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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. “I thank 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 T, #& TARMIZE ) DT Z D wagon
track DET A5 TH 5,

“Lying on my back like a June-bug waiting to be turned over, mister,”
June-bug = Junebeetle [RH] [T 7F T H %], Butterworth |2 XX, =D
& & @ Phoenix (&, HIAIFIZO - ViBo72F T D June-bug® & 9 % HI725H
OB LIRS LT, BORE E2% (WET5) Bx LewT, fidro
BF 2 fFo TnbRETE ST AV ARAZLOLEEEKL TS LWV (op.
cit. p.170)o

them old dead weeds is springy enough [» O/ ME T SbAD LT
WT (BE&%E Ld>72) ] them = those

“Where do you live, Granny?” 7 7 A b 195FRZ

I going to town. town & (32 Z CliNatchezDZ & TH b, FF =X LI
Mississippi /1 a8, Mississippi 5D, AILT1.9 Ho b &1E Natchez 1 ~
T4 T ¥ DK, Mississippi #H O EHB (1798-1802) Longwood, Stanton Hall &
Vo 72 EACIR S ET O BRSE. Mississippi J[| % Vi Natchez Trace % i# > T & 728
D72F DY TH -7z Connelly’s Tavern 72 EDG D RFETEL L W), T TH)
T Phoenix 3D B A E T 5, Ll £IMID72DI T F
b bR,

T 7 A N14
“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
afierce 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!”

3 W

It was one of the bobwhites, with its beak hooked bitterly to show it was
dead. D7 ZXTDHE, V& Phoenix DI ) ZFFOWADFO TN L Ep
% & Butterworth I3\ 9) (op. cit. p.170) A%, #id7 X F LiE- T, LA TIIWV
2\,

“Now you go on home, Granny!” [IEHSA. &H, RiEh %] (@
3o

I bound to go to town = I am bound to go to town [ 7z LIZMI247241F
B\ ]o

“The time come around.” [ZDHR 5> TE72D], 77 A I 21 “So the
time come around, and I go on another trip for the soothing-medicine.” Z i,

Wouldn't miss going to town to see Santa Claus | = (You) wouldn't miss
going to town to see Santa Claus | [¥ ¥ % + 7 0 — ZAZ& ) 2O IZIZINCAT
CHERERES v o fEiR#E T (AA) Sillliid Phoenix D ko H I %
TEGFELTVWE 2 bbb, LerL, SITEREZbrs%hw,

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

[ DOEDRNLDIZINFETEIdES THRL WA,
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“There is no telling, mister.” [(fli&A) Ao R\V ], ZHUIEREI- T
Wb,

727 A M1

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. I 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.

E N

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. theyl!dher fingers ##§3. a setting hen!d [JI 233V T\ 5
o

“God watching me the whole time. I come to stealing.” [fiiffiZ3 > &
blzLzRTnb Lz, bl LIdEAZH\WTL F - 72, Phoenix & wagon
track D& L THDTAIIE W, FER LT,
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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.”

“Ibound 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.

# R

I seen plenty go off closer by, in my day, and for less than what I done.
[BHVEIZRZ S DHEP S - LHETHMINLDE R TE (B HIC
WoTE) . FND, BLOR-722 8 (Rann) I ddoLiliin
BTl BB E EE RS (1861-1865) DL I NZ, MALKS LA
D IZ o720 TDORFIHET CRAGRHZE - TIEE) TH Iwv) &%
EEIRHERE A B I A2 o T TR D & (R AICE 5 TX
DYIFEL) DGR ORFIEI RN D OIT o7z,

“you must be a hundred years old, and scared of nothing.” [ 7:7-1%
100/ &IZEN R L Mivd oL ARl 727 A M1 9FERZ M,

I'd give you a dime if I had any money with me a dime 310+t > %,
238 L7znickel (5> MEg) LEICTLE Y b ELTE nickel 2 &b
T, Phoenix (3w M%I21Z10t > b2 FIZANL, —T7, AAMENEZHED
HEbhETVS10 Y FHATRZDEN(E V), DF ), EEEIZ51 Y ME
B2 TORDIHLAEDER L VO TRNEVWEEEZDOWDE, Thid
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HADBR NSRRI HENTH - 722 & 2K L T\ b & Butterworth (X9 (op.
cit. p.171).

