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A quick reminder -- your job for these Units is to:
1. Read the story and discuss it.

When discussing the story pay attention to how the author accomplished having believable characters, point of view, tense, author's motivation, transitions, favorite
aspect of author's work, etc. Don't just sum up the plof!

2. Write a short story of your own.
When writing your own story, try to give some thought to perspective, point of view, tense, plot, show don't tell, and believabllity.

* Refer to your Short Story Guidelines for help, and remember -- We don't expect your story to be perfect! Becoming a great writer will take a lot of time, and a lot of
practice. Just give it your best effort. **
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In this Unit, you'll be reading "The Departure of Emma Inch™ by James Thurber. Thurber was an American author, journalist, playwright, and cartoonist. Born in
1894, he was one of the most popular humorists of his time. His used wit and humor to expose the oddities of everyday peopte. Although many of his stories are
light-hearted and fictional, he did introduce darker material in his later works.
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"THE DEPARTURE OF EMMA INCH"
James Thurber

Emma Inch looked no different from any other middle-aged,
thin woman you might glance at in the subway or deal with
across the counter of some small store in a country town, and
then forget forever. Her hair was drab and unabundant, her
face made no impression on you, her voice I don't remember -
it was just a voice. She came to us with a letter of recommenda-
tion from some acquaintance who knew that we were going to
Mardia's Vineyard for the summer and wanted a cook. We
took her because there was nobody else, and she seemed all
right. She had arrived at our hotel in Forty-fifth Street the
day before we were going to leave and we got her a room for
the night, because she lived way uptown somewhere. She said
she really ought to go back and give up her room, but I told
her I'd fix that.

Emma Inch had a big scuffed brown suitcase with her, and
a Boston bull terrier. His name was Feely. Feely was seventeen

-years old and he grumbled and growled and snuffled all the
time, but we needed a cook and we agreed to take Feely along
with Emma Inch, if she would take care of him and keep him
out of the way. It turned out to be easy to keep Feely out of
the way because he would lie grousing anywhere Emma put
him until she came and picked him up again. I never saw him
walk. Emma had owned him, she said, since he was a pup. He
was all she had in the world, she told us, with a mist in her
eyes. 1 felt embarrassed but not touched. I didn't see how any-
body could love Feely.

I didn't lose any sleep about Emma Inch and Feely the night
of the day they arrived, but my wife did. She told me next
morning that she had lain awake a long time thinking about
the cook and her dog, because she felt kind of funny about
them. She didn't know why. She just had a feeling that they
were kind of funny. When we were all ready to leave—it was
about three o'clock in the afternoon, for we had kept putting
off the packing—I phoned Emma's room, but she didn't an-
swer. It was getting late and we felt nervous—the Fall River
boat would sail in about two hours. We couldn't understand
why we hadn't heard anything from Emma and Feely. It
wasn't until four o'clock that we did. There was a small rap I
on the door of our bedroom and I opened it and Emma and
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Feely were there, Feely in her arms, snuffing and snaffling, as
if he had been swimming a long way.

My wife told Emma to get her bag packed, we were leaving
in a little while. Emma said her bag was packed, except for her
electric fan, and she couldn't get that in. "You won't need am
electric fan at the Vineyard,” my wife told her. "It's cool there, .
even during the day, and it’s almost cold at night. Besides, there
is no electricity in the cottage we are going to."

Emma Inch seemed distressed. She studied my wife's face. "I'll
have to think of something else then," she said. "Mebbe I could let the
water run all night."

We both sat down and looked at her. Feely's asthmatic noises
were the only sounds in the room for a while. "Doesn't that dog ever
stop that ?" I asked, irritably.

"Oh, he's just talking," said Emma. "He talks all the time, but
I'll keep him in my room and he won't bother you none.”

"Doesn't he bother you?" I asked.

"He would bother me," said Emma, "at night, but I put the
electric fan on and keep the light burning. He don't make so much
noise when it's light, because he don't snore. The fan kind of keeps me
from noticing him. I put a piece of cardboard, like, where the fan hits
it and then I don't notice Feely so much. Mebbe I could let the water
run in my room all night instead of the fan."

I said "Hmmm" and got up and mixed a drink for my wife and
me—we had decided not to have one till we got on the boat, but I
thought we'd better have one now. My wife didn't tell Emma there
would be no running water in her room at the Vineyard.

"We've been worried about you, Emma," I said. "I phoned
your room but you didn't answer."

"I never answer the phone," said Emma, "because I always get
a shock. I wasn't there anyways. I couldn't sleep in that room. I went
back to Mrs. McCoy's on Seventy-eighth Street.”

I lowered my glass. "You went back to Seventy-eighth Street
last night” I demanded.

"Yes, sir," she said. "T had to tell Mrs. McCoy I was going
away and wouldn't be there any more for a while—Mrs.

McCoy's the landlady. Anyways, I never sleep in a hotel.” She
looked around the room. "They burn down," she told us.

Tt came out that Emma Inch had not only gone back to
Seventy-eighth Street the night before but had walked all the
way, carrying Feely. It had taken her an hour or two, because
Feely didn't like to be carried very far at a time, so she had
had to stop every block or so and put him down on the side-



walk for a while. It had taken her just as long to walk back

to our hotel, too; Feely, it seems, never got up before afternoon
- that's why she was so late. She was sorry. My wife and 1
finished our drinks, looking at each other, and at Feely.

