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O0CAsshe™ stood, striving to shape a sentence which would somehow save the
brooch, it cameto Mrs. Miller therewas no oneto whom she might turn; shewasalone;
afact that had not been among her thoughtsfor along time’™”
goooobboooboooboobboooboobboooboobooooo
oooodooooboboboooobobobobooooooogo
gobooobbooobooobooboboogon

O0ODOWell, I'm disappointed. Who wouldn’'t be? With socks, a Sunday school shirt,
some handkerchiefs, a hand-me-down swesater and ayear’ssubscription to areligious
magazinefor children. The Little Shepherd. (“A ChristmasMemory” p. 224.)
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000 he sultry smells of summer and sweet shrub and dark earth were heavy, and the
itchy whirr of bumblebees stung the silence. (Other Voices, Other Rooms p. 64.)
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00O Such a sweet song,” said Amy. “So sad. | don’t know why you never let me play
thepianolaany more” (Other \oices, Other Rooms p. 80.)

00000000000 o0o00o0o0Do0muooooooUoooooo
goooobbooobooobooooom

000.., and Idabel’s voice, speaking now, sounded soft, and snow-hushed: ... (Other
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\foices, Other Rooms p.131.)
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O0OBehind the foliage, a bull-toned voice, and another, this like a guitar, blended as
raindrops caress to sound asame rhythm; an intricate wind of rustling murmurs, small
laughter followed sighs not sad and silences deeper than space. (Other Voices, Other
Rooms p.187.)
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O0Dolly seemed stunned, at the same time sel f-possessed. You seeg, she simply dusted
her skirtand said: ... (TheGrassHarp p. 32.)
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000t was seldom that she [Ottilig] thought of the mountains, and yet, after threeyears,
therewas much of themountainsstill with her: their winds seemed still to move around
her, her hard, high haunches had not softened, nor had the solesof her feet, which
wererough aslizard’s hide (“Houseof Flowers’ p.199.)
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O0OCSince she [Ottilig] could not read it, her first impulse was to tear it [the |etter] up:
therewasnouse havingit hangaroundto haunt her. (“Houseof Flowers’ p. 206.)
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O o slumped like a dog on the floor before the hearth, and the hermit handed
himapillow for his head; ... (Other \oices, Other Rooms p. 223.)
Jo0oooooooobobooooooobobobobooooooogon
Ooo0ooooooooo

OO0..: humped grey hounds hurtled through the halls ... (Other Voices Other
Rooms p. 225.)
godboooooboooooboooobboooobooooboo

OMMy cousin Louise, she's deaf,” said Joel, thinking how he used to hide her
hearing aid, of how mean he'd beento her: thetimes he'd madethat kid cry! (Other
\oices, Other Rooms pp. 229-230.)
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OMFarewell sighsof folding fans, thebrute fal of maleboots and the furtive step
of tittering Negro girls... (Other \oices, Other Rooms p. 224.)
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da., and Jod tightened his muscles, hoping this might make the mule’s load
lighter. (Other Voices, Other Rooms p. 217.)
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OMNo, child, I [Mrs. County] won't kiss you. I'd be mortified to dirty your finery
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withmy bakery mess (The GrassHarp p. 97.)
Joooodoooobobooooooboboboobooooooogon
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“e’'Oorddononon

OMmhewater, deeper here than where he [Joel] and Idabel had taken their bath, was
also darker, amuddy bottomless olive, and when he knew they did not have to swim
over, hisrelief gave him courage enough to travel down under the mill where there
was a heavy but rotting beam on which they might cross. (Other Voices, Other Rooms
p.178.)
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“ing’0ip0 00000

00 [MissBobbif] think always about somewhere el se, somewhere else where every-

thing isdancing, like people dancing in the streets, and everything is pretty, like chil-
dren ontheir birthdays. (“Children on Their Birthdays’ pp.144-145.)
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goooooodoobooboboboboooooo

OOMMOoooDOo0oOooon .., she felt a curioussadness, a sense of
loss,..” 000000000000 0O0O0O0O0OODOOCO 800000000
o0 oodoDooooooooooooonD .,shefdt.” OOOO0O0O
00000000000000000000Y Master Misery” [0 00 0——0
oo b—y4dbobooobobuobobobonooooago
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OMBefore retiring, Sylvia took a Seconal, something she seldom did; but she
knew otherwise she would never rest, not with her mind so nimble and somersault-
ing; then, too, shefelt acurious sadness, asense of 1oss, asthough she'd been thevic-
tim of somereal or even moral theft, as though, the boys encountered in the park had
snatched (abruptly sheswitched onthelight) her purse (“Master Misery” p.159.)
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“th"d0e0 OO0