But you take my advice and stay home, and nothing will happen to you.
Butterworth |2 X 7UE, Phoenix IZ#i% 2¢& D17 C, KTHBE AL LTBIUE
GORBIZE S SN L9 &2 L3 v EF T, 1950 FHZITBAD
2R RS L TS O S L Bk R R 2388 (ARMGER) 2RI L7-HD
MHHADLSEE T L v (op. cit. p.171)o

“I bound to go on my way, mister” 2 DEAIKIIHIHAT < S BE (&
Wi ?) LTdiESH ST EIER v, Wagon track ECTOFHT & DS wid,
Phoenix D kDM TH > 725 S bmlkEn b, LA L. PhoenixidZ A
ZIZLTETMOLDIRkET L 0H ?

T AMIT

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.

i# R

the road »17%. HBIZD LA AHBHEFORE ) WBITTELIHDOD S
o ZO¥f. wagontrack TH 5,

she saw a steeple and the cabins on their steep steps. Dozens of little
black children whirled around her [#ZIIEZOREEZDED, TL T,
(BADEFTVTH2) BRBEEODVINES L LIESADE L, B AD
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FRAEPMTADHELOT LY 2B H LM 57|, Wagon track % 3 Es
Phoenix & Natchez D 1Z 3 NIZH LB ANEEZ MY HE /2D TH L, ZTZTH
235 P72 H I3 EHEATH S,

Bells were ringing. (BAHED) HEDOHEINE > Twb,

the paved city Natchez® Z &, Natchez D& (f1. B, HHWIE¥
ANT) I T 5,

Alfred Appel, Jr.l1Z. Phoenix %°the legendary, dreamlike backcountry world 7>
% the world of the town |2 A - 723&%. 3C/KIL the poetic 7 tone %* & the prosa-
icZ2tone N & 213 % L IR T 5, “As she enters the town, the rich nature
imagery gives way to a blunt, drab, journalistic style.”c LLF @ 2 3 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.25% 9 Td 5% &\ 9
(op. cit. p.170)o

all turned on in the daytime [/&f25 3T RTHITEN T2,

0Old Phoenix would have been lost if she had not distrusted her eyesight
and depended on her feet to know where to take her. [17 &% 1% D12,
HOaoORZEHETEZEDICLIZE W) 2o b & o LIl
TWi7Es9 1,

T 7 A N18

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’tlace '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.”

E N

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. (ffi%€
L72) AN, #i8 (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.iZ. 2D+t > 5 > X% “ablunt, drab, journalistic style”
TH5HE W) (op. cit. p.170)o

“Do all right for out in the country, but wouldn't look right to go in a
big building.” [ GEOfFIF72b7 Lo#d) WA Sl -HE&ETEZATH W
WS, REZENVTIIIFATENTL & 9 Jo EFlED They BB EN TV %,

“Can’t lace’em with a cane” [HAYBEE THEASE N2\ o FFHDIAENE S
nTws,

I doesn’t mind asking a nice lady to tie up my shoe, when I gets out on
the street. [Tz 212, BlEI % W ANCHA Z A TIE LW &
ATBHWTE %], ZMIZL T Phoenix DER (B 1IHETKIETH
%o AladyldFIA (EHEDNL), AAIZEATS 2 HGOMOMZ #5I1XE 5
Lix ! H oL B Phoenixitanicelady &£ o TWA 05, T2 RCTHATY
52 TN TH Do HAIZ, Phoenix idanice lady (&B) T, AFEEPI I
BWEELTOZEN? DD, HSCEENERR EZVE VI AN
@ HELMZ Phoenix T IAATWA DA ?  ZFh b b, Phoenix D&y (Z L
T A S LI 72727 55 PHR) 13T 2 8 2 72 2o
BEUPE D00 LR Butterworth |2 XAUX, 2 ZOHIIET 7 A b6
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DX =T N —FOFERIE LT 7232 T. Phoenix (2 A2 H 5o it
WMirdEd MWMAOHEICHZ2) BPEFICLTVD L ULELRKEERTE L
WZ EIZhBEW) (op. cit. p.dTD)e B, BAEFIFFEED) civil rights
movement (X 10 — 204741258 > T < %, the street street=a paved road, a
highway, OED. r%?\ WO, K. [the ~] Kiih, ARy, 22T,
Phoenix 2 HIZF 5Dk, 7V A~ A0@EMi, Y, BARAZEHED LT 57
CEADN% (people) THhbo

