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Before yoﬁ read

\ ACTIVITIES

This is a story about a young teenage boy who becomes obsessed with
an older girl. He hardly knows her but he is determined to buy her a
present to please her.

Thinking about the story

o In the story, ‘Araby’ is the name of a special market, a ‘bazaar’, that
opens for a few days on the edge of Dublin. Choose four reasons from
a-f which are likely to attract people to visit this market.

a ]
b [

OO

0]

It has a glamorous, magical name.

1t is likely to sell the same things as the shops in Dublin city

centre.

There is only a short opportunity to buy things there.

It is likely to be very expensive.

It is likely to sell unusual or special things.

It is a good opportunity to have fun shopping.

Thinking about the behaviour of characters
9 When teenage boys fall in love for the first time, do you think that A or
B is more likely to be true?

4A| |

They tell everyone

about it.

Their mood keeps
changing.

They like to be alone to
dream about love.
They try to be with the
other person.

2B| |
38| |

4B |

They keep it a

secret.

They are always
happy.

They like to be in
groups.

They are shy and avoid
the other person.




STORY 1

of the Christian Brothers’ School. An empty house stood at
B the end. The outsides of the other houses were brown and
" seemed to show that decent, respectable people lived inside them.

The previous tenant of our house had been a priest who had
died in the back room. 1 found some old books in a room behind the
kitchen. The garden was wild, with an apple tree and a few untidy
bushes. The priest had left all his money to charity.

When the short days of winter came, it got dark before we
finished dinner.

When the other children and I met in the street, the houses

looked dark and serious.

1. cul-de-sac: a street that is closed at one end; alsc known as a ‘dead-end street’.
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¥ lived with my uncle and aunt in North Richmond Street, a i O))
Y cul-de-sac.' It was quiet except when the boys came outm

Araby

The street lamps lifted their weak light towards the ever-
changing violet sky.

The cold air stung us and we played until our bodies glowed.
Our shouts echoed in the silent street. We went into dark muddy
lanes where rough children lived, into wet gardens and into the
stables where we watched the groom look after the horses.

If my uncle came round the corner, we hid in the shadows until
he had gone in. My friend Mangan had an older sister who used to
call him when it was time to stop playing and come in. We hid from
her as well but if she stayed on the doorstep, Mangan went home.
She waited for him, her figure outlined in the light of the door. I
stood looking at her. Her brown dress swung as she moved her
body and her soft hair moved from side to side.

Every morning, | lay on the floor of the front room, looking
through the window and watching her door. Nobody could see me.
When she came out, my heart leaped. I picked up my schoolbooks and
ran outside to follow her. [ kept sight of her brown figure until, just
before we went in different directions, I walked and passed her. This
happened morning after morning. I had never spoken to her except a
few words but her name was magic to me. [ was stupidly in love.

I thought about her all the time, even in unromantic places. My
aunt went to the market on Saturday evenings and I carried some
of her parcels. There were drunk men and shouting women, shop-
boys and street singers. But the noise made me feel special like a
romantic hero. I did not understand my emotions.

| whispered Mangan’s sister’s name and I often started to cry. I
didn’t know if I would ever speak to her or tell her about my love. But

my body was like a harp? that reacted to her words and gestures.

2. aharp: a typical Irish musical instrument, !:
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One evening | went into the room where the priest had died. It
was dark and rainy outside and silent in the house. | heard the rain
falling persistently on the wet earth and a weak light gleamed from
the lamps. | wanted to lose myself in the darkness and the silence.
I pressed my trembling hands together like someone praying and I
murmured, ‘O love! O love!” many times.

At last she spoke to me. | was so confused I couldn’t answer.

‘Are you going to Araby?’ she asked.

Araby was a big bazaar? on the outskirts of Dublin. You could
buy all sorts of things there just before Christmas.

‘It will be splendid. I'd love to go,” she said.

‘Why can’t you?' I asked. '

She turned a silver bracelet round and round her wrist. ‘I have
to go on a retreat* with the nuns’, she explained.

1 was standing alone with her as her brother and two other boys
were busy fighting. The light from the street lamp lit up the curve
of her neck and her hair and her hand. It lit one side of her dress
and the edge of her petticoat ® which was just visible.

“You're lucky, you can go,’ she said.

‘If 1 go,’ [ said, ‘Tll bring you something.’

For the next few days, | only thought about Mangan’s sister
and the bazaar. The exotic word ‘Araby’ called to me. I asked my
aunt for permission to go there on Saturday night.

She was surprised but she agreed. [ didn’t concentrate in school

and my teacher became angry with me. | had no patience ® with

3. abazaar:a collection of shops or stalls which sell a variety of gocds; in this case,
it is temporary, open for only a few days. There are famous bazaars in places like
Istanbul and Morocco but ‘Araby' is a local Irish market.

aretreat: a religious event where you go away to pray and meditate.
a petticoat : a light skirt which women might wear under their dress.

patience : the ability to wait for things without complaining,
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Araby

serious things and life seemed monotonous and stupid. Only Araby
mattered to me.

On Saturday morning, I reminded my uncle that I wanted to go
there. [ needed to get some money from him so that I could buy
something at Araby. He was too busy to pay me attention.

‘Yes, boy, 1 know,’ he said.

I walked slowly to school in a bad mood. The weather was very
cold. I had a bad feeling about the day.

When 1| came home for dinner, my uncle had not come home
yet. It was still early. I stared at the clock. It ticked loudly.  escaped
from the sound and went upstairs. [ went from room to room
singing. My friends were playing in the street outside the window.
[ looked out and saw the dark house where she lived. I stood there
for an hour, imagining her figure with the lamplight on her neck. I
remembered her hand and the edge of her petticoat.

When I came downstairs again, a neighbour was sitting with
my aunt. [t was Mrs Mercer, a very talkative old lady. I had to
listen to all their gossip. An hour passed and my uncle still didn't
come home. Mrs Mercer left after eight o’clock. I began to walk up
and down the room. My uncle didn’t appear. My aunt said:

‘I'm afraid you won’t be able to go to the bazaar tonight.’

Atnine o’clock, 1 heard my uncle’s key in the door. He was talking
to himself; I think he was late because he had been drinking with
his friends. | asked him for the money while he was eating dinner.

‘I forgot about it,” he said. ‘The bazaar will be closed and
everyone will be asleep.’

1 did not smile. My aunt spoke to him.

‘Can’t you give him the money and let him go? He has waited a
long time.’

‘I'm very sorry,” said my uncle. ‘Where are you going?’
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