Ormo0 [Ottilig] havefive silk dresses and a pair of green satin shoes, | have three gold
teeth worth thirty thousand francs, maybe Mr. Jamison or someone will give me an-
other bracelet. (“Houseof Flowers’ p.197.)
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000000o0ooooo* ..cornhusks and croquer sacks..” OO 00000
OOO0" cornhusks” 0 sacks” OO OO0OOO0OOOOOOODOO

“ W hO"dwido 0" 'O hO

OO0t was hard to ook at Estelle, for she was in front of a wi ndow, and the wi ndow
wasfilled with wi ndy sun, which hurt Sylviaseyes and the glassrattled, which hurt
her head. (“Master Misery” p.164.)
googoooodbobobobobouoobobuobobobooboooaoon
JoooooodoobobobDoooobooboboobobooooooago

cobO0ooooobOoooobOOooooobOOoOoOoooObOoOoooboOooo
oo

“hOho0O* widwdO

OO Thereain't none” she[Zoo] said, violently shaking her head, her black greased

hair waving with awindy rasp like scorched grass. (Other \obices, Other Rooms
p.214)
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ODrifting, dazzling fairytale flakes (“OneChristmas’ p. 288.)
gooooobodboboboboooobobon
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00Ot was an old wagon, wobbly and rather like an oversized peddler’s cart; the floor
was strewn with dry cornhusksand croquer sackswhich smelled sweetly sour. (Other
\oices, Other Rooms p. 30.)
gooooboooboooboobboooboobboooboobobooooo
oooododooboboboooobobobobooooooogon
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“pOp0O0* 04

Oa.., and Mr Mystery, elegantly villainousin hisblack cape, appeared in their wake
riding a most beautiful boatlike sleigh: it was made of scented wood, a carved red
swan graced thefront, and silver bellswere strung like beads to make a sail: swing-
ing, billowing-out, what shivering melodiesit sang as the s eigh, with Joel aboard and
warm in the folds of Mr Mystery’s cape, cut over snowdeep fields and down unlikely
hills (Other \oices, Other Rooms pp. 203-204.)
0o0o0odmododomoodoobooboooooooooonooaon
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“frofoo* vovOo

O He[Joel] looked into the fire, longing to seetheir [the dead’s facesaswell, and

oo



gooooooooooooooonooo

the flames erupted an embryo; aveined, vacillating shape, its features formed slowly
... (Other \Voices, Other Rooms p. 223.)
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“rarbg* szt ze’z

OMCA thunderburst of rain had for amoment drenched the hills that now, seen through
the windows, shimmered like dragonfly wings, and a breeze, rich with the scent of
rained-on flowers, roamed the room rustling the green and pink papers on the walls.
(“Houseof Flowers’ p. 210.)
goboobbooboobobooboboobooboboooboobbooobo
gobooobboooboooboobobooobooboboooboobooooo
Joooooodoobobobooooboboboboboonooogo
agd

oo



000000 oooo oo 00 mOoormg

“ 0400 “0eddddd

OMBtarssparkled, snow whirled inside my head; ... (“OneChristmas’ p. 297.)
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UMmmoooobooy s0dd00000 0¥ un"0anI¥ s&' ce
O 00000000000 d® aound OOODOOOO gun" spun”
gobooboboooboobooobooon

“ 000" un'dand s ce'U ]

OMHis[Riley Henderson's] gun wavered, and hespun around, thesquirrelsswing-
ing likealoose necklace. (TheGrassHarp p. 25.)
00ooU00o0o0o0oDU0o0o0ooooDUooopoUooDmooomo
gooobodboboboooood