T7AM19

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



Phoenix, why don't you just take a seat? We won't keep you standing after your

long trip.” She pointed.

Ei N

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 [f{7i3% 2T, &OFHEBZEICAN
LN TEDFEAIA E NGRS ICHN T b TCwW b D% [z, Z OREE 13K
LOEPOSHENLTWEEDP LIS TINDL D 57|, the document
() LIXEMGFFECTH %o the dream & ITIFXADFHBER > TR Y 2
W9 %, Butterworth I L AU, T OEHAIRAFIEIL, Phoenix 2SF D3 % FITA
NDEVHIROBWHICHF L2 L2 RTDN DRV LNLVTIR, EBO
FRBE 2T H I EDTE LD o 72 Phoenix ATH 5 721 TH L HR VW T
BASKROOOHEEXEHL TVEILHIEKRLTVSL LS, Lol D
ko Z LiE. Phoenix DD B L7285 L ITHMTE5Z L TH- T,
CITHILROHIEIPE ST,

a charity case [EEDOMREE |, = 2 TOZAED Phoenix (2% 5 REHE
720, BTIEZ VAT AW E LTy FE2EATR S,

your history [ & 77z DIFNE

She makes these trips just as regular as clockwork. = Z T, Z®DJgas
Phoenix DHIH TORTHRWI ENHF I NS,

She lives away back off the Old Natchez Trace [ Xz 5B, F
Fr AHE» SN ZHIMEATWS |, the Old Natchez Trace (F
F = A8 ) 13 Mississippi /Il Natchez 7 & Tennessee /| Nashville (238 U %
800km Do £ ¥ T4 7 ¥ DEEAFED/ZBIZIHTE S D DT, 178042 A H 5
1830 4F I CORMMEI Th o720 77 A M1, 13DFEMSM,
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The old woman sat down, bolt upright in the chair.

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

Old 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?”

iR

bolt upright [F-3 < LB IZE>Tl

withdrawn into rigidity [ZHIE->TLE o7 (BH) lo

getitover [(FDZt%) BLITWIITS] [H2OT5% 1,

At last there came a flicker and then a flame of comprehension across
her face o<W LTHiREZ LTE72DIT, BRZRI LT, FIFLzEA
R EZENTLE 72D TH S, ZL T o & bR,
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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 (ZZf#k LTIk
JaR) I TR, BEERIZE LD D,

T AM21

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—1I 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. “But it’s an obstinate case.”

EE N

begging a dignified forgiveness for waking up frightened in the night
[EHICBUORCHEREI LA L 2ds LFEL D Jo

I was too old at the Surrender [FFEFERD & Z2121E (FRIZATITIE)
WEMY 3§ ETw/]), the Surrenderid & & T Id the Surrender at
Appomattox # 89, Appomattox (7 R~< v 7 Z) 13 Virginia o g EED
o 18654F4 HOH, ZOHT BH Lee fFH AL Grant FFHIZ Mk L CRL
W43 L7zo L722%5 T, Phoenix (3 1865 412 1& AF @il & 8 2 T\ 7z
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(L0/EHI R TH o 72, BFXIS0FEFETHo72) EEZXHN D,

card = chart 77 V7

Swallowed lye [Jkit (H) %iko THAZ ], JohnR. Cooleyld. [ (A
AN FFRE L OREED T LWIEE condescension R4 Fl& % 3k 0)
I (lye=lie) ZMEAHAICLT ERINT) &72) LEALERE T 5, Cooley,
John R. “Blacks as Primitives in Eudora Welty's Fiction,” Ball State University
Forum 14.3 (1973) 20?728.

