
Source A 

June 21, 1895/ Bombay, India 

"Please tell me that's not going to be part of my birthday dinner this evening." 

I am staring into the hissing face of a cobra. A surpris-ingly pink tongue slithers in and out of a cruel 

mouth while an Indian man whose eyes are the blue of blindness inclines his head toward my 

mother and explains in Hindi that cobras make very good eating. 

 

My mother reaches out a white-gloved finger to stroke the snake's back. "What do you think, 

Gemma? Now that you're sixteen, will you be dining on cobra?" 

 

The slithery thing makes me shudder. "I think not, thank you." 

 

The old, blind Indian man smiles toothlessly and brings the cobra closer. It's enough to send me 

reeling back where I bump into a wooden stand filled with little statues of Indian deities. One of the 

statues, a woman who is all arms with a face bent on terror, falls to the ground. Kali, the destroyer. 

Lately, Mother has accused me of keeping her as my unofficial patron saint. Lately, Mother and I 

haven't been getting on very well. She claims it's because I've reached an impossible age. I state 

emphatically to anyone who will listen that it's all because she refuses to take me to London. 

 

We're moving past the cobra man and into the throng of people crowding every inch of Bombay's 

frenzied marketplace. Mother doesn't answer but waves away an organ-grinder and his monkey. It's 

unbearably hot. Beneath my cotton dress and crinolines, sweat streaks down my body. The flies-my 

most ardent admirers-dart about my face. I swat at one of the little winged beasts, but it escapes 

and I can almost swear I hear it mocking me. My misery is reaching epidemic proportions. 

 

Overhead, the clouds are thick and dark, giving warning that this is monsoon season, when floods of 

rain could fall from the sky in a matter of minutes. In the dusty bazaar the turbaned men chatter and 

squawk and bargain, lifting brightly colored silks toward us with brown, sunbaked hands. 

Everywhere there are carts lined with straw baskets offering every sort of ware and edible-thin, 

coppery vases; wooden boxes carved into intricate flower designs; and mangos ripening in the heat. 

 

Sarita, our long-suffering housekeeper, offers pomegranates in her leathery hand. "Memsahib, these 

are very nice. Perhaps we will take them to your father, yes?" 

 

If I were a good daughter, I'd bring some to my father, watch his blue eyes twinkle as he slices open 

the rich, red fruit, then eats the tiny seeds with a silver spoon just like a proper British gentleman. 

 

"He'll only stain his white suit," I grumble. My mother starts to say something to me, thinks better of 

it, sighs-as usual. We used to go everywhere together, my mother and I-visiting ancient temples, 

exploring local customs, watching Hindu festivals, staying up late to see the streets bloom with 

candlelight. Now, she barely takes me on social calls. It's as if I'm a leper without a colony. 

 

"He will stain his suit. He always does," I mumble in my defense, though no one is paying me a bit of 

attention except for the organ-grinder and his monkey. They're following my every step, hoping to 

amuse me for money. The high lace collar of my dress is soaked with perspiration. I long for the cool, 

lush green of England, which I've only read about in my grandmother's letters. Letters filled with 



gossip about tea dances and balls and who has scandalized whom half a world away, while I am 

stranded in boring, dusty India watching an organ-grinder's monkey do a juggling trick with dates, 

the same trick he's been performing for a year. 

 

A vendor holds out a carved mask with snarling teeth and elephant ears. Without a word, Mother 

places it over her face. "Find me if you can," she says. It's a game she's played with me since I could 

walk-a bit of hide-and-seek meant to make me smile. A child's game. 

 

"I see only my mother," I say, bored. "Same teeth. Same ears." 

 

Mother gives the mask back to the vendor. I've hit her vanity, her weak point. 

 

"And I see that turning sixteen is not very becoming to my daughter," she says. 

