ten for my unfortunate girl.

(1795)

WOLLSTONECRAFT

LESSON I.
CAT. Dog. Cow. Horse. Sheep. Pig. Bird. Fly.
Man. Boy. Girl. Child.
Head. Hair. Face. Nose. Mouth. Chin. Neck. Arms.
Hand. Leg. Foot. Back. Breast.
House. Wall. Field. Street. Stone. Grass.
Bed. Chair. Door. Pot. Spoon. Knife. Fork. Plate. Cup.
Box. Boy. Bell.
Tree. Leaf. Stick. Whip. Cart. Coach.
Frock. Hat. Coat. Shoes. Shift. Cap.
Bread. Milk. Tea. Meat. Drink. Cake.

LESSONS
MARY

LESSON II.
COME. Walk. Run. Go. Jump. Dance. Ride. Sit. Stand.

Play. Hold. Shake. Speak. Sing. Cry. Laugh. Call. Fall.
Day. Night. Sun. Moon. Light. Dark. Sleep. Wake.

Wash. Dress. Kiss. Comb.

Fire. Hot. Burn. Wind. Rain. Cold.

Hurt. Tear. Break. Spill.

Book. See. Look.

Sweet. Good. Clean.

Gone. Lost. Hide. Keep. Give. Take.

One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten.
White. Black. Red. Blue. Green. Brown.

LESSON IlI.
STROKE the cat. Play with the Dog. Eat the bread. Drink the milk. Hold
the cup. Lay down the knife.
Look at the fly. See the horse. Shut the door. Bring the chair. Ring the
bell. Get your book.
Hide your face. Wipe your nose. Wash your hands. Dirty hands. Why do
you cry? A clean mouth. Shake hands. I love you. Kiss me now. Good
girl.
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The bird sings. The fire burns. The cat jumps. The dog runs. The bird
flies. The cow lies down. The man laughs. The child cries.

LESSON IV.
LET me comb your head. Ask Betty to wash your face. Go and see for
some bread. Drink milk, if you are dry. Play on the floor with the ball. Do
not touch the ink; you will black your hands.
What do you want to say to me? Speak slow, not so fast. Did you fall?
You will not cry, not you; the baby cries. Will you walk in the fields?

LESSON V.
COME to me, my little girl. Are you tired of playing? Yes. Sit down and
rest yourself, while I talk to you.
Have you seen the baby? Poor little thing. O here it comes. Look at him.
How helpless he is. Four years ago you were as feeble as this very little
boy.
See, he cannot hold up his head. He is forced to lie on his back, if his
mamma do not turn him to the right or left side, he will soon begin to cry.
He cries to tell her, that he is tired with lying on his back.

LESSON V1.
PERHAPS he is hungry. What shall we give him to eat? Poor fellow, he
cannot eat. Look in his mouth, he has no teeth.
How did you do when you were a baby like him? You cannot tell. Do
you want to know? Look then at the dog, with her pretty puppy. You
could not help yourself as well as the puppy. You could only open your
mouth, when you were lying, like William, on my knee. So I put you to
my breast, and you sucked, as the puppy sucks now, for there was milk
enough for you.

LESSON ViIi.
WHEN you were hungry, you began to cry, because you could not speak.
You were seven months without teeth, always sucking. But after you got
one, you began to gnaw a crust of bread. It was not long before another
came pop. At ten months you had four pretty white teeth, and you used
to bite me. Poor mamma! Still I did not cry, because I am not a child, but
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you hurt me very much. So I said to papa, it is time the little girl should

eat. She is not naughty, yet she hurts me. [ have given her a crust of bread,

and I must look for some other milk.

The cow has got plenty, and her jumping calf eats grass very well. He
has got more teeth than my little girl. Yes, says papa, and he tapped you
on the cheek, you are old enough to learn to eat? Come to me, and I will
teach you, my little dear, for you must not hurt poor mamma, who has
given you her milk, when you could not take any thing else.

LESSON VIII.
YOU were then on the carpet, for you could not walk well. So when you
were in a hurry, you used to run quick, quick, quick, on your hands and
feet, like the dog.
Away you ran to papa, and putting both your arms round his leg, for your
hands were not big enough, you looked up at him, and laughed. What did
this laugh say, when you could not speak? Cannot you guess by what you
now say to papa? — Ah! it was, Play with me, papa! — play with me!
Papa began to smile, and you knew that the smile was always — Yes. So
you got a ball, and papa threw it along the floor — Roll — roll — roll;
and you ran after it again — and again. How pleased you were. Look
at William, he smiles; but you could laugh loud — Ha! ha! ha! — Papa
laughed louder than the little girl, and rolled the ball still faster.
Then he put the ball on a chair, and you were forced to take hold of the
back, and stand up to reach it. At last you reached too far, and down you
fell: not indeed on your face, because you put out your hands. You were
not much hurt; but the palms of your hands smarted with the pain, and
you began to cry, like a little child.
It is only very little children who cry when they are hurt; and it is to tell
their mamma, that something is the matter with them. Now you can come
to me, and say, Mamma, I have hurt myself. Pray rub my hand: it smarts.
Put something on it, to make it well. A piece of rag, to stop the blood.
You are not afraid of a little blood — not you. You scratched your arm
with a pin: it bled a little; but it did you no harm. See, the skin is grown
over it again.
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Sitting in the Silver Dollar restaurant early in the after-
noon, straddling a shining stool and ordering a small
cola, I dropped a black beauty and let the capsule ride
the edge of my tongue for a moment, as usual, and then
swallowed it. Then the sense of regret washes over
me like whenever I drop something, a sudden regret
at what might be the disappearance of regular percep-
tions: the flat drift of sensations gathered from walking
and seeing and smelling and all the associations; and
that strange tremor like a ticklishness that never quite
reaches the point of being unbearable. There’s a slow
sensation of that type coming into the body, from the
temples to the abdomen to the calves, and riding with
it in waves, spurred on by containers of coffee, into the
marvellousness of light and motion and figures coast-
ing along the streets. Yet somehow that feeling of beau-

ty that comes riding off each surface and movement
around me always has a slight trace of falseness about it, a slight sense of

regret, felt at the occurring knowledge that it’s a substance flowing into
my veins that cancels out the lines of thought brought along with time
and again and serious understandings of the self.

WOJNAROWICZ

CLOSE TO THE KNIVES (1991)

DAVID

So there was a that feeling of regret, a sudden impulse to bring the pill
back up, a surge of weariness with the self, the settling back and the wait
for the sensations to begin. I smoked a fast cigarette and the door opened
bringing with it sunlight and wind.

Restless walks filled with coasting images of sight and sound: cars
bucking over cobblestones down the quiet side streets, trucks waiting at
corners with swarthy drivers leaning back in the cool shadowy seats and
the windows of buildings opening and closing, figures passing within
rooms, faraway sounds of voices and cries and horns roll up and funnel
in like some secret earphone connecting me with the creaking move-
ments of the living city. Old images race back and forth and I'm gather a
heat in the depth of my belly from them: flashes of a curve of arm, back,
the lines of a neck, glimpses among the crowds in the train stations, one
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