presents;
she gave off perfume like the red roses in hot summer, and Phoenix stopped her.
“Please, missy, will you lace up my shoe?” She held up her foot.
“What do you want, Grandma?”
“See my shoe,” said Phoenix. “Do all right for out in the country, but

wouldn't look right to go in a big building.”
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“Stand still then, Grandma,” said the lady. She put her packages down on the
sidewalk beside her and laced and tied both shoes tightly.
“Can’t lace 'em with a cane,” said Phoenix. “Thank you, missy. I doesn’t mind

asking a nice lady to tie up my shoe, when I gets out on the street.”

iR

on the sidewalk sidewalk= A (raised) path for foot-passengers along the
side of a street, road, etc.; a footway or pavement. Now chiefly U.S. OED. (i3
L72) A&, #3E (pavement, footpath)o

A lady came along in the crowd, carrying an armful of red, green, and
silver-wrapped presents; she gave off perfume like the red roses in hot
summer. Alfred Appel, Jr.i¥, T®+t 7 A H “ablunt, drab, journalistic style”
THbH LV (op. cit. p.170)o

“Do all right for out in the country, but wouldn't look right to go in a
big building.” [ (MO iF7zb7- LML) Iy SEL-HETEZEATH Y
WA, RELZENVTIEBIFPENTL LI Jo FFED They EHBENT VS,

“Can'tlace’em with a cane” [H2RE TR\ ], EFEOIERES
nTwsd,

I doesn't mind asking a nice lady to tie up my shoe, when I gets out on
the street. [HITEIT7- & &ICE, BULRITHBACHEZBEATIILVWEF
RTBEWTE 5], £NIZ L TH Phoenix DER (BEVY) IERTKETH
5o AladyiZHA (EBbhd), HACEATHZHFOHOMERETES
kX! 3o & b Phoenixifanicelady E FoTwah 56, #HF2 R THEHATY
BT LIIFENTH B, BT, Phoenix it anice lady iZBYI T, AFEZEHIERZ
BWERELTOIEDR? HHWiE, BHCEENERREZVEVWIAA
O HEGII Phoenix 3T AATWA DA ? £k b, Phoenix DE# (£ L
T DS LIS 7272% 5 RFHR) BHFICENERT BB’
BEEPEDL DD Lk, Butterworth (2 XX, ZZOBRBEET 7 A T 6
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DR =T N —FOFRIJE LA 72HEICE T, Phoenix 3L A2 B2 itk
HEESEDL MADIEICHZS) P FICL T2 LLELRKEERTE L
WZ LR BEVS (op. cit. plTD)e % B, BAZFIHBEEESD civi rights
movement 13 10 — 204E%IZR° - T %, the street street=a paved road, a
highway, OED. NN [the ~] K&y, &X&ED |, T T,
Phoenix B2 5Dk, 27 AT ADOESH. YV, AARBAZFED LT H:
CEADN% (people) ThHb,

F7 A M19

Moving slowly and from side to side, she went into the big building, and into a
tower of steps, where she walked up and around and around until her feet knew
to stop.

She entered a door, and there she saw nailed up on the wall the document that
had been stamped with the gold seal and framed in the gold frame, which matched
the dream that was hung up in her head.

“HereIbe,” she said. There was a fixed and ceremonial stiffness over her body.

“A charity case, I suppose,” said an attendant who sat at the desk before her.

But Phoenix only looked above her head. There was sweat on her face, the wrin-
kles in her skin shone like a bright net.

“Speak up, Grandma,” the woman said. “What’s your name? We must have
your history, you know. Have you been here before? What seems to be the trou-
ble with you?”

0Old Phoenix only gave a twitch to her face as if a fly were bothering her.

“Are you deaf?” cried the attendant.

But then the nurse came in.

“Oh, that’s just old Aunt Phoenix,” she said. “She doesn’t come for herself—
she has a little grandson. She makes these trips just as regular as clockwork. She

lives away back off the Old Natchez Trace.” She bent down. “Well, Aunt
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Phoenix, why don't you just take a seat? We won't keep you standing after your

long trip.” She pointed.