When was it?— January— two— three years ago— L 7272%»> T,
Phoenix 1Z Z D Jif % 3 TIZ2, SR N HMED L TWDH I LIlh b,

Every little while Cf. every once in a while [way] = every so often K%,
Pixo

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. ZZIZFE 5> TL ) X<, Phoenix DIRD HIYHHE SN b, GEIET A
N AREPSERENSD, 77 A 14 “The time come around.” £,

77 A k22

“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
alittle patch-quilt and peep out, holding his mouth open like a little 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.

Old Phoenix held the bottle close to her eyes, and then carefully put it into her
pocket.



“I thank you,” she said.

g R

My little grandson & D FEDERFFHIMHE K 5725 9 A P Phoenix D4 i3
QLB 407k (18904EFIHR) THENLT - MO F 22 DEHHIEL & b 40
T (1930 AERIE) ICAE SN BF 72835 L, 100K EHESNL, HF
DI EZZ B EWENGDLRLBE, TS, HREIFVWR, —ATHFZ
LTCWBHDTHA, FHITHBEIZFEH L T4 We is the only two left in the
world. L7 L. Alfred Appel, Jr.{Z L #LiE. My little grandson, he sit up there
in the house all wrapped upid. fZEROLY T A T AZHEHEIEL LV
(op. cit. p.170),

patch-quilt = patchwork quilt /¥ v F 7 — 27 Tl 72 %V b,

I remembers so plain now. I not going to forget him again, no, the whole
enduring time. Z Z TPhoenix IitExZ 3>V WYET, LT, Thh
LHHDPAEETVLRY FHOHEE % Bl 2B EEEZBRRS, K32
Phoenix D 3 Z k21T 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. [fBDAN72HHh5HD T2 TE L] [HOTiF
DON7=HB EI1dES |0 #1d 2. Alfred Appel, Jr.ld. HOTIEIYPTA AT
HoHEHDDLEN), BbRAIZ, HOTWIELVEILLEZ LTS (He gota
sweet look.) (op. cit. p.170)c

T 7 X 23
“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.

3R

“Five pennies is a nickel,” said Phoenix stiffly. Phoenix (35t > ML
WERSIZE o TWADTH D, 10 PCTHENEZ 2 Z L& T F = XD
BHTH-72DTHA9,

“This is what come to me to do” [ZNA L THAIW (LLITTFENPATE
72) ol

a little windmill [JEH | FBRNEHIORYT, Theidzordtsd (£
MIZIEH A 9) PhoenixiZ K Y + FRA—TThHodLwIHgo72 FFLV) KA
JiH3d %, Saralyn R. Daly. ""A Worn Path' Retrod," Studies in Short Fiction 1 (2):
133-39. Winter, 1964.

—7J. Alfred Appel, Jr.i1Z L 1UiE, alittle windmill i3 [SEE 20k, 5, %
%] (some religious banner, effigy, or offering) L fERTE % &\ (op. cit.
p.169)o

I'll march myself back where he waiting, holding it straight up in this
hand. Alfred Appel, Jr.i2 X 1L, & 2 TH Phoenix i FN721E0 D OF 1) A
MZBER 28R TR o =11 ] (Magi, Magus?) 72 &) (op. cit. p.169)o
Phoenix DJigld £ 72#b o> T\, HOFRFoTWLEIAITFNHENTIZ
WS NBHIETTH S,

Then her slow step began on the stairs, going down. 5% 17 { KDk
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FNTHb, HEOIKD LA LPHERIZR D RITLTHAH LEZ72\ Inot
going to forget him again, no, the whole enduring time. (727 A +23) &
BRTWBLEDTHLH) D,