O OO00O0ocoOO0O0O0oooDOO0O000omOodomo

0000000000000 00000000000000000O0 MmO
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O Preacher stared at him [Billy Bob] until helifted his head. Asthey looked at each
other the rain began again, falling fine as sea spray and colored by a rainbow.
(“ChildrenonTheir Birthdays’ p.154.)
oobooobboooboooboobobooobooboboooboobooooo
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“90&sT rgibo*“dedddeddd

drOrhe truck hit suddenly a stretch of wide, hard road, unbordered by tree-shade,
though a black skirt of distant pines darkened the rim of agreat field that lay to the
|eft. (Other Voices, Other Rooms p.14.)
Joooooodoobobobooooboboboboboonoooago
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“pb'Ob frOf00" 020
0Jma.., and rolling broken beads, busted pearls, the bored snores of fat fathers, and...
(Other \oices, Other Rooms p. 223.)
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O Bnow-quiet, deep-silent, only the fun-fire faraway songsinging of children; and
the room was blue with cold, colder than the cold of fairytales: lie down my [Sylvia'g]
heart among theigloo flowersof snow. (“Master Misery” p.172.)
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O[TICAt the left, as you entered, was a tobacco-magazine counter behind which, as a
rule, sat Mr. Marshall: a squat, square-faced, pink-f leshed man with looping, manly,
whitemustaches (“Jug of Silver” p.21.)
00000000000000000000000000000o0ooooono
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OOrhere was only one room; it contained a stove, ateetering mirror on top of amar-
ble table, and abrassbed big enough for threefat men. (“House of Flowers’ p. 202.)
0000000000000000000000000000000oooon
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O Orange flickerings of the fish fanned around the cora castle, and | [Collin
Fenwick] thought of themorning I'd helped Dolly find it [abow! of goldfish], the castle,
the pearl pebbles. (TheGrassHarp p. 62.)
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OMmmooooDoooO0O0O0C0C0000O000000 facade OO0
O000O000O0000D000000000000000000 plushlike
O“ lime like OOOO" -like O0DO0O00OO0OOO0OO0OCOOOOOOOO
cobO00oooobOOooooobOOooooobOOoooboobOOooOooO0on rest-
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O Onvisible birds prowling in leaves rustled, sang; beneath the still facade of forest

restless feet trampled plush li ke moss where limelike li ght sifted to stain the natural
dark. (Other Voices, Other Rooms p.125.)
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OO00OO0O0DDODC essedd his'™ worries’™ Zoo’OD tales” OO OODODOO
OO his'r worries’™ tales” 00000000000 0OOOOOOOOOO
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000000000000 000000 0000000000 " ... Zootoldtaes,
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OO0 ..Zootold tdes tall funny sad, ...” [T

“rOT mOmt SO0 Se” 2’020

OMBut Joel had talked, and in talking eased away his worries, and Zoo told tales,
tall funny sad, and now and again their voices had met and made asong, a summer
kitchen ballad. (Other \oices, Other Rooms p.117.)
Joooooodoobobomobobooooooooooomooao
0000000000000 00o00o0DOo0oooUooooooooo
gobooooodboboboboooobobuoboboooooa

O OooOO0ooooooOooOooOooOOoocOOooOOobocOOoOoOoboOOodo

gmmooooooooooooooooboobooboooboooD
gobooboomuooooooobobooooooooooboboboo
gomooooomooobooooooooooooooooboooboobooon
O00O000C0O0O0O0O0O0DOO" esthough” OOODOOOOOCODOOOO
goboobbooboobooobooboobobooboobboobo
goooooo

“pObd p'Opd WOhOO" g’Odz0g0 0" (@@UDald” t"* ed'OtO

0J0..: it made her come so close, Heather Falls, as though the gently bright gift bal-
anced inhis[JudgeCool’s palmwas part of her heart. (TheGrassHarp p. 42.)
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O[MHe[Dr. Bentsen] had not been of much help as an analyst, and as alover — well,

once she [Ezra] had watched him running to catch a bus, two hundred and twenty
pounds of shortish, fiftyish, frizzly-haired, hip-heavy, myopic Manhattan Intellec-
tual, and shehad laughed: ... (“Mojave’ p. 267.)
0000000000000 00o000o0DOU0o0ooUooooooooo
g—4oododbdboboboooobobuoboboboooboooaon
0000000000000 0omooo0ooooooooooooo
0000000000000 0000ooo0ooooooooo

