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1. MY ANTONIA

Late in August the Cutters went to Omaha for a few days, leaving Antonia in
charge of the house. Since the scandal about the Swedish girl, Wick Cutter could
never get his wife to stir out of Black Hawk without him.

The day after the Cutters left, Antonia came over to see us. Grandmother noticed
that she seemed troubled and distracted. “You've got something on your mind,
Antonia,” she said anxiously.

“Yes, Mrs. Burden. | couldn't sleep much last night.” She hesitated, and then told
us how strangely Mr. Cutter had behaved before he went away. He put all the
silver in a basket and placed it under her bed, and with it a box of papers which
he told her were valuable. He made her promise that she would not sleep away
from the house, or be out late in the evening, while he was gone. He strictly
forbade her to ask any of the girls she knew to stay with her at night. She would
be perfectly safe, he said, as he had just put a new Yale lock on the front door.

Cutter had been so insistent in regard to these details that now she felt
uncomfortable about staying there alone. She hadn't liked the way he kept
coming into the kitchen to instruct her, or the way he looked at her. “I feel as if he
is up to some of his tricks again, and is going to try to scare me, somehow.”

Grandmother was apprehensive at once. “l don't think it's right for you to stay
there, feeling that way. | suppose it wouldn't be right for you to leave the place
alone, either, after giving your word. Maybe Jim would be willing to go over there
and sleep, and you could come here nights. I'd feel safer, knowing you were
under my own roof. | guess Jim could take care of their silver and old usury notes
as well as you could.”

Antonia turned to me eagerly. “Oh, would you, Jim? I'd make up my bed nice and
fresh for you. It's a real cool room, and the bed's right next the window. | was
afraid to leave the window open last night.”

| liked my own room, and | didn't like the Cutters' house under any circumstances;
but Tony looked so troubled that | consented to try this arrangement. | found that
| slept there as well as anywhere, and when | got home in the morning, Tony had
a good breakfast waiting for me. After prayers she sat down at the table with us,
and it was like old times in the country.

The third night | spent at the Cutters', | awoke suddenly with the impression that
| had heard a door open and shut. Everything was still, however, and | must have
gone to sleep again immediately.

The next thing | knew, | felt someone sit down on the edge of the bed. | was only
half awake, but | decided that he might take the Cutters' silver, whoever he was.
Perhaps if | did not move, he would find it and get out without troubling me. | held



my breath and lay absolutely still. A hand closed softly on my shoulder, and at
the same moment | felt something hairy and cologne-scented brushing my face.
If the room had suddenly been flooded with electric light, | couldn't have seen
more clearly the detestable bearded countenance that | knew was bending over
me.

(Willa Cather. My Antonia. Mineola (NY): Dover, 2011 [1918]. Book 2, chpt. XV)



2. DEATH COMES FOR THE ARCHBISHOP

The Bishop felt a quick glow of pleasure in looking at the man. As he stood there
in his buckskin clothes one felt in him standards, loyalties, a code which is not
easily put into words, but which is instantly felt when two men who live by it come
together by chance. He took the scout’s hand. “I have long wanted to meet Kit
Carson,” he said, “even before | came to New Mexico. | have been hoping you
would pay me a visit at Santa Fé.”

The other smiled. “I'm right shy, sir, and I’'m always afraid of being disappointed.
But | guess it will be all right from now on.”

This was the beginning of a long friendship.

On their ride back to Carson’s ranch, Magdalena was put in Father Vaillant’s care,
and the Bishop and the scout rode together. Carson said he had become a
Catholic merely as a matter of form, as Americans usually did when they married
a Mexican girl. His wife was a good woman and very devout; but religion had
seemed to him pretty much a woman’s affair until his last trip to California. He
had been sick out there, and the Fathers at one of the missions took care of him.
“I began to see things different, and thought | might some day be a Catholic in
earnest. | was brought up to think priests were rascals, and that the nuns were
bad women—all the stuff they talk back in Missouri. A good many of the native
priests here bear out that story. Our Padre Martinez, at Taos is an old
scapegrace, if ever there was one; he’s got children and grandchildren in almost
every settlement around here. And Padre Lucero at Arroyo Hondo is a miser,
takes everything a poor man’s got to give him a Christian burial.”