UET, 77 A ML ZOFERIIHDLY TH S,

PF, A% (R) oBE T CTBEWAL)I12, COMEMIRHL TRED
MR TE 2 2 EAHPT 25, TNHDRIZOWTERIL T & v,

F9. MIZD. Nancy K. Butterworth.”® “From Civil War to Civil Rights:
Race Relations in Welty's ‘A Worn Path.”” DL Til_TWw2 X912, ZofE
mnld 7 XU ARADI00EDOEROERE (7LT) —) ThHLMRTLZL
AT & %, Butterworthid, fEfHIZH &M % chains about my feet, a
barbed-wire fence, a big black dog 72 D4 X — I » Sl S (WG
HE) DB AR - BALRE, ATRORMZEET 5, 2512,
FIABHEAB I $kAg % 28 X D1F 5 172 Phoenix D F L 5. MALERS DL L I
HBR OO DOWRF T o/l &, HICHMETELTHMOST NS,
BAORRMEEIN T ZHADREELFANS, HDH VT, #HTHT FHD
£V 5L Yk 72 F F TV 5 Phoenix DLEUIHT 0] Lo 7= HBIE )
ELGholeT AU NBANBIIHT 2 Welty DR 7ZE £ 2 %

KIZ@, ZoWEkE, TA VA BADI00FEQRER L LREES, dolk
BWRHOZA SRS BT AV AW, & D bif, MECHORER O E
(7LTY =) THDLLVHIFERPTES, £NE. ¥4 VD “A Womn
Path” THAH I EMNH, [E] OFEREFTVIHELZ L2 LHTE %, Phoenix D
[i%¥E%] 13 the Old Natchez Trace %l 5 g Td 5 A%, M TIMHLTE/2L9H
12, Z?iEldapath? 5 awagon track, < LT, the street ~N& ZDL%%
AT,

¥9°. apathid [E¥ | (wilderness = a wild or uncultivated region or tract of
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land, uninhabited, or inhabited only by wild animals OED) % > T\ 5%,
Phoenix "2 Z CTHER T2 (H2WIEHE L2 L) 0, #
(pinewoods, oak woods). && (thorns) & ¥F/E@Y) (foxes, owls, beetles,
jack rabbits, coons) 7ZFTH b, ANigldrv, 25T, ZDpathid (B4
BYORALZE ) SOz @Yy, [225H] (the clearing=a piece
of land cleared for cultivation, esp. in the primeval forest. OED) (%2 5%, € ZIZ
BHAEZBARLTCTE T ME VYRR I VA H S, T LTpathzill b
Phoenix D 1gl3 A LD HKRD H A LA A5 XHN L2 TnD, &
O [22EH] FAPRBE LML THRAZD DN, R, Agidnl, R
ABDFREINTZETTH S,

KIS, byET I VM TIE pathdREEIC 2505, X)L FVZHO
Ui 7> 5 13 a wagon track (= the track made by the passage of wagons. OED) 7%
BF7IE T 5, fEEL (wagons) 258725 & OWTH 5, MHEHIEINDT
[7 20 A FHRAL ICERPERVWREFR TH o 7285 TN HR SR w0
iZ the Old Natchez Trace 23BAFfIEH Td > 7201 1780 /£ Z A A5 1830 4FEITA
T BAE (1940448 TIRITIIZOMIE#D 225 THA I,
Phoenix (¥ Z DB THHTA (AAFEE) IV, H3h EeEs-o
o) 720, 5 (Raa) 2RLAEDT A, 9D, I Dwagon track
THETREIE. ThD Natchez DR[#AIIZEH 5. cabins D H LS %l
DIRIFTWBHZ L THA, CabinZ EEIZ L TV 72D IdHALES LT O 7 % 1)
71 7 ¥ plantation DGk 72 H TH o720 —F . KEE T X mansion & FIEN 5
SR 72 2 WAL A T izo L722%5 T, Phoenix 25 ) $F 72 D1 5>
Tslave quarters T o7& AN, BUIZDEHED T BIIAALE
NEDY TH 5. BHEHIES (18634F) 705 804FER D o725 B L DOHIK
(ESIEP

Wagon track |& Natchez DHTIZ A % &, the street ( = apavedroad, a highway,
OED.) \Z¥b b, ZOERIIHF 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 (raised) path for foot-passengers along the side of a street, road, etc.; a foot-
way or pavement. Now chiefly U.S. OED.) 23\ T\ %, 2 TOMm BEHIZH -
TROSHBHEP O RTEZRET 2720DETH S, 2 21E< Phoenix
BHIZT 201k, 7)) A AQ&EM, C, AANRAZBEDET L2 SAD
N4 (people) THbo HLIZE, 1 FEALHNT AU A LHDOE - 272012
Wb, TNETE oL RITHR S b o 72T 72MoMAZ 2 TIRAAEATEV,
REBENVORELIZH B, ERIRFORD - 2B BRETIIROEKTH - 724
DIEFHE L FTICAND 2 EDTE 72, BEEOB L L =B TIXFHO T OHE
HEH) I EWTE, XHOBMTH %,