 

Yes, I am sixteen. Sixteen. An age at which most girls are finishing school and planning their 

weddings to boys they hardly know so that they can venture into a loveless life. But not me, they 

may think I’m considering the potential suitors hey have put forward. I have a plan and it involves 

my parents, the old, blind, toothless man and his snake… and a funeral. I smile at my mother, she 

smiles back. My smile is hidden by the knowledge that this will be her last journey to the market and 

hopefully mine too… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Source A 

Wiltshire, September 1535 His children are falling from the sky. He watches from horseback, 

acres of England stretching behind him; they drop, gilt-winged, each with a blood-filled 

gaze. Grace Cromwell hovers in thin air. She is silent when she takes her prey, silent as she 

glides to his fist. But the sounds she makes then, the rustle of feathers and the creak, the 

sigh and riffle of pinion, the small cluck-cluck from her throat, these are sounds of 

recognition, intimate, daughterly, almost disapproving. Her breast is gore-streaked and flesh 

clings to her claws. 

Later, Henry will say, ‘Your girls flew well today.’ The hawk Anne Cromwell bounces on the 

glove of Rafe Sadler, who rides by the king in easy conversation. They are tired; the sun is 

declining, and they ride back to Wolf Hall with the reins slack on the necks of their mounts. 

Tomorrow his wife and two sisters will go out. These dead women, their bones long sunk in 

London clay, are now transmigrated. Weightless, they glide on the upper currents of the air. 

They pity no one. They answer to no one. Their lives are simple. When they look down they 

see nothing but their prey, and the borrowed plumes of the hunters: they see a flittering, 

flinching universe, a universe filled with their dinner. 

All summer has been like this, a riot of dismemberment, fur and feather flying; the beating 

off and the whipping in of hounds, the coddling of tired horses, the nursing, by the 

gentlemen, of contusions, sprains and blisters. And for a few days at least, the sun has 

shone on Henry. Sometime before noon, clouds scudded in from the west and rain fell in big 

scented drops; but the sun re-emerged with a scorching heat, and now the sky is so clear 

you can see into Heaven and spy on what the saints are doing. 

As they dismount, handing their horses to the grooms and waiting on the king, his mind is 

already moving to paperwork: to dispatches from Whitehall, galloped down by the post 

routes that are laid wherever the court shifts. At supper with the Seymours, he will defer 

any stories his hosts wish to tell: to anything the king may venture, tousled and happy and 

amiable as he seems tonight. When the king has gone to bed, his working night will begin. 

Though the day is over, Henry seems disinclined to go indoors. He stands looking about him, 

inhaling horse sweat, a broad, brick-red streak of sunburn across his forehead. Early in the 

day he lost his hat, so by custom all the hunting party were obliged to take off theirs. The 

king refused all offers of substitutes. As dusk steals over the woods and fields, servants will 

be out looking for the stir of the black plume against darkening grass, or the glint of his 

hunter’s badge, a gold St Hubert with sapphire eyes. 

Already you can feel the autumn. You know there will not be many more days like these; so 

let us stand, the horseboys of Wolf Hall swarming around us, Wiltshire and the western 

counties stretching into a haze of blue; let us stand, the king’s hand on his shoulder, Henry’s 

face earnest as he talks his way back through the landscape of the day, the green copses 

and rushing streams, the alders by the water’s edge, the early haze that lifted by nine; the 

brief shower, the small wind that died and settled; the stillness, the afternoon heat. 



‘Sir, how are you not burned?‘ Rafe Sadler demands. A redhead like the king, he has turned 

a mottled, freckled pink, and even his eyes look sore. He, Thomas Cromwell, shrugs; he 

hangs an arm around Rafe’s shoulders as they drift indoors. He went through the whole of 

Italy – the battlefield as well as the shaded arena of the counting house – without losing his 

London pallor.  His ruffian childhood, the days on the river, the days in the fields: they left 

him as white as God made him. ‘Cromwell has the skin of a lily,’ the king pronounces. ‘The 

only particular in which he resembles that or any other blossom.’ Teasing him, they amble 

towards supper. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Source A 

‘Good morning, sit down, girls,’ said the headmistress who had entered in a hurry, leaving 
the door wide open.  

Miss Brodie passed behind her with her head up, up, and shut the door with the utmost 
meaning.  