(Willa Cather. Death comes for the archbishop. London: William Heinemann,
1927. Book 2, chapter XV)



3. MY MORTAL ENEMY

One warm Saturday afternoon, early in April, we went for a drive along the shore.
| had hired a low carriage with a kindly Negro driver. Supported on his arm and
mine, Mrs. Henshawe managed to get downstairs. She looked much older and
more ill in her black broadcloth coat and a black taffeta hat that had once been
smart. We took with us her furs and an old steamer blanket. It was a beautiful,
soft spring day. The road, unfortunately, kept winding away from the sea. At last
we came out on a bare headland, with only one old twisted tree upon it, and the
sea beneath.

"Why, Nellie!" she exclaimed, "it's like the cliff in Lear, Gloucester's cliff, so it is!
Can't we stay here? | believe this nice darkey man would fix me up under the tree
there and come back for us later."

(Willa Cather. My mortal enemy. New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1926. Part 2, chapter
1)



4. ALEXANDER’S BRIDGE

“How interested | am to hear you put it in that way. The bridges into the future—
| often say that to myself. Bartley’s bridges always seem to me like that. Have
you ever seen his first suspension bridge in Canada, the one he was doing when
| first knew him? | hope you will see it sometime. We were married as soon as it
was finished, and you will laugh when [ tell you that it always has a rather bridal
look to me. It is over the wildest river, with mists and clouds always battling about
it, and it is as delicate as a cobweb hanging in the sky. It really was a bridge into
the future. You have only to look at it to feel that it meant the beginning of a great
career. But | have a photograph of it here.” She drew a portfolio from behind a
bookcase. “And there, you see, on the hill, is my aunt’s house.”

Wilson took up the photograph. “Bartley was telling me something about your
aunt last night. She must have been a delightful person.”

Winifred laughed. “The bridge, you see, was just at the foot of the hill, and the
noise of the engines annoyed her very much at first. But after she met Bartley
she pretended to like it, and said it was a good thing to be reminded that there
were things going on in the world.

(Willa Cather. Alexander's Bridge. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1912. Chapter 1)



5. PAUL'S CASE

His teachers felt, this afternoon, that his whole attitude was symbolized by his
shrug and his flippantly red carnation flower, and they fell upon him without
mercy. He stood through it, smiling, his pale lips parted over his white teeth. (His
lips were continually twitching, and he had a habit of raising his eyebrows that
was contemptuous and irritating to the last degree.) Older boys than Paul had
broken down and shed tears under that baptism of fire, but his set smile did not
once desert him, and his only sign of discomfort was the nervous trembling of the
fingers that toyed with the buttons of his overcoat, and an occasional jerking of
the other hand that held his hat. Paul was always smiling, always glancing about
him, seeming to feel that people might be watching him and trying to detect
something. This conscious expression, since it was as far as possible from boyish
mirthfulness, was usually attributed to insolence or "smartness."

As the inquisition proceeded, one of his instructors repeated an impertinent
remark of the boy's, and the principal asked him whether he thought that a
courteous speech to have made a woman. Paul shrugged his shoulders slightly
and his eyebrows twitched.

"I don't know," he replied. "l didn't mean to be polite, or impolite, either. | guess
it's a sort of way | have of saying things, regardless."

The principal, who was a sympathetic man, asked him whether he didn't think
that a way it would be well to get rid of. Paul grinned and said he guessed so.
When he was told that he could go, he bowed gracefully and went out. His bow
was but a repetition of the scandalous red carnation.

(Willa Sibert Cather. “Paul’'s case. A study in temperament’. McClure's
Magazine, 25. May 1905, p. 74-75)



