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Introduction

If you walk along the main street on an August afternoon
there is nothing whatsoever to do. The largest building, in
the very center of the town, is boarded up completely and
leans so far to the right that it seems bound to collapse at
any minute. The house is very old. There is about it a
curious, cracked look that is very puzzling until you suddenly
realize that at one time, and long ago, the right side of the
front porch had been painted, and part of the wall -- but the
painting was left unfinished and one portion of the house is
darker and dingier than the other. The building looks
completely deserted.



Nevertheless, on the second floor there is one window which is not
boarded; sometimes in the late afternoon when the heat is at its
worst a hand will slowly open the shutter and a face will look down
on the town. It is a face like the terrible dim faces known in dreams
-- sexless and white, with two gray crossed eyes which are turned
inward so sharply that they seem to be exchanging with each other
one long and secret gaze of grief. The face lingers at the window for
an hour or so, then the shutters are dosed once more, and as likely
as not there will not be another soul to be seen along the main
street. These August afternoons -- when your shift is finished there
is absolutely nothing to do; you might as well walk down to the
Forks Falls Road and listen to the chain gang (3-4).



Miss Amelia — Description |



She was a dark, tall woman with bones and muscles like a
man. Her hair was cut short and brushed back from the
forehead, and there was about her sunburned face a
tense, haggard quality. She might have been a handsome
woman if, even then, she was not slightly cross-eyed.
There were those who would have courted her, but Miss
Amelia cared nothing for the love of men and was a
solitary person. Her marriage had been unlike any other
marriage ever contracted in this county -- it was a strange
and dangerous marriage, lasting only for ten days, that
left the whole town wondering and shocked (4-5).



Miss Amelia — Description ||



It was only with people that Miss Amelia was not at ease.
People, unless they are nilly-willy or very sick, cannot be taken
into the hands and changed overnight to something more
worthwhile and profitable. So that the only use that Miss Amelia
had for other people was to make money out of them. And in
this she succeeded. [...] she was the richest woman for miles

around (5).



Lymon’s arrival



One of the twins, who had been looking down the empty road, was the
first to speak. "l see something coming," he said.

"A calf got loose," said his brother.

The approaching figure was still too distant to be clearly seen. The moon
made dim, twisted shadows of the blossoming peach trees along the
side of the road. [...]

"No. It's somebody's youngun," said Stumpy MacPhail.

Miss Amelia watched the road in silence. She had put down her rope
and was fingering the straps of her overalls with her brown bony hand.
[...] While they were waiting there, a dog from one of the houses down
the road began a wild, hoarse howl that continued until a voice called
out and hushed him. It was not until the figure was quite close, within
the range of the yellow light from the porch, that they saw dearly what
had come (6).



Lymon’s description



The man was a stranger, and it is rare that a stranger enters the town on
foot at that hour. Besides, the man was a hunchback. He was scarcely
more than four feet tall and he wore a ragged, dusty coat that reached
only to his knees. His crooked little legs seemed too thin to carry the
weight of his great warped chest and the hump that sat on his
shoulders. He had a very large head, with deep-set blue eyes and a
sharp little mouth. His face was both soft and sassy -- at the moment his
pale skin was yellowed by dust and there were lavendar shadows

beneath his eyes. He carried a lopsided old suitcase which was tied with
a rope (6-7).

His hands were like dirty sparrow claws and they were trembling (8).

It was not a common thing to have an unknown hunchback walk to the
store at midnight and then sit down and cry (9).



Whiskey



It is known that if a message is written with lemon juice on a clean sheet
of paper there will be no sign of it. But if the paper is held for a moment
to the fire then the letters turn brown and the meaning becomes clear.
Imagine that the whisky is the fire and that the message is that which is
known only in the soul of a man -- then the worth of Miss Amelia's
liquor can be understood. Things that have gone unnoticed, thoughts
that have been harbored far back in the dark mind, are suddenly

recognized and comprehended (10).



Miss Amelia — Description Il



Only a few times in her life had Miss Amelia invited anyone to
eat with her, unless she were planning to trick them in some

way, or make money out of them (11).

She sat with both elbows on the table, bent over the plate, her
knees spread wide apart and her feet braced on the rungs of the

chair (11).



