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T WAS A DAY to be out of bed, to
pull curtains and fling open windows. It
was a day to make your heart bigger.
It was early, the sun barely on the
horizon, but already the birds were stir-

ring from the pines and ten billion red ants milled

free from their bronze hills by the cabin door.

Cora’s husband Tom slept like a bear in a snowy

hibernation of bedclothes beside her. Will my
heart wake him up? she wondered.
And then she knew why this seemed a special day.

“Benjy's
She mugm:d him far off, fording streams where

and clear water toward the se
shoes dusting and flick
prig o frcklad ficn

biew ber baic Hhe ' grey
cold e: “Now Benjy's at Iron Bri
at Mendaw Pike, now up Creek Path, over Chesley’s
Field .

Somewhere in the mountains was Benjy
blinked. Those strange high hills beyond which

. Tor
drive and drive until we reach the sea.
had looked at her as if she had slapped his face,

know it. And if there were cities where neons

14

Benjy came for the summer and the letters followed,

fat and important, into the new mailbox.

But when he left
the world he had made real

seemed to go with him

By RAY BRADBURY

ILLUSTRATED BY BRUCE JOHNSON

were like pink ice and green mint and red fireworks
each evening, she didn’t know that either. Her
horizon, north, south, east, west, was this valley,
and had never been a else.

” she thought. “Benjy’s cormng

e can write.”
looked at her hands. “He'll be here a whole
month and teach me. Then I can write out into
that world and bring it here to_the mailbox I'll
make Tom build today. Get up, Tom! You hear?””

She put ber hand out to push the bank of
sleeping s

Ty sine elock the valley was full of grase-
hoppers flinging themselves through the blue piney
ale while emoke ourled Lata the k.

Cora. singing into her pots pans as she
polished them, saw her face bmnzed el nand
in the copper bottoms. Tom was grumbling the
sounds of a sleepy bear at his breakfast, while her

Someone’s mighty happy,” said a voice.
Cora ma 1f into a shlue From the

corners of her eyes she hadow cross the

open d “Mrs. mebam’” asked Cora of her

scouring cloth.

‘That's who it is!” And there stood the widow
woman, her gingham dress dragging the warm dust,
her letters in her chickeny hand. “Morning! I
just been to my mailbox. Got me a real beauty
of a letter from my Uncle George.” Mrs. Brabbam
fixed Cora with a gaze like a silver needle. “How
long since you got a letter from your uncle, Missus?”

My uncles are all dead.”” It was not Cora
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herself, but her tongue, that lied. When the time
she knew, it would be her tongue alone that

maved her lstiems n & stright flush on the morning

“Aiways twisting the knife in the flesh. How
many years, thought Cora, had this run on, Mrs.
Brabbam and her smily eyes, talking loud of how
she got mail; inferring that nobody else for miles
around could read. Cora bit her lip and almost
threw the pot, but set it down, laughing. 1 forgot
to tell you. My nephesw Benjy’s coming; his fol

are poorly, and he’s here for the summer, Iodzy'
He'll teach me to write. And Tom’s building us a

. “Well, isn’
ly.” And ‘suddenly e
door was empty. Mrs. Brabbam was gone.
For in that instant she
scarecrow, something
like a fiicker of pure sunlight, something 1ike &
brook trout jumping upstream, leap a fence in the
below. She saw a huge wand wave and birds
flush in terror from a crab-apple tree. Cora was
rushm.g the wurld rushing back of her, down the
path. “Benjy!
hey ran at each other like partnersin aSnlurdny

dan«. Imked arms, collided, and w
“Ben]

Sh.e glanced swiftly behind his ear. Yes, there
was the yellow pencil.

“Benjy, welcome!”

