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A LITTLE while before sundown the men lounging
about the gallery of the store saw, coming up the road from
the south, a covered wagon drawn by mules and followed
by a considerable string of obviously alive objects which in
the levelling sun resembled vari-sized and -colored tatters
torn at random from large billboards—circus posters, say
~—attached to the rear of the wagon and inherent with its
own separate and collective motion, like the tail of a kite,
“What in the hell is that?” one said.
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ing nothing. It'll work out of them in a couple of days.” He
put another gingersnap into his mouth, chewing, “Dont you
believe they’ll gentle?” No one answered. They looked at
the ponies, grave and noncommittal. Jody turned and went
back into the store. “Them’s good, gentle ponies,” the
stranger said. “Watch now.” He put the carton back into
his pocket and approached the horses, his hand extended,
The nearest one was standing on three legs now. It ap-
peared to be asleep. Its eyelid drooped over the cerulean
eye; its head was shaped like an ironingboard. Without
even raising the eyelid it flicked its head, the yellow teeth
cropped. For an instant it and the man appeared to be in-
extricable in one violence. Then they became motionless,
the stranger’s high heels dug into the earth, one hand grip-
ping the animal’s nostrils, holding the horse’s head
wrenched half around while it breathed in hoarse, smoth-
ered groans. “See?” the stranger said in a panting voice, the
veins standing white and rigid in his neck and along his
jaw. “See? All you got to do is handle them a little and
work hell out of them for a couple of days. Now look out.
Give me room back there.” They gave back a little. The
stranger gathered himself then sprang away. As he did so,
a second horse slashed at his back, severing his vest from
collar to hem down the back exactly as the trick swords-
man severs a floating veil with one stroke.

“Sho now,” Quick said. “But suppose a man dont hap-
pen to own a vest.”

At that moment Jody Varner, followed by the black-
smith, thrust through them again. “All right, Buck,” he
said. “Better get them on into the lot. Eck here will help
you.” The stranger, the several halves of the vest swinging
from either shoulder, mounted to the wagon seat, the
blacksmith following.

“Get up, you transmogrified hallucinations of Job and
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densely black moustache, a wide pale hat. When he thrust
himself through and turned to herd them back from the
horses they saw, thrust into the hip pockets of his tight
jeans pants, the butt of a heavy pearl-handled pistol and a
florid carton such as small cakes come in. “Keep away from
them, boys,” he said. “They’ve got kind of skittish, they
aint been rode in so long.”

“Since when have they been rode?” Quick said. The
stranger locked at Quick. He had a broad, quite cold,
wind-gnawed face and bleak cold eyes. His belly fitted
neat and smooth as a peg into the tight trousers.

“I reckon that was when they were rode on the ferry to
get across the Mississippi River,” Varner said. The stranger
looked at him. “My name’s Varner,” Jody said.

“Hipps,” the other said. “Call me Buck.” Across the left
side of his head, obliterating the tip of that ear, was a
savage and recent gash gummed over with a blackish sub-
stance like axle-grease. They looked at the scar. Then they
watched him remove the carton from his pocket and tilt a
gingersnap into his hand and put the gingersnap into his
mouth, beneath the moustache.

“You and Flem have some trouble back yonder?” Quick
said. The stranger ceased chewing. When he looked di-
rectly at anyone, his eyes became like two pieces of flint
turned suddenly up in dug earth.

“Back where?” he said.

“Your nigh ear,” Quick said.

“Oh,” the other said. “That.” He touched his ear. “That
was my mistake. I was absent-minded one night when I
was staking them out. Studying about something else and
forgot how long the wire was.” He chewed. They looked at
his ear. “Happen to any man careless around a horse. Put
a little axle-dope on it and you wont notice it tomorrow
though. They’re pretty lively now, lazing along all day do-
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“It's a circus,” Quick said. They began to rise, watching
the wagon. Now they could see that the animals behind the
wagon were horses. Two men rode in the wagon.

“Hell fire,” the first man—his name was Freeman—said.
“It’s Flem Snopes.” They were all standing when the
wagon came up and stopped and Snopes got down and ap-
proached the steps. He might have departed only this
morning. He wore the same cloth cap, the minute bow tie
against the white shirt, the same gray trousers. He mounted
the steps.

“Howdy, Flem,” Quick said. The other looked briefly at
all of them and none of them, mounting the steps. “Start-
ing you a circus?”

“Gentlemen,” he said. He crossed the gallery; they made
way for him. Then they descended the steps and ap-
proached the wagon, at the tail of which the horses stood
in a restive clump, larger than rabbits and gaudy as par-
rots and shackled to one another and to the wagon itself
with sections of barbed wire. Calico-coated, small-
bodied, with delicate legs and pink faces in which their
mismatched eyes rolled wild and subdued, they huddled,
gaudy motionless and alert, wild as deer, deadly as rattle-
snakes, quiet as doves. The men stood at a respectful dis-
tance, looking at them. At that moment Jody Varner came
through the group, shouldering himself to the front of it.

“Watch yourself, doc,” a voice said from the rear. But it
was already too late. The nearest animal rose on its hind
legs with lightning rapidity and struck twice with its fore-
feet at Vamner’s face, faster than a boxer, the movement
of its surge against the wire which held it travelling back-
ward among the rest of the band in a wave of thuds and
lunges. “Hup, you broom-tailed hay-burning sidewinders,”
the same voice said. This was the second man who had ar-
zived in the wagon. He was a stranger. He wore a heavy





EPUB/image_0009_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0008_00.jpeg
THREE FAMOUS SHORT NOVELS

Spotted Horses 3
Old Man 77
The Bear 185





EPUB/image_0005_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0004_00.jpeg
THREE FAMOUS SHORT NOVELS
BY WILLIAM FAULKNER





EPUB/image_0007_00.jpeg
VINTAGE Books EbprrioN, March 1961

Copyright 1931, 1939 by Random House, Inc.
Copyright 1942 by William Faulkner,

Copyright 1942 by Tne Curtis Publishing Company
Copyright renewed 1958 by William Faulkner
Copyright renewed 1966 by Estelle Faulkner and
Jill Faulkner Summers

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American
Copyright Conventions. Published in the United States by
Random House, Inc., New York, and distributed in Canada by
Random House of Canada Limited, Toronto,

Spotted Horses appears in The Hamlet;
O!d Man appcars in The Wild Palms; and
The Bear appears in Go Down, Moses.

Manufactured in the United States of America

E98





EPUB/image_0006_00.jpeg
Three Famous
Short Novels

by
WILLIAM FAULKNER

SPOTTED HORSES
OLD MAN

THE BEAR

VINTAGE BOOKS
A DIVISION OF RANDOM HOUSE
New York





EPUB/image_0000_01.jpeg





EPUB/image_0000_00.jpeg
PUBL IC

W
Bl A 5R3

IBRARY

il

-ELE

T
]

-





EPUB/image_0003_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0001_00.jpeg