Z 9 LT, the Old Natchez Trace (L Hu2> 5 M ~ED K (DN E D LTI & #%
BEZHRAZEICEoT RADOKE, M., #rEH M- 22 FhR,
Jeie 5T O KB & AGER DRSS 7% BRI B AN EF 0wk e B
¥ % Natchez DN OBUCSLH L o 727 X ) A M EORENR 2 K9 80 7 Rt
T %o

SOHOMM®E LT, ZOWFHELZEOBFLHGI LDV TES, TTILHA
T&72& 912, Alfred Appel, Jr.idfEab I L SN2 FHSGFHLICTER L
T Phoenix % ¥ Y A b [EHEOBIZHLIFITR /2K O =1i4:12, patch-quilt 12
WENRTOEDHAFETLHREEEMOGIEF ) X MIRR D0 5075,
WEEIZ 12 H ISR 2N T, NatchezDHTIE 7 V) A~ X OFEHHYE 2 5 1
STENTWEH05ThHb. BHI D% Phoenix (23 LT “A charity
case, ) L F 9o TOEKIE EBHFHEL L TREEINLIEHROLET] ThL75
L# L. charity i3 C.S. Lewis %' The Four Loves T [#E5th D% | (agape) & L
THRDF VA MW LRETHLLHLLEIADLDTHH B, ERilE Phoenix
WX S TLBMY IO ETYH, HiZHIFs] LFoTIRTWL,
D [7 ) AR AENS, BWhirbBe2 b LblT7ov] Lok M E%
M. COPRERZFIVALORELF VA IMNIDELZHFS IV ARA - Fy 1
WELTHELIENTE S,
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b %\, Phoenix DEZF ) A MOFICWET S LE IR0 d L
B\ A K OFEMUITH 2 ThikRZ#ET 5 DI & ZITHRITH T HED0 2
IZTH %, “We is the only two left in the world.” & 7% % Phoenix (2|3 the
sense of her continuity 23& U H L5, —, FLEZEL L E., [ZEEHF
DI LEENS I EIZAR] L Phoenix ). TOFIEF Y A MIEST T
A EICHFET 2B D72, C. S Lewisid Iz [HWHIE] (affec-
tion = storge) & A\ T\ 5,

DEO3OOMRIZZ oYL ERmL L TR I N5 2D THLH:, I
OYFEERMPROERE D 572D L LTTHRL, TZWKEELNTHY) DT &
AR 572 LTHBEAAHL I LA TE S, Path % { Phoenix 2347 £ B)#)

ST %] LIFOPIFHZLIETHHD )BT L TRAKRTIE R
L. The Old Natchez Trace % path, wagon track, the street & FH X 7517 5 Did g
HAEBEFEFRTH D, TNENOBEIZED X9 AWy, B, AW, BEWHi
SNLPICOVTHEZDH YOI IHIBLA 0L LTHADHALEWZL
TNB, Lhd, ZOHANET S EH72BRIENTL B, B
\J 72 Phoenix Dk iZ TSI THEZ FIZANIZDEA, TRTHRIZE D72
DT REV, BE2IRELRIEES RV, R L TEFIIFBETELINED
NP BRTLoRDENDIZTTH D, HKICHRT, ZoEBREIZIEZS 5
CREVIZITTH 5,

5O HOGAN X D% O AR AYREL Gt 2 L TH Do Gl
TATEE2 G4 L 72 & 9 12, Phoenix DD B IIZWEEREZEIC G > TE IR <Y
NEND, TNETHHEZLNZHS ) LTLRRELFoFFHEL DA
DIRBIZWDLZ LD, TNEZNTELVHFIIR S,

lm
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