“Why, ma'am.” He held Continued on page 22
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Cora and the Wide World
Continued from page 14

her off at arm’s length. “Why, ma'am,
you're crying."”
ERE'S my nephew,” said Cora.
| Tom sconied up from spooning

“\hgh(v ghd * smiled Benj
ora emhuam!xghtmhecnuldn t

ocked two months’ worth of vittles
out of that boy batting bim up the
road with a_piece of fence.” They
laughed, angioutly.
S write fine, the serious boy.
) She

shoved & cut of burey pie ot him.
“Eat.

n-thirty, with the sun riding

h)gher “atter watching Benjy devour

heaped platters offood: Tom § zhumimd
from the cabin, jamming his cap on.
Tm, going out dod cut dow blf the
forest "

she lhouxh( bandle it like a

anted to

louch the pencly bu! hadnl touched

e made her feel

foolish and then anm and then sad.
Her hand ewicched in her

Some paper? asced Ben)
O, Jand, T hever  thought,” she
waled; and the foom wall darkened.
R e bt

happens I brought some.” He
k‘euhed a tablet from his little bag.
want to write a letter some.
where?”
smiled outrageously. “1 munt
to write 8 Itter €0 Her
face fell apart. She looked around for
eone in the distance. She looked
at the mountains in the morning sun-
shine. She heard the sea rolling off on
yellow shores « thousar
The birds wers coming north over the
alley, on their way to multtudes of
cities and indiffeent to her
vhy, 1 never thought, until
this moment. 1 dont know anybody

ears,
that letter setting in her house on the
mantel. No, no letter to her.” Cora’

ey moved from the hills and the
“Who then? Where?
Someane e T just've got to get me some

“Hnld on" Benjy fished a dime
e&vmhnmt Tt had a red
cover of an undressed woman screamning
away from a green monster. Al sorts

nd name, ad-
dress,” read Benjy. “To Dept. M-3
ap!
t about this one?”
“DETECTIVES MAKE SECRET
INVESTIOATIONS, PARTICI
FREE. WRITE: G.D.M. DETEC-
TIVE 'SCHOO]

:verything’s Well, Bﬂuy-"

She onnd e pencil in his hand.

He drew up his chair. She watched

him turn the pencil in his fingers. She

saw him bite his tongue, sofly. She

saw him squint bis eyen " She held id ber
breath. She bent forward. She

ber own eye and clamped her tongue

Benjy raised his pencil,

ik, and set it down to the paper.

e first w
selves slowly on-the incredible paper.
“Dear Power Plus Muscle Company.

VHE morning blew away on a wind,

the morning flowed down the creek,
the morning flew off with some ravens,
and the sun burned on the cabin roof.

filled

pages, a whispering pencil, and Benjy's
careful Palmer Penmanship hand. Cora

moved her head around, around, with
Gaeh O, each L, with cach emall

of an M, each tiny dot made her head

e a chicken, each crossed T

made her tongue lick across her upper

3
“It’s noon and I'm hungry!” ssid
Tom, almost behind her.

But Cora was a statue now, watching
the pencil as
leaving an_exceptional trail across a
fiat stone in the early morning.

“It's noon!” cried Tom, again.

Cora glanced up, stunned. “Why,
it seems only a moment ago we wrote
to that Philadelphia Coin Collecting

pany. ain't that right.

dazzling
ou wait for your vittles, Tom, just
can't you build that mailbox? Bigger
Chan Mrs. Brabbam's, plesse””

shosbox for my very frt ralleter”
it was.
Benjy lettered the finished mailbos:
MRS, CORA GIBBS,
Tumbling bel

said Benjy,

m blmked a'. it for 3 misute
“I'm still

Sommnz hgm e fre

box six times. On the seventh, 8
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woodchuck jumped out. Tom oo
aughing in the door, poundin
knees. out of the

The stood in the window

king down at her mailbox right
across from Mrs. Brabbam's. Ten
yea the widow woman had

led
fowers with an empty water can, or
dig mushrooms in the wrong season.