“trOtd prOpd sOs3 cOkOO" y'Oi0

OMHe[Joel] twitched, twirled his pencil, paused twice to make water in the china
slopjar so artistically festooned with pink-bottomed cupids clutching watercolor bou-
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quets of ivy and violet; eventualy, then, the first letter, addressed to his good friend
Sammy Silverstein, read, when finished, as follows: ... (Other Voices Other Rooms
p.91)
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OCRings of sunlight, sifting through the tree, dappled the dark grass like fallen
gold fruit; bluebottle flies swarmed over melon rinds, and acowbell , somewhere be-
yond thewindmill , tolled lazily and long. (Other Voices, Other Rooms p.106.)
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OONeither of us[“she’ and Buddy] has any. Except for skinflint sums personsin the
house occasionally provide (a dime is considered very big money); or what we earn
ourselves from various activities: holding rummage saes, selling buckets of hand-
picked blackberries, jars of homemade jam and apple jelly and peach preserves,
rounding up f lowersfor funerals and weddings. (“A ChristmasMemory” p. 215.)
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OMOrhe creek isnowhere morethan knee-deep; glossy beds of moss green the banks,
andinthe gring snowy dew-dropsand dwarf violetsf lourishtherelikef loral crumbs
for thenew beeswhose hives hanginthewaterbays. (TheGrassHarp p. 71.)
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OMOro the present day | [Buddy] retain anostalgic hunger for those cockcrow repasts
of ham and fried chicken, fried pork chops, fried catfish, fried squirrel (in season),
fried eggs, hominy grits with gravy, black-eyed peas, collards with collard liquor and
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cornbread to mash in it, biscuits, pound cake, pan cakes and molasses, honey in the
comb, homemade jam and jellies sweet milk, butter milk, coffee chicory-flavored
and hot as Hades (“The Thanksgiving Visitor’ pp. 243-244.)
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“uwoAD0O" lue'OluO
O he hermit sucked his toothless gums, and the sun shone dull in his gluey blue
eye. (Other Voices, Other Rooms p. 97.)
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@ fI"OflO0
floating mysterious flowerd flaking the floor
@ g0
a signof some sort] scissors stabbed inthe suitcase, and slammed thelid shut[
surf sucking a shoreld setting his suitcase in the hall, grinned sheepishlyd In the
still room therewasonly the subtlety of shifting sunlight
@ wiowd
watched with akind of horror asit waltzed intheair
@ h0OhO
hawk’sheart
@ p'0pd
pushed the piecesinto a pile, put theminthesuitcase
@ win’O winQJ
windfromtheir wings
@ he'0 hi:0
He heaved
@ d'0d0
drifted downward
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@ like afloating mysteriousflower

@ like asignof somesort

@ like abroken-down pianola

@ like aribbon bow over theloose head

@ likeastar

@ like aravening steel mouth

@ like cuttingsof stiff hair

@ like surf sucking ashore

@ like athief

@ like atricky scrap of crayon paper

OCOOA butterfly. He'd [Vincent had] never seen abutterfly in thiscity, and it waslike a
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floating mysterious flower, like a sign of some sort, and he watched with akind of
horror asit waltzed inthe air. Outside, somewhere, the razzledazzle of abeggar’sgrind
-organ started up; it sounded like abroken-down pianola, and it played La Marseillaise.
The butterfly lighted on her painting, crept across crystal eyes and flattened its wings
like aribbon bow over theloose head. Hefished about in the suitcase until he found her
scissors. He first purposed to slash the butterfly’s wings, but it spiraled to the ceiling
and hung there like a star. The scissors stabbed the hawk’s heart, ate through canvas
like aravening steel mouth, scrapsof picture flakingthe floor like cuttingsof stiff hair.
He went on his knees, pushed the pieces into a pile, put them in the suitcase, and
slammed the lid shut. He was crying. And through the tears the butterfly magnified on
theceiling, hugeasabird, and therewere more: aflock of lilting winking yellow; whis-
pering lonesomely, like surf sucking a shore. The wind from their wings blew the
room into space. He heaved forward, the suitcase banging hisleg, and threw open the
door. A match flared. The little boy said: “Whatcha doin’, Mister?” And Vincent, set-
ting his suitcasein the hall, grinned sheepishly. He closed the door like a thief, bolted
the safety lock and, pulling up a chair, tilted it under the knob. In the still room there
was only the subtlety of shifting sunlight and a crawling butterfly; it drifted down-
ward like atricky scrap of crayon paper, and landed on a candlestick. (“The Headless
Hawk” pp.113-114.)
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(9) Capote, Truman. The Complete Sories of Truman Capote. New York: Vintage, 2004,
pp.42-43. 00 000000000000 00000O0000DO Other Voices,
Other Roomsd TheGrassHarp OO0 O000OOO0ODOOOODOOOODOOOO
O00@MOo0O00mMmOo0Do00o0D0000D00O00Oother VWices, Other Rooms.
New York: Random House, 1948. The Grass Harp. New York: Vintage, 1993.
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