F R

and there she saw nailed up on the wall the document that had been
stamped with the gold seal and framed in the gold frame, which matched
the dream that was hung up in her head [IEXZIZ#F I T, £OERICAN
LN TEDIENPH I NFAFPEICHT SN TN B D% R, ZORFEILHE
TOEPLENLWEEZ PR 2 EE T NDEDD/M57], the document
GEE) LIIEMRBRIHFITH 5. the dream & IZTTRADHEE K-> TR 7ok
V29 £, Butterworth |2 XL i, Z OERMI%EFAEIL. Phoenix BSFHRDFE X FITA
NBLEVH)ROBMBICEE L2 L2RTH LVRULAVTE, ERO
FREBEZIT 5 EATE %D 5 /2 Phoenix 2°H 5 7217 TR HRP MW TR
BEANEEKDLDOOHEBE2ER L TVBEIEHERLTVEEVWS o LHL, B
EDZ &%, Phoenix DROBMAHHALH L ITHRTEHIETH- T,
ZITHELROEMEHE STV,

a charity case [EFEOELBE |, T T TOZMED Phoenix {2413 2 B
B2, BTE 7 VAT ADERE LTy F2EATR S,

your history [ & 727 DIFE

She makes these trips just as regular as clockwork. Z 2T, Z DA
Phoenix DRI TORR TRV EDVHF NS,

She lives away back off the Old Natchez Trace [fkZ x5 Eibd, F
Fr AFHEBEP AN E ZAHIEATYS |, the Old Natchez Trace (7
F = A{E ) & Mississippi /1l Natchez 2> & Tennessee /il Nashville {21 U %
800km DB, £ ¥ 74 7 Y DEAEDIBEIZIHE S D DT, 1TB0EZHHH
1830 FFIC T CORHER Th o7z 77 A M1, 13DFRBH,
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77 A 20

The old woman sat down, bolt upright in the chair.

Now, how is the boy?” asked the nurse.

0Old Phoenix did not speak.

“I said, how is the boy?”

But Phoenix only waited and stared straight ahead, her face very solemn and
withdrawn into rigidity.

“Is his throat any better?” asked the nurse. “Aunt Phoenix, don't you hear me?
Is your grandson’s throat any better since the last time you came for the medi-
cine?”

With her hands on her knees, the old woman waited, silent, erect and motion-
less, just as if she were in armor.

“You mustn't take up our time this way, Aunt Phoenix,” the nurse said. “Tell
us quickly about your grandson, and get it over. He isn't dead, is he?”

At last there came a flicker and then a flame of comprehension across her face,
and she spoke.

“My grandson. It was my memory had left me. There I sat and forgot why I made
my long trip.”

“Forgot?” The nurse frowned. “After you came so far?”

R

bolt upright [Fo 3l LB iEoTlo

withdrawn into rigidity [ZhldoTLE o7/ (B lo

getitover [(ZDZ &%) BLEWIZT A, [F2oF5 1

At last there came a flicker and then a flame of comprehension across
herface ToN{HEHFLThRELTELNIZ, BRLRZI &I, FFLLLLA
WKHEGEENTLE 72D TH S, LT, o LbNiZRS T2,
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It was my memory had left me = It was my memory that had left me.
There I sat and forgot why I made my long trip.” Phoenix {ZZ®k L CTIE
KERIE»PY TR, BEEEIZLEDH S,

T A b21

Then Phoenix was like an old woman begging a dignified forgiveness for wak-
ing up frightened in the night. “I never did go to school—I was too old at the
Surrender,” she said in a soft voice. “I'm an old woman without an education. It
was my memory fail me. My little grandson, he is just the same, and I forgot it in
the coming.”