XT morning Cora was up before
the sun had warmed the strawberry
patch or the wind had stirred the pines.
Benjy was sitting up in his cot when
the mailbox. *
ostman won't drive

“They come in cars, this far out.”
2Oh" Cora at down.

“You si t Cora?”
Nt na She blinked. Its just
I don't recall in twenty years seeing

no mail truck whistle by here. 1t just
A this time I never

no mailman at al
“Muybe e
"Fm up with the fog-spunks, down
with the chickens. I never really gave

Mrs. Brabbam’s house. seniy, T got
a kmd of sneaking hunch.” She stood
iraight out of the

bam's mailbox. A hush was on

the box,
put her hand in like someone fumbling
in a gopher hole. ~“And here, and
here”Bhe rattled some letters into

in my life | e\er even let my shadow
this
Benjy e the letters around and
around, cocking his , Aunt
Cora, these letters, they're ten years

old
“What!" Cora grabbed at them.
“Aunt Cora, she's been getting the

e mail every day for years.
they're not even ad Mrs.
Brabbam, they're to some woman

staring at the worn mail in her hands.
“All these years.”

They gazed up at Mrs. Brabbam's
sleeping house in the cool quiet morn-

“Oh, that sly woman, making a
commotion with her letters, making

me fecl small. All puffed out she was,
evishing slon, reading her il

Cora ‘slammed the mailbox shut

Mrs. Brabbam drifted down_the
path, sopping here or there quietly,
nin

o said, sweetly.
“Mn Beoubam, this s my wephew

“Hnw nice.” Mrs. Brabbam with 3
ook of her Body. o of
B ot hads oo the mai-
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box as if to shake the letters loose
inside, flipped the lid, and extracted
the mail, covering her actions with her
back. ~ She mde mov.mnl. and spun
about, m *“Wonderful!
Why just ook ot this eter from dear
Uncle

““Well, ain't that nice!” said Cora.

FPEES, ke besibies etiunse dw
of waiting. Tl i

orange ax
nodding about the cabim, and the hard
constant sound of Benjy's Fonll e
bling through the afternoons. Benjy’s
mouth was always packed with food
s stomping in
find lunch or supper late, cold, o
or

at
Benjy handled the pencil with a
delicious spread of his_bor

aking up words. rolling them on her
tongue, delighted each itime e o
them spring out on the paper. But she
wasn't learnin glomr‘re "i¥s so much
fun wat:hing vou write, Benly.  To-
morrow I'll start learning. Now take

other letiert™
They sworked their way through ads
about Asthma, Trusses, and Magic,
they joined the Rosicrucians, or at
least sent for a free sealed book all
about the Knowledge that Had been

ts_fi

‘Oblivion,

Hndden Ancient Templee and Biried
Sanctuaries.  Ther

n there were free

Ben
b the blue hills and through
the all Hery groen gines snd dlong the
y road, mile by mile, cam
so\md of a car ndmx along and oo,
until bend, it came full
Potiderg o e 3 gkt G, i
out the door running and as she ran
eard and saw. felt many
things,  Firet, from the corner of ber
eve, she saw Mrs. Brabbam _ gliding
down the o2 from the other dirstion.
Mrs. Bral ze when she saw the
iright veon car boiling o1 the prade,
and there was the whistle of a silver
whistle and the old man in the car
leaned out just before Cora arrived

said, “pl

vou mind. would you put it. please .

" The old man squinted
. ba

and did just that - put the mail in the
box.

Mrs. Brabbam stoud where she was,
not moving. ees wild. “Any mail for
Mrs. Brabb: asked Cora.

That's all* And the car dusted
away down ch

. Brabbam sicod with her hands

-1enched together. * Then, without

n letterbos. tumn
i ried swxf(l) up her path, out of
sight.