Emma Inch didn't like the idea of riding to Pier 14 ina
taxi, but after ten minutes of cajoling and pleading she finally
got in. "Make it go slow," she said. We had enough time, so I
asked the driver to take it easy. Emma kept getting to her feet
and I kept pulling her back onto the seat.

"I never been in an automobile before," she said. "It goes awful

fast.” Now and then she gave a little squeal of fright.

The driver turned his head and grinned. "You're O.K. wit' me,
lady," he said. Feely growled at him.

Emma waited until he had turned away again,
and then she leaned over to my wife and whispered. "They all
take cocaine," she said. Feely began to make a new sound—a
kind of high, agonized yelp. "He's singing,” said Emma. She
gave a strange little giggle, but the expression of her face didn't
change.

"I wish you had put the Scotch where we could get
at it," said my wife.

If Emma Inch had been afraid of the taxicab, she was terri-
fied by the Priscilla of the Fall River Line. "I don't think I
can go," said Emma. "I don't think I could get on a boat. I
didn't know they were so big." She stood rooted to the pier,
clasping Feely. She must have squeezed him too hard, for he
screamed—he screamed like a woman. We all jumped. "It's
his ears,” said Emma. "His ears hurt." We finally got her on
the boat, and once aboard, in the salon, her terror abated some-
what. Then the three parting blasts of the boat whistle rocked
lower Manhattan. Emma Inch leaped to her feet and began to
rum, letting go of her suitcase (which she had refused to give
up to a porter) but holding onto Feely. I caught her just as she
reached the gangplank. The ship was on its way when I let go
of her arm.

It was a long time before I could get Emma to go to her
stateroom, but she went at last. It was an inside stateroom, and
she didn't seem to mind it. I think she was surprised to find
that it was like a room, and had a bed and a chair and a wash-
bowl. She put Feely down on the floor. "I think you'll have to
do something about the dog," I said. "I think they put them
somewhere and you get them when you get off."

"No, they don't," said Emma.
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I guess, in this case, they didn't. I don't know. I shut the door
on Emma Inch and Feely, and went away. My wife was drinking
straight Scotch when I got to our stateroom.

The next morning, cold and early, we got Emma and Feely
off the Priscilla at Fall River and over to New Bedford in a
taxi and onto the little boat for Martha's Vineyard. Each move
was as difficult as getting a combative drunken man out of the
night club in which he fancies he has been insulted. Emma sat
in a chair on the Vineyard boat, as far away from sight of the
water as she could get, and closed her eyes and held onto
Feely. She had thrown a coat over Feely, not only to keep him
warm but to prevent any of the ship's officers from taking him
away from her. I went in from the deck at intervals to see how
she was. She was all right, or at least all right for her, until
five minutes before the boat reached the dock at Woods Hole,
the only stop between New Bedford and the Vineyard. Then
Feely got sick. Or at any rate Emma said he was sick. He
didn't seem to me any different from what he always was—his
breathing was just as abnormal and irregular. But Emma said
he was sick. There were tears in her eyes. "He's a very sick
dog, Mr. Thurman," she said. "I'll have to take him home." 1
knew by the way she said "home" what she meant. She meant
Seventy-eighth Street.

The boat tied up at Woods Hole and was motionless and we
could hear the racket of the deckhands on the dock loading
freight. "I'll get off here," said Emma, firmly, or with more
firmness, anyway, than she had shown yet. I explained to her
that we would be home in half an hour, that everything would
be fine then, everything would be wonderful. I said Feely
would be a new dog. I told her people sent sick dogs to
Martha's Vineyard to be cured. But it was no good. "Il have
to take him off here," said Emma. "I always have to take him
home when he is sick." I talked to her eloquently about the
Joveliness of Martha's Vineyard and the nice houses and the
nice people and the wonderful accommodations for dogs. But
I knew it was useless. I could tell by looking at her. She was
going to get off the boat at Woods Hole.

"You really can't do this," I said, grimly, shaking her arm.
Feely snarled weakly. "You haven't any money and you don't
know where you are. You're a long way from New York.
Nobody ever got from Woods Hole to New York alone.” She
didn't seem to hear me. She began walking toward the stairs
leading to the gangplank, crooning to Feely. "You'll have to



go all the way back on boats," I said, "or else take a train, and
you haven't any money. If you are going to be so stupid and
leave us now, I can't give you any money."

"I don't want any money, Mr. Thurman,” she said. "I haven't
earned any money."

I walked along in irritable silence for a moment; then I gave
her some money. I made her take it. We got to the gangplank.
Feely snaffled and gurgled. I saw now that his eyes were a
little red and moist. I know it would do no good to summon
my wife—not when Feely's health was at stake. "How do you
expect to get home from here?" I almost shouted at Emma
Inch as she moved down the gangplank. "You're way out on
the end of Massachusetts."

She stopped and turned around. "We'll walk," she said. "We
like to walk, Feely and me."

I just stood still and watched her go.

When I went up on deck, the boat was clearing for the
Vineyard.

"How's everything?" asked my wife.

I waved a hand in the direction of the dock. Emma Inch was
standing there, her suitcase at her feet, her dog under one arm,
waving goodbye to us with her free hand. I had never seen her smile
before, but she was smiling now.
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