“Throat never heals, does it?” said the nurse, speaking in a loud, sure voice to
Old Phoenix. By now she had a card with something written on it, a little list.
“Yes. Swallowed lye. When was it?— January —two—three years ago—"

Phoenix spoke unasked now. “No, missy, he not dead, he just the same. Every
little while his throat begin to close up again, and he not able to swallow. He not
get his breath. He not able to help himself. So the time come around, and I go on
another trip for the soothing-medicine.”

“All right. The doctor said as long as you came to get it, you could have it,” said

the nurse. “Butit’s an obstinate case.”

m:

iR

begging a dignified forgiveness for waking up frightened in the night
[BHRICBURATHEZRE L2 LEELEFHDT D)

I was too old at the Surrender [FERERO & 21213 (FRIFTITID)
MERD T ETWw ], the Surrenderii & Z T i the Surrender at
Appomattox % 69 Appomattox (7 < b v 27 RX) (& Virginia M FREHO
BT, 1865F4H9H. ZOHT FE Lee REHILE Grant I EIZKERR L TR
B S 3 HAE L7z L7220%5 T, Phoenix (3 1865 1T I AZHE A & B 2 T\ e
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(10RHHETH o7z, EFEITZISBOFEHBETHo/) LEZLND,

card = chart 77 V7

Swallowed lye [/Kit (H<) %o TEHKAZ ], JohnR. Cooleyid, [(BA
BENERZ-LOREEDIZ LWEE condescension RH4 A2 #EED)
B (lye=lie) ZMHAIZLT ERSNT) &/z] LHEALBERE T %5, Cooley,
John R. “Blacks as Primitives in Eudora Welty's Fiction,” Ball State University
Forum 14.3 (1973) 20728.

When was it?— January— two— three years ago— L 727%- T,
Phoenix (& Z Dfit% 3 T2 2, SEMAPLMED LTWDH I LIZR 5,

Every little while Cf. every once in a while [way] = every so often K4,
iz,

It was my memory fail me = It was my memory had left me. = It was my mem-
ory that had left me

So the time come around, and I go on another trip for the soothing-med-
icine. ZZIZE 5 TL )% <. Phoenix DD BMITHS IS, HHIIT A
NRYARE,P OB ENS, 727 A 14 “The time come around.” £,

77 A 22

“My little grandson, he sit up there in the house all wrapped up, waiting by him-
self,” Phoenix went on. “We is the only two left in the world. He suffer and it
don’t seem to put him back at all. He got a sweet look. He going to last. He wear
a little patch-quilt and peep out, holding his mouth open like alittle bird. I remem-
bers so plain now. I not going to forget him again, no, the whole enduring time. I
could tell him from all the others in creation.”

“All right.” The nurse was trying to hush her now. She brought her a bottle of
medicine. “Charity,” she said, making a check mark in a book.

0Old Phoenix held the bottle close to her eyes, and then carefully put it into her
pocket.
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“I'thank you,” she said.

F R

My little grandson & DFEDEFIIME  HW72AH 97> ?  Phoenix DERED
EL L L 405 (18904EHIHR) THEFINLET - MOEZ0FRIEL L b 40
WA (L9300 ICEI N BT 72L&, I0RAIBEEEEND, T
DEIAEEZ B EBENEDLRL LD, TRIC, FREIFVWAZ, —ATHTFZ
LTWBDTHb, HRIZBEIIHH LT3 We is the only two left in the
world. L2L. Alfred Appel, Jr.IZ X #1iX. My little grandson, he sit up there
in the house all wrapped upid. FIEFOYTA T AZEEIEL L)
(op. cit. p.170)o

patch-quilt = patchwork quilt/$v 57— 27 TfEo 2% )V b,

I remembers so plain now. I not going to forget him again, no, the whole
enduring time. Z Z TPhoenix 358 %2 T o VWYV ET, ZLT. ik
5 HAPEETVLRY FROMEE % RfT2EWEREZER5, FRIIHT 5
Phoenix DX Z%ZH 1T 72\, the whole enduring time = for ever.

I could tell him from all the others in creation = I could distinguish him
from all the other creatures. [fID AL R LHOF 2B TE L [HOTiL
DO NzH E3E) o W%, Alfred Appel, Jr.id. HOFIIEHTA AT
HrLmDLEV), BLAIL, HDOTRELVWEIELEZ LTS (Hegota
sweet look.) (op. cit. p.170)o

77 A h23
“It’s Christmas time, Grandma,” said the attendant. “Could I give you a few
pennies out of my purse?”
“Five pennies is a nickel,” said Phoenix stiffly.
“Here’s a nickel,” said the attendant.

Phoenix rose carefully and held out her hand. She received the nickel and then
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fished the other nickel out of her pocket and laid it beside the new one. She stared
at her palm closely, with her head on one side.

Then she gave a tap with her cane on the floor. “This is what come to me to do,”
she said. “I going to the store and buy my child a little windmill they sells, made
out of paper. He going to find it hard to believe there such a thing in the world.
I'll march myself back where he waiting, holding it straight up in this hand.”

She lifted her free hand, gave a little nod, turned around, and walked out of the

doctor's office. Then her slow step began on the stairs, going down.

3 R

“Five pennies is a nickel,” said Phoenix stiffly. Phoenixit5t > ML
WEBIZE o TWADTH b, 0V PTHENEZSAZLEFF = XDOH]E
HTHS2DTHA9,

“This is what come to me to do” [ZNAL TAIV (LLITENPATE
) kol

a little windmill [EE] ZBAZHORYT, ThEdzohrEd (£
ML B2 9) Phoenixid F¥ - ¥ F—FTHorEWwIFEo7 FFLW) K
5533 %o Saralyn R. Daly. "'A Worn Path' Retrod," Studies in Short Fiction 1 (2):
133-39. Winter, 1964.

—J5, Alfred Appel, Jr.iZ X 1LiE. a little windmill i& [FZER 0. &, &
F¥ | (some religious banner, effigy, or offering) &fFRTE % &9 (op. cit.
p-169)o

I'll march myself back where he waiting, holding it straight up in this
hand. Alfred Appel, Jr.iZ X 1LiE, 2 Z TD Phoenix iZAEFNAEPR ) DF ) X

McBEWEES [HAEOZ= L] (Magi, Magus?) 72& 9 (op. cit. p.169)o
Phoenix DfRIZ L 728 b o T\, HOFoTWVBLEIALHEIENTIE
BRENBITTTH 5,

Then her slow step began on the stairs, going down. B % 1T { kDA
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FOTHb, BEOKDZALEDPEEIZRYERITLTHAH LE L2\, Inot
going to forget him again, no, the whole enduring time. (727 A h23) &
BRTVEDTHEh, b,

PET, F7APEZFDOFRIIRDLY TH A,

T, £ (1) oFETHMIATBWALHIC, COERIIHIELTRED
PICHIRTE B Z LAY 505, ZhboDOFRIZOWTEHEL TBE v,

9. B@IZO. Nancy K. Butterworth.?® “From Civil War to Civil Rights:
Race Relations in Welty’s ‘AWornPath.”” DX THEXTWA L HIZ, ZDFE
E7 AV A BADI0FEDORERDOER (TLITY—) ThrLERTAIL
AT X %, Butterworthid, EMHIZ R 5N % chains about my feet, a
barbed-wire fence, a big black dog 72 & D4 X —VH SEEILESF (IUFRFFR
BEE) DAOBANGEOMK - BEERE, RTHRORMEEET S, 51T,
B A g Fe % 22 & 21T 517 Phoenix DS XD S, WltEE LT LI
HRR DI ODOHFTE Do/l b, KB TELTHEMOSEL S
BAOAREEDNTL2AANOBELZFHANL, H5WIE, EBTHT FRO
X912 o< YiEo72F F T3 Phoenix DLRB IR Lo-H DB
ELGholeT A HBAIZHIIHNT 5 Welty DR 2L E 2 5,