Cora walked around her mailbox
twice, not touching it for a long time.
“Benjy. I' trers!” She
reached in, delicately, and took them
oue and wurmed them over. She put
Thern quietly in his hand. ~Read thom
to me.” Is my name on the front?”
Yes'm.” He opened the fist letter
with due carefulness and read it aloud
in the summer morniag: ~Dear M,
Gibs...
s stopped and let bt savor i, her
eyel half . her mouth moving the
repeated it for artistic

emphuls. and then went on: “We are
ing you our free folder, enclosed,
from the Intercontinental ‘Mailing

pondence Course in Sanitary

ing—.
““Benjy, Benjy, I'm so happy! Start
over again!”
“Dear Mrs. Gibbs,” he read.

FTER that the mailbox was never
came

“—fifty years old, gentle disposition.
money; object matrimony.” Benjy

already mar
but thank you for your kind and

‘ora_Gibbs.” ers con”
tinued to pour across : coin
llectors’ catalogues, novelty bool

formdmmkhuhndeplomnlu.

T S Ao of e et b e 9
air, for Cora was always down at the
road, out, smiling for the

All too quickly the summer was at
an ead, o, at leest, that part of the
r that counted most, anyway:

Benjy's ! visit. his red

rohief on the cabin

table, sandwiches folded fresh and
oniony in it. tied with a mint-sprig to
keep it coas to the amell; thare oo the
r, freshly pol were his shoes

- et In to, and there on the chair
with his pencil, wk once

owe logy. T
don't think 1 looked at your face once
in all this time. I know every
wart on your h.nd
every bump and e\ery " crankle, but |
might pass your face in & crowd wd and
miss ye

1u no face to look at,” said Benjy,
shy

But Id know that hand in

milion hands,” Cors said “Latanyone
shake my a dark room, a
thousand people, and out of all those
I'd say. Well, this one’s Benjy.” She
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smiled quily and walked away to the
oper

would you do me one lst favor?”

'-an a letter for Mrs. Brabbam.”
‘Ma'am?”
““Yes, write some of those companies.
& ree chart, 8 sample, something. and
sign Mrs. Brabbam's
ALl e, said Benjy.

“Thit way in 1 week or a month

hi p to her door,

special, and deliver it. And I'll be sure
in rd where :
Mrs.

He wrate three letters, licked the
envelopes carcfly, stuck them in his
Il mail them when 1 get to

* she said.

didn't learn to write.
and made

wesn't time to

learn. And that means . "
He knew what it meant. " He shook
her hand. tood in the cabin
o she i “or every.

ihen he was running off. He
28 far s the meadow fence. leaped it
easily. and the last she st of him f

was ing the special
tters. off o the great world over
te hills.
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HE letters kept coming for some
ix months after Benjy went away.
There would be the postman’s little
fren curund the sharp cerimed shout
. or the whistle, as he
o ve of thres pink or blue
envelopes in that fi
P here was thay special dny when

Mrs. Brabbam received her first real
lett

'Afver that the letters were spaced a
week apart. then a month, and finally
the postman didn’t say_hello at all.
ther une 0o sound of a car coming up
that lonely mountain road

ider moved into the mailbox, then &

And Cora. while the letters still
lasted. would clutch them
bewildered hands, staring at
auietly watil the preseure of her face
moscles squeezed clear round  shiny

drops of smter from ber e'd
a0 0 o Bl sven Whe's
this from?
Don't know." said Tom.
“What's it say?” sm- wailed.
't knos

at s gotni on i that world out
there. oh. I'll never know. I'll never
know now.” she And thi eter,
and this one. and this.~ She

the stacks and stacks of etters | (hat

hnp‘nnmpx ‘and me not knowing. Al
orld and people waiting to hear
us. and us not writing, and them
Rot_ever writing bac
And at last the day came when the
wind blew the mailbox over. In the
mornings again Cora would stand at
the open door of her cabin brushing
her hair with a slow brush. not speal -
And in al

ing. looking at the hills.
the years that followe N
ecd the Tallen” mailbox  without

stooping aimlessly to fumble inside
and take her hand out with nothing
in it before she wandered on again into
the fields.

25
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