‘I have only just looked in,’ said Miss Mackay, ‘and I have to be off. Well, girls, this is 5 the 
first day of the new session. Are we downhearted? No. You girls must work hard this year at 
every subject and pass your qualifying examination with flying colours. Next year you will be 
in the Senior school, remember. I hope you’ve all had a nice summer holiday, you all look 
nice and brown. I hope in due course of time to read your essays on how you spent them.’ 
10  

When she had gone Miss Brodie looked hard at the door for a long time. A girl, called Judith, 
giggled. Miss Brodie said to Judith, ‘That will do.’ She turned to the blackboard and rubbed 
out with her duster the long division sum she always kept on the blackboard in case of 
intrusions from outside during any arithmetic periods when Miss Brodie should happen not 
to be teaching arithmetic. When she had done this 15 she turned back to the class and said, 
‘Are we downhearted no, are we downhearted no. I shall be able to tell you a great deal this 
term. As you know, I don’t believe in talking down to children, you are capable of grasping 
more than is generally appreciated by your elders. Qualifying examination or no qualifying 
examination, you will have the benefit of my experiences in Italy. In Rome I saw the 
Colosseum where 20 the gladiators died and the slaves were thrown to the lions. A vulgar 
American remarked to me, “It looks like a mighty fine quarry.” They talk nasally. Mary, what 
does to talk nasally mean?’  

Mary did not know.  

‘Stupid as ever,’ said Miss Brodie. ‘Eunice?’ 25  

‘Through your nose,’ said Eunice.  
‘Answer in a complete sentence, please,’ said Miss Brodie. ‘This year I think you must all 

start answering in complete sentences, I must try to remember this rule. Your correct 
answer is “To talk nasally means to talk through one’s nose”. The American said, “It looks 
like a mighty fine quarry.” Ah, it was there the gladiators 30 fought. “Hail Caesar!” they 

cried. “These about to die salute thee!’  
Miss Brodie stood in her brown dress like a gladiator with raised arm and eyes 

flashing like a sword. ‘Hail Caesar!’ she cried again, turning radiantly to the window light, as 
if Caesar sat there. ‘Who opened the window?’ said Miss Brodie dropping her arm. 35  
Nobody answered.  
‘Whoever has opened the window has opened it too wide,’ said Miss Brodie. ‘Six inches is 
perfectly adequate. More is vulgar. One should have an innate sense of these things. We 
ought to be doing history at the moment according to the time-table. Get out your history 
books and prop them up in your hands. I shall tell you a little 40 more about Italy.  
Keep your books propped up in case we have any further intruders.’ She looked 
disapprovingly towards the door and lifted her fine dark Roman head with dignity.  



‘Next year,’ she said, ‘you will have the specialists to teach you history and mathematics and 
languages, a teacher for this and a teacher for that. But in this your 45 last year with me you 
will receive the fruits of my prime. They will remain with you all your days. First, however, I 
must mark the register for today before we forget. There are two new girls. Stand up the 
two new girls.’  
 
They stood up with wide eyes while Miss Brodie sat down at her desk.  
‘You will get used to our ways.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Source A 

In this extract from chapter 2 of the novel, the narrator recalls a turning point in his childhood in 

England during the Second World War, when his friend Keith tells him something that sets off a 

complex chain of events. 

Where the story began, though was where most of our projects and adventures began – at Keith’s 

house. At the tea table, in fact – I can hear the soft clinking made by the four blue beads that 

weighted the lace cloth covering the tall jug of lemon barley... 

No, wait. I’ve got that wrong. The glass beads are clinking against the glass of the jug because the 

cover’s stirring in the breeze. We’re outside, in the middle of the morning, near the chicken run at 

the bottom of the garden, building the transcontinental railway. 

Yes, because I can hear something else, as well - the trains on the real railway, as they emerge from 

the cutting on to the embankment above our heads just beyond the wire fence. I can see the 

showers of sparks they throw up from the live rail. The jug of lemon barley isn’t our tea- it’s our 

elevenses, waiting with two biscuits each on a tray his mother has brought us out from the house, 

and set down on the red brick path beside us. It’s as she walks away, up the red brick path, that 

Keith so calmly and quietly drops his bombshell.  

When is this? The sun’s shining as the beads clink against the jug, but I have a feeling that there’s 

still a trace of fallen apple blossom on the earthworks for the transcontinental railway, and that his 

mother’s worried about whether we’re warm enough out there. ‘You’ll come inside, chaps, won’t 

you, if you get chilly?’ May still, perhaps. Why aren’t we at school? Perhaps it’s a Saturday or a 

Sunday. No, there’s the feel of a weekday morning in the air; it’s unmistakable, even if the season 

isn’t. Something that doesn’t quite fit here, as so often when one tries to assemble different bits to 

make a whole. 

