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BREAKFAST AT TIFFANY’S by Truman Capote 
Part Three - Chapters 7- 9 + tasks 
CHAPTER SEVEN: A Death in the Family

	 Chapter 7 
	Pre 
Reading 
task 
	1.In Brazil, people speak a) Spanish b) French c) Portuguese 
2. A person travelling in a car, bus or train is a) a passenger b) a rider c) a ticketer 
3. A murder is a) when someone breaks into a building b) when someone kills another person c) when someone steals something very valuable 

	 
	While
	Why is HG so upset? What is Jose’s reaction? 



RUSTY TRAWLER MARRIES FIFTH WIFE. 
I was on a subway train when I saw those words in another passenger's newspaper. I read: Millionaire Rutherford ("Rusty") Trawler yesterday married a beautiful young lady“ 
I didn't want to read any more. So Holly was married to him. I wanted to be under the wheels of the train. 
The few weeks after our Sunday at Joe Bell's bar were difficult. First, I lost my job because of a silly mistake. I was scared. I didn't want to leave New York but could I stay there without work? And there was still a war in Europe. I was the right age but I really didn't want to be a soldier. 
That day I was on a subway because I was looking for another job. I was returning from an interview with a newspaper. It was summer and the city was hot. I felt tired and nervous and unhappy. So yes, part of me already wanted to be under the wheels of the train. Then I saw the newspaper. Holly was married to that stupid man. The world was going crazy. 
Was I angry because I was in love with Holly? Maybe. I was in love with her. I loved Holly in the same way that I loved my mother's old cook, and the mailman, and the McKendrick family in my home town. She was an important part of my life. I didn't want to lose her friendship. 
When I arrived at the station, I bought a newspaper. I read the end of the sentence and discovered the name of Rusty's new wife... a beautiful girl from the Arkansas hills, Miss Margaret Thatcher Fitzhue Wildwood. Mag! My legs started to shake and I took a taxi home. 
Mrs. Sapphia Spanella met me in the hall. Her eyes were wild. "Run!" she said. "Bring the police. She is killing somebody! Somebody is killing her!" 
There was a lot of noise in Holly's apartment. Breaking glass, furniture falling over. But strangely, there were no angry voices. 
"Run!" shouted Mrs. Spanella, pushing me. "Tell the police there is a murder!" 
I ran, but only upstairs to Holly's door. I knocked on it loudly and the noise inside stopped. But she didn't let me into the apartment. I tried to break down the door but 
only hurt my shoulder. Then below me I heard Mrs. Spanella giving orders to another man. "Get the police!" she said. 
"Be quiet," the man told her. "And move away from me." 
It was Jose Ybarra-Jaegar. He didn't look like a smart Brazilian government employee now. He was nervous and scared. 
"Move out of my way," he ordered me. Using his own key, he opened the door. "Come in here, Dr. Goldman," he said to the man who was with him. 
I followed them into the apartment. It was a terrible mess. The lamps were broken and there were books and records on the floor. In the middle of the room, Holly's cat was calmly drinking milk from a broken bottle. 
In the bedroom, I stepped on Holly's dark glasses. They were lying on the floor, already broken into two pieces. 
Holly lay on the bed. She didn't move or say anything. The doctor took her hand. "You're a tired young lady. Very tired. You want to go to sleep, don't you? Sleep." 
Holly touched her face, leaving blood on it from a cut finger. "Sleep," she said. Her voice was tired and childish. "I can sleep when he's there... I hold him on cold nights... I saw a place in Mexico... With horses. Near the ocean." 
"With horses near the ocean," repeated the doctor softly. He took something from his black case. 
Jose looked at the doctor. "Is she sad?" he asked. "Is she sick only because she's sad?" 
"That didn't hurt, did it?" asked the doctor. He touched Holly's arm with a small piece of cotton. 
She turned to the doctor. "Everything hurts. Where are my glasses?" But she didn't need them. Her eyes were already closing. 
"She is only sad?" Jose asked again. 
"Please, sir," the doctor said angrily. "Leave me alone with the patient." 
Jose went back to the living room. Then he shouted at Mrs. Spanella and pushed her out of the apartment. 
"Don't touch me! I'll call the police," she said. 
At first he wanted to throw me out of the apartment, too. Then suddenly he invited me to have a drink. 
"I am worried," he told me. "The newspaper reporters will write about this. Breaking up the apartment. Acting like a crazy woman. My work is important. I don't want my name in the newspapers." 
"This is her apartment. It's a private place," I said. "There's no reason for the newspapers to write about it." 
"It's only because she's sad," he said. "First she threw her glass, then the bottle. Those books. A lamp. Then I was scared. I hurried out and brought the doctor." 
"But why?" I wanted to know. "Why is she so unhappy about Rusty?" 
"Rusty?" he asked. 
I was still carrying my newspaper and showed it to him. 
"Oh, that." He smiled. "They're not important. We laughed at Rusty and Mag. We weren't unhappy. It was good for us. We wanted them to run away. I promise you, we were laughing. Then the sad news came." 
His eyes searched the mess on the floor and he picked up a ball of yellow paper. "This," he said. 
It was a message from Tulip, Texas: 
I received a letter about young Fred. He was killed while he was fighting in Europe. Your husband and children are very sorry. Letter follows. 
Love Doc. 
Holly only spoke about her brother once after that day. And she stopped calling me Fred. All through the warm summer months of June and July, she stayed at home. Her hair darkened and she grew fatter. She became careless about her clothes. Once, she ran to the food store wearing a raincoat and nothing under it. 
Jose moved into the apartment and his name took the place of Mag Wildwood's on the