KiZ@, ZoOWiEZ, TAVABRADI0EOELS L LRELET, dok
RORHEOASVIHFET 2720 AW, L) b, HHXHAOBEROE
(7L =) THALEVIHRMPETESL, 1L, ¥4 PILAT “A Wom
Path” TH»2Z &6, [E] OBBRESVEZ LI L HTE 5, Phoenix®
[h#*#¥3E] ¥ the Old Natchez Trace Z W B JkTH 545, FHRCTHEBL X/ LD
12, #®iEidapath?d* 5 awagon track, % L C. thestreet ~& ZDRZE
ZTn<{,

%9°, apathid [FRE] (wilderness = a wild or uncultivated region or tract of
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land, uninhabited, or inhabited only by wild animals OED) % #i- T\ 5,
Phoenix 32 Z CTHB T2 (b WiEHBELAE»DLNE) O, #
(pinewoods, oak woods). & (thorns) & HAE)Y (foxes, owls, beetles,
jack rabbits, coons) 7ZIFTH B, AFEIEIR V. 5T, £Dpathiz (F4E
BOBRALZH ) SREBOEEZ BT, [2XZH] (the clearing=a piece
of land cleared for cultivation, esp. in the primeval forest. OED) I(ZE %, £ ZIZ
BHREZHBLCTELIIME MY ER 2 VN D B, &5 LTpathzill s
Phoenix DfkiZ P L3 OHRPH AT, HEPOLXHANLAP > TWE, 2
O [Z2&H] ZAFREZEBL THRZL DD, L3, AgEnl. R
ZBDEFRIFZTTH S,

KT, P ET I VT path iZRBEICH 225 LR EDENTHD
WA 1k a wagon track (= the track made by the passage of wagons. OED) 7%
FIZCEPTW5, WHBE (wagons) DB odb L OBTH S, WHEEII,OT
[7 2 ARERER] ICRRPELRVWREFRTH o205 ZNBRLAZVD
{& the Old Natchez Trace 2SBHER T o 72 D13 1780 £ T A4 5 1830 Fi2h
FCT, BE (1940FER) TRITIREFOEREIEDLSLLLTHS I,
Phoenix 13 Z D# IR THH TA (BABM) ICHEV, HZh GEzREo
Foh) 720, B Gann) 2BLzYT S, ) —D. TDwagon track
THRETNEIL. ThidNatchez DEAANIZH B, cabins DI HLIERER % B
DRI TRBI L THS, Cabin ZHEFEICL TW 2D RBILEF L OT 2 Y
7 B & plantation DWWz H TH o 720 —F . KEEFEid mansion &IN5
R 5 BWIMEAT W, L7245 T, Phoenix 258 ) #iF 72D >
Tslave quarters Th o728 2 AH %D, BIZFOEEDO T B IZAALE
ANEPD TH 5B, WAHBRES (18634F) 22H80FERY o725 Lk BX DX
B R %\,

Wagon track |3 Natchez DB IZ A% & the street ( = apaved road, a highway,
OED) 2B b b, ZOEKIIEHE SN T (paved= formed of stones, bricks,

tiles, or, in later times, blocks of wood, fitted closely together, so as to give a com-
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pact and more or less uniform and smooth surface, OED) \*C, the sidewalk
(=a (raisgd) path for foot-passengers along the side of a street, road, etc.; a foot-
way or pavement. Now chiefly U.S. OED.) 2f T\ 5, O TONBEIZH -
TROo -HBEDP L RTELREST H720DETH S, 2 T 1< Phoenix
HRIZTZD1E, 2V ATAOESH, Eh. AARAZBOETH72{ EAD
N% (people) THbo HKIZE, FLALBHRT AU AXHDE > /272H1C
Wi, INFTE /KRR S Bdo 7T 728 OMA 2 2 TIREREAE Y,
REGZEVOREEIH D, BMRFORDP o 2BRETIIROBENTH o725
DEHELFICAND ZEHTE, BEHOB LS R TIIHROTEDKE
HEH) LW TEI, XHOBYWTH S,