Or have I got everything back to front? Had the policeman already happened before this? 

It’s so difficult to remember what order things occurred in – but if you can’t remember that, then it’s 

impossible to work out which led to which, and what the connection was. What I remember, when I 

examine my memory carefully, isn’t a narrative at all. It’s a collection of vivid particulars. Certain 

words spoken, certain objects glimpsed. Certain gestures and expressions. Certain moods, certain 

weathers, certain times of day and states of light. Certain individual moments, which seem to mean 

so much, but which mean in fact so little until the hidden links between them have been found. 

Where did the policeman come in the story? We watch him as he pedals slowly up the Close. His 

appearance has simultaneously justified all our suspicions and overtaken all our efforts, because he’s 

coming to arrest Keith’s mother... No, no- that was earlier. We’re running happily and innocently up 

the street beside him, and he represents nothing but the hope of a little excitement out of nowhere. 

He cycles right past all the houses, looking at each of them in turn, goes round the turning circle at 

the end, cycles back down the street ... and dismounts in front of No. 12. What I remember for sure 

is the look on Keith’s mother’s face, as we run in to tell her that there’s a policeman going to Auntie 

Dee’s. For a moment all her composure’s gone. She looks ill and frightened. She’s throwing the front 

door open and not walking but running down the street... 

I understand now, of course, that she and Auntie Dee and Mrs Berrill and the McAfees all lived in 

dread of policemen and telegraph boys, as everyone did then who had someone in the family away 



fighting. I’ve forgotten now what it had turned out to be- nothing to do with Uncle Peter, anyway. A 

complaint about Auntie Dee’s blackout, I think. She was always rather slapdash about it. 

Once again I see that look cross Keith’s mother’s face, and this time I think I see something else 

beside the fear. Something that reminds me of the look on Keith’s face, when his father’s discovered 

some dereliction in his duties towards his bicycle or his cricket gear: a suggestion of guilt. Or is 

memory being overwritten by hindsight once more? 

If the policeman and the look had already happened, could they by any chance have planted the first 

seed of an idea in Keith’s mind? 

I think now that most probably Keith’s words came out of nowhere, that they were spontaneously 

created in the moment they were uttered. That they were a blind leap of pure fantasy. Or of pure 

intuition. Or, like so many things, of both. 

From those six random words, anyway, came everything that followed, brought forth simply by 

Keith’s uttering them and by my hearing them. The rest of our lives was determined in that one brief 

moment as the beads clinked against the jug and Keith’s mother walked away from us, through the 

brightness of the morning, over the last of the fallen white blossom on the red brick path, erect, 

composed, and invulnerable, and Keith watched her go, with the dreamy look in his eye that I 

remembered from the start of so many of our projects. 

‘My mother’, he said reflectively, almost regretfully, ‘is a German spy.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Source A 

In this extract the narrator, Richard Hannay, is on the run from a gang of spies after escaping from a 

locked room in their farmhouse by using some explosive devices that he found there. Unable to travel 

away from the farm in daylight, he has now found a hiding place on top of a dovecote which he 

needs to climb in spite of having been injured in the explosion. 

That was one of the hardest jobs I ever took on. My shoulder and arm ached like hell, and I was so 

sick and giddy that I was always on the verge of falling. But I managed it somehow. By the use of out-

jutting stones and gaps in the masonry and a tough ivy root I got to the top in the end. There was a 

little parapet behind which I found space to lie down. Then I proceeded to go off into an old- 

fashioned swoon. 

I woke with a burning head and the sun glaring in my face. For a long time I lay motionless, for those 

horrible fumes seemed to have loosened my joints and dulled my brain. Sounds came to me from 

the house – men speaking throatily and the throbbing of a stationary car. There was a little gap in 

the parapet to which I wriggled, and from which I had some sort of prospect of the yard. I saw 

figures come out – a servant with his head bound up, and then a younger man in knickerbockers. 

They were looking for something, and moved towards the mill. Then one of them caught sight of the 

wisp of cloth on the nail, and cried out to the other. They both went back to the house, and brought 

two more to look at it. I saw the rotund figure of my late captor, and I thought I made out the man 

with the lisp. I noticed that all had pistols. 

For half an hour they ransacked the mill. I could hear them kicking over the barrels and pulling up 

the rotten planking. Then they came outside, and stood just below the dovecot, arguing fiercely. The 

servant with the bandage was being soundly rated. I heard them fiddling with the door of the 

dovecot, and for one horrid moment I fancied they were coming up. Then they thought better of it, 

and went back to the house. 

All that long blistering afternoon I lay baking on the roof-top. Thirst was my chief torment. My 

tongue was like a stick, and to make it worse I could hear the cool drip of water from the mill- lade. I 

watched the course of the little stream as it came in from the moor, and my fancy followed it to the 

top of the glen, where it must issue from an icy fountain fringed with cool ferns and mosses. I would 

have given a thousand pounds to plunge my face into that. 

I had a fine prospect of the whole ring of moorland. I saw the car speed away with two occupants, 

and a man on a hill pony riding east. I judged they were looking for me, and I wished them joy of 

their quest. 

But I saw something else more interesting. The house stood almost on the summit of a swell of 

moorland which crowned a sort of plateau, and there was no higher point nearer than the big hills 

six miles off. The actual summit, as I have mentioned, was a biggish clump of trees – firs mostly, with 

a few ashes and beeches. On the dovecot I was almost on a level with the tree- tops, and could see 

what lay beyond. The wood was not solid, but only a ring, and inside was an oval of green turf, for all 

the world like a big cricket-field. 

I didn’t take long to guess what it was. It was an aerodrome, and a secret one. The place had been 

most cunningly chosen. For suppose anyone were watching an aeroplane descending here, he would 

think it had gone over the hill beyond the trees. As the place was on the top of a rise in the midst of 

a big amphitheatre, any observer from any direction would conclude it had passed out of view 

behind the hill. Only a man very close at hand would realise that the aeroplane had not gone over 



but descended in the midst of the wood. An observer with a telescope on one of the higher hills 

might have discovered the truth, but only herds went there, and herds do not carry spy-glasses. 

When I looked from the dovecot I could see far away a blue line which I knew was the sea, and I 

grew furious to think that our enemies had this secret conning-tower to rake our waterways. 

Then I reflected that if that aeroplane came back the chances were ten to one that I would be 

discovered. So through the afternoon I lay and prayed for the coming of darkness, and glad I was 

when the sun went down over the big western hills and the twilight haze crept over the moor. The 

aeroplane was late. The gloaming was far advanced when I heard the beat of wings and saw it vol-

planning downward to its home in the wood. Lights twinkled for a bit and there was much coming 

and going from the house. Then the dark fell, and silence. 

Thank God it was a black night. The moon was well on its last quarter and would not rise till late. My 

thirst was too great to allow me to tarry, so about nine o’clock, so far as I could judge, I started to 

descend. It wasn’t easy, and half- way down I heard the back-door of the house open, and saw the 

gleam of a lantern against the mill wall. For some agonising minutes I hung by the ivy and prayed 

that whoever it was would not come round by the dovecot. Then the light disappeared, and I 

dropped as softly as I could on to the hard soil of the yard. 

I crawled on my belly in the lee of a stone dyke till I reached the fringe of trees which surrounded 

the house. If I had known how to do it I would have tried to put that aeroplane out of action, but I 

realised that any attempt would probably be futile. I was pretty certain that there would be some 

kind of defence round the house, so I went through the wood on hands and knees, feeling carefully 

every inch before me. It was as well, for presently I came on a wire about two feet from the ground. 

If I had tripped over that, it would doubtless have rung some bell in the house and I would have 

been captured. 

A hundred yards farther on I found another wire cunningly placed on the edge of a small stream. 

Beyond that lay the moor, and in five minutes I was deep in bracken and heather. Soon I was round 

the shoulder of the rise, in the little glen from which the mill-lade flowed. Ten minutes later my face 

was in the spring, and I was soaking down pints of the blessed water. 

But I did not stop till I had put half a dozen miles between me and that accursed dwelling. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Source A 

"It's a brisk morning," the Constable said. "Why don't you join me inside the gatehouse, 
where it's nice and cozy, and I'll get you some tea." 
 
On either side of the main gate, the fence terminated in a small stone tower with narrow 
diamond-paned windows set deeply into its walls. The Constable entered one of these from 
his side of the fence and then opened a heavy wooden door with huge wrought iron hinges, 
letting Nell and Harv in from their side. The tiny octagonal room was cluttered with fine 
furniture made of dark wood, a shelf of old books, and a small cast-iron stove with a red 
enamel kettle on top, pocked like an asteroid from ancient impacts, piping out a tenuous 
column of steam. The Constable directed them into a pair of wooden chairs. Trying to scoot 
them back from the table, they discovered that each was ten times the weight of any other 
chair they'd seen, being made of actual wood, and thick pieces of it too. They were not 
especially comfortable, but Nell liked sitting in hers nevertheless, as something about its size 
and weight gave her a feeling of security. The windows on the Dovetail side of the 
gatehouse were larger, and she could see the two corgi dogs outside, peering in through the 
lead latticework, flabbergasted that they had, through some enormous lacuna in procedure, 
been left on the outside, wagging their tails somewhat uncertainly, as if, in a world that 
allowed such mistakes, nothing could be counted on. 
 
The Constable found a wooden tray and carried it about the room, cautiously assembling a 
collection of cups, saucers, spoons, tongs, and other tea-related armaments. When all the 
necessary tools were properly laid out, he manufactured the beverage, hewing closely to 
the ancient procedure, and set it before them. 
 
Resting on a counter by the window was an outlandishly shaped black object that Nell 
recognized as a telephone, only because she had seen them on the old passives that her 
mother liked to watch—where they seemed to take on a talismanic significance out of 
proportion to what they actually did. The Constable picked up a piece of paper on which 
many names and strings and digits had been hand-written. He turned his back to the 
nearest window, then leaned backward over the counter so as to bring most of him closer to 
its illumination. He tilted the paper into the light and then adjusted the elevation of his own 
chin through a rather sweeping arc, converging on a position that placed the lenses of his 
reading spectacles between pupil and page. Having maneuvered all of these elements into 
the optimal geometry, he let out a little sigh, as though the arrangement suited him, and 
peered up over his glasses at Nell and Harv for a moment, as if to suggest that they could 
learn some valuable tricks by keeping a sharp eye on him. Nell watched him, fascinated not 
least because she rarely saw people in spectacles. 
 

 

 

 

 



Source A 

It was three o'clock in the afternoon before the planes came. The snow had all been gone by 
noon and rocks were hot now in the sun. There were no clouds in the sky and Robert Jordan 
sat in the rocks with his shirt off browning his back in the sun and reading the letters that 
had been in the pockets of the dead cavalryman. From time to time he would stop reading 
to look across the open slope to the line of the timber, look over the high country above and 
then return to the letters. No more cavalry had appeared. At intervals there would be the 
sound of a shot from the direction of El Sordo's camp. But the firing was desultory. 
 
From examining his military papers he knew the boy was from Tafalla in Navarra, twenty-
one years old, unmarried, and the son of a blacksmith. His regiment was the Nth cavalry, 
which surprised Robert Jordan, for he had believed that regiment to be in the North. He was 
a Carlist, and he had been wounded at the fighting for Irun at the start of the war. 
 
The first letters he read were very formal, very carefully written and dealt almost entirely 
with local happenings. They were from his sister and Robert Jordan learned that everything 
was all right in Tafalla, that father was well, that mother was the same as always but with 
certain complaints about her back, that she hoped he was well and not in too great danger 
and she was happy he was doing away with the reds to liberate Spain from the domination 
of the Marxist hordes. Then there was a list of those boys from Tafalla who had been killed 
or badly wounded since she wrote last. She mentioned ten who were killed. That is a great 
many for a town the size of Tafalla, Robert Jordan thought. 
 
There was quite a lot of religion in the letter and she prayed to Saint Anthony, to hee 
Blessed Virgin of Pilar, and to other Virgins to protect him and she wanted him never to 
forget that he was also protected by the Sacred Heart of Jesus that he wore still, she 
trusted, at all times over his own heart where it had been proven innumerable—this was 
underlined— times to have the power of stopping bullets. She was as always his loving sister 
Concha.  
 