Z 9 LT, the Old Natchez Trace Bl 5> 5 AT ~E0 { 120N Z D& & 1
BEERZLIEIEST, XAORE, AL, WREOE - HBRMA, &
BEFROREBE L I OB LA, S4B EMICEANREEZEOLELE
¥ % Natchez DHfOBA XA L Vo 727 2 ) A HHOBERZRTEN L RBME
EROTL bo

BOHDHER@L LT, ZOWFELEEDOEFRLHGIENTE S, §TICR
T&72& 51T, Alfred Appel, Jri3fEmPIZE L 5N 5 RZBEFHSICER L
T+ Phoenix % ¥ 1) X MBEFEDOBITHIFI R /2B F O =ZHAIT, patch-quilt 12
BENTOEVBFETLReHAERMODRF YA MNIRR B HE DD 7%,
PEEIZ 12 BICERE SN T T, Natchez DMl i3 7 ) A< A D BEHVEH D 5 A
ITENTWENPLTH b, ZHEAT OZAT1EIL Phoenix I2%F LT “A charity
case,” LB ). TOFRKIX [BEFFHEL L TREINLIERDEE] THBH
L# L. charity X C.S. Lewis 2% The Four Loves T [ESMDE | (agape) & L
TRLF VA PAMNLRETHLLHEZHDHDTHH S, ERIZ Phoenix
2 TRDITR o TLBRYIFV2ETH, EIHITBH] LFoThTwzL,
ZHAED [Z7VARREPL, BhArLBE2 I LdITw] Lok b ER
Heo COMBRFVATIORELF VR MEDELFSI VAR - Fyr 1
VWELTHRLIENTE S,
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%\ iZ. Phoenix DEIZF V) A MADEICRET 2 LBEI L2 LA
o A%  ORBRICH 2 THRERIT LDV E ZITHRISHTLEIW X
I2TdH A, “We is the only two left in the world.” & &5 % Phoenix {213 the
sense of her continuity 25 LI SN %, —Bk, Bz EERL-bE, [TEER
DI EETNDZ LiE% ] & Phoenix (FEH . TOFEXF ) X PHREZITT
BLABICEBRICHEET L LD, C. S Lewisido iz [WHE] (affec-
tion = storge) & fi\V: TV 5,

DED3ODMHRIIZOWELER L LTHEIENLHLDDTHEH,
OWFERMPFNOERE D072 DL LTTHL, TIWKEESNTEYOZ L
PRI -7 LTHEAAHL T LA TE S, Path % { Phoenix 7554 E11
2B [MTL A% LRI AZEET5HYH) B2 L TRERTIHZW
L. The Old Natchez Trace % path, wagon track, the street & & & 7 5 DIZ5E
HEBEEHETH L, TNFROBICED L S 2AEY. 8. A%, BUHA
LNBEPIZOVWTHEEZDHVOITTEHALALDOL L THREOFFLEZMHL
TNb, Ld, COHAHETLEHREKRNBENTL 5, IR H2
v} 72 Phoenix DFRIGFHRBEIT TEE FICANLDOLEH, TR THRIZKRD 7
bUITIELEv, HETRORETRORZV, BAELTERIFETELNEY
PP BPETLRDVENDEZTTHD, ERICET, 20Kk 2
WKREVEZTTH 5,

5DOBDFEAFIZZOfEMmE —HOTF AR AWBELHL I L TH D, R
THE,IER L7z L 912, Phoenix DD B MIZWEERBIC R o TLHIRCH
PEND, FNETTHRERIENEAMAI) LT LRREEFS-LTEHELDA
DRBIZVDZ L1705, THIFENTELVEEFICE S,

SR

Appel, Jr., Alfred. A Season of Dreams: The Fiction of Eudora Welty (Louisiana
State University Press, 1965).
Butterworth, Nancy K. “From Civil War to Civil Rights: Race Relations in Welty’s
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‘A Worn Path.”” Dawn Trouard. ed. Eudora Welty: Eye of the Storyteller
(Kent State University Press, 1989).
Lewis, C. S. The Four Loves (Harcourt, Brace, 1960).