This letter was a little stained around the edges and Robert Jordan put it carefully back with 
the military papers and opened a letter with a less severe handwriting. It was from the boy's 
novici his fiancée, and it was quietly, formally, and completely hysterical with concern for his 
safety. Robert Jordan read it through and then put all the letters together with the papers 
into his hip pocket. He did not want to read the other letters.  
 
I guess I've done my good deed for today, he said to himself. I guess you have all right, he 
repeated. 
"What are those you were reading?" Primitivo asked him. 
"The documentation and the letters of that requete we shot this morning. Do you want to 
see it?" "I can't read," Primitivo said. "Was there anything interesting?" 
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Many years later, as he faced the firing squad, Colonel Aureliano Buendia was to remember 
that distant afternoon when his father took him to discover ice. At that time Macondo was a 
village of twenty adobe houses, built on the bank of a river of clear water that ran along a 
bed of polished stones, which were white and enormous, like prehistoric eggs. The world 
was so recent that many things lacked names, and in order to indicate them it was 
necessary to point. 
 
Every year during the month of March a family of ragged gypsies would set up their tents 
near the village, and with a great uproar of pipes and kettledrums they would display new 
inventions. First they brought the magnet. A heavy gypsy with an untamed beard and 
sparrow hands, who introduced himself as Melquiades, put on a bold public demonstration 
of what he himself called the eighth wonder of the learned alchemists of Macedonia. He 
went from house to house dragging two metal ingots and everybody was amazed to see 
pots, pans, tongs, and braziers tumble down from their places and beams creak from the 
desperation of nails and screws trying to emerge, and even objects that had been lost for a 
long time appeared from where they had been searched for most and went dragging along 
in turbulent confusion behind Melquiades' magical irons. 
 
"Things have a life of their own," the gypsy proclaimed with a harsh accent. "It's simply a 
matter of waking up their souls."  
 
Jose Arcadio Buendia, whose unbridled imagination always went beyond the genius of 
nature and even beyond miracles and magic, thought that it would be possible to make use 
of that useless invention to extract gold from the bowels of the earth. Melquiades, who was 
an honest man, warned him: "It won't work for that." But Jose Arcadio Buendia at that time 
did not believe in the honesty of gypsies, so he traded his mule and a pair of goats for the 
two magnetized ingots. Ursula Iguarán, his wife, who relied on those animals to increase 
their poor domestic holdings, was unable to dissuade him. "Very soon we'll have gold 
enough and more to pave the floors of the house," he husband replied. For several months 
he worked hard to demonstrate the truth of his idea. He explored every inch of the region, 
even the riverbed, dragging the two iron ingots along and reciting Melquiades' incantation 
aloud. The only thing he succeeded in doing was to unearth a suit of fifteenth-century armor 
which had all of its pieces soldered together with rust and inside of which there was the 
hollow resonance of an enormous stone-filled gourd. When Jose Arcadio Buendia and the 
four men of his expedition managed to take the armor apart, they found inside a calcified 
skeleton with a copper locket containing a woman's hair around its neck. 
 
In March the gypsies returned. This time they brought a telescope and a magnifying glass 
the size of a drum, which they exhibited as the latest discovery of the Jews of Amsterdam. 
They placed a gypsy woman at one end of the village and set up the telescope at the 
entrance to the tent. For the price of five reales, people could look into the telescope and 
see the gypsy woman an arm's length away. "Science has eliminated distance," Melquiades 
proclaimed. 
 

 



Source A 

In June she married Tom Buchanan of Chicago, with more pomp and circumstance than 
Louisville ever knew before. He came down with a hundred people in four private cars, and 
hired a whole floor of the Muhlbach Hotel, and the day before the wedding he gave her a 
string of pearls valued at three hundred and fifty thousand dollars. 
 
I was a bridesmaid. I came into her room half an hour before the bridal dinner, and found 
her lying on her bed as lovely as the June night in her flowered dress—and as drunk as a 
monkey. She had a bottle of Sauterne in one hand and a letter in the other. 
 
"'Gratulate me," she muttered. "Never had a drink before, but oh how I do enjoy it." 
 
"What's the matter, Daisy?" 
 
I was scared, I can tell you; I'd never seen a girl like that before. 
 
"Here, dears'." She groped around in a waste-basket she had with her on the bed and pulled 
out the string of pearls. "take 'em downstairs and give 'em back to whoever they belong to. 
 
Tell 'em all Daisy's change' her mine. Say: 'Daisy's change' her mine!" 
 
She began to cry—she cried and cried. I rushed out and found her mother's maid, and we 
locked the door and got her into a cold bath. She wouldn't let go of the letter. She took it 
into the tub with her and squeezed it up into a wet ball, and only let me leave it in the 
soapdish when she saw that it was coming to pieces like snow. 
 
But she didn't say another word. We gave her spirits of ammonia and put ice on her 
forehead and hooked he back into her dress, and half an hour later, when we walked out of 
the room, the pearls were around her neck and the incident was over. Next day at five 
o'clock she married Tom Buchanan without so much as a shiver, and started off on a three 
months' trip to the South Seas. 
 
I saw them in Santa Barbara when they came back, and I thought I'd never seen a girl so 
mad about her husband. If he left the room for a minute she'd look around uneasily, and 
say: "Where's Tom gone?" and wear the most abstracted expression until she saw him 
coming in the door. She used to sit on the sand with his head in her lap by the hour, rubbing 
her fingers over his eyes and looking at him with unfathomable delight. It was touching to 
see them together—it made you laugh in a hushed, fascinated way. That was in August. A 
week after I left Santa Barbara Tom ran into a wagon on the Ventura road one night, and 
ripped a front wheel off his car. The girl who was with him got into the papers, too, because 
her arm was broken—she was one of the chambermaids in the Santa Barbara Hotel. 
 

The next April Daisy had her little girl, and they went to France for a year. 

 

 



Source A 

It was a deluge of a winter in the Salinas Valley, wet and wonderful. The rains fell gently and soaked 
in and did not freshet. The feed was deep in January, and in February the hills were fat with grass 
and the coats of the cattle looked tight and sleek. In March the soft rains continued, and each storm 
waited courteously until its predecessor sank beneath the ground. Then warmth flooded the valley 
and the earth burst into bloom—yellow and blue and gold. 
 
Tom was alone on the ranch, and even that dust heap was rich and lovely and flints were hidden in 
grass and the Hamilton cows were fat and the Hamilton sheep sprouted grass from their damp 
backs.  
 
At noon on March 15 Tom sat on the bench outside the forge. The sunny morning was over, and gray 
water-bearing clouds sailed in over the mountains from the ocean, and their shadows slid under 
them on the bright earth. 
 
Tom heard a horse's clattering hoofs and he saw a small boy, elbows flapping, urging a tired horse 
toward the house. He stood up and walked toward the road. The boy galloped up to the house, 
yanked off his hat, flung a yellow envelope on the ground, spun his horse around, and kicked up a 
gallop again. 
 
Tom started to call after him, and then he leaned wearily down and picked up the telegram. 
 
He sat in the sun on the bench outside the forge, holding the telegram in his hand. And he looked at 
the hills and at the old house, as though to save something, before he tore open the envelope and 
read the inevitable four words, the person, the event and the time. 
 
Tom slowly folded the telegram and folded it again and again until it was a square no larger than his 
thumb. He walked to the house, through the kitchen, through the little living room and into his 
bedroom. He took his dark suit out of the clothespress and laid it over the back of a chair and he put 
a white shirt and a black tie on the seat of the chair. And then he lay down on the bed and turned his 
face to the wall. I. 
 
The surreys and the buggies had driven out of the Salinas cemetery. The family and friends went 
back to Olive's house on Central Avenue to eat and to drink coffee, to see how each one was taking 
it. and to do and say the decent things. 
 
George offered Adam Trask a lift in his rented surrey, but Adam refused. He wandered around the 
cemetery and sat down on the cement curb of the Williams family plot. The traditional dark 
cypresses wept around the edge of the cemetery, and white violets ran wild in the pathways. 
Someone had brought them in and they had become weeds. 
 
The cold wind blew over the tombstones and cried in the cypresses. There were many cast-iron 
stars, marking the graves of Grand Army men, and on each star a small wind-bitten flag from a year 
ago Decoration Day. 
 
Adam sat looking at the mountains to the east of Salinas with the noble point of Fremont's Peak 
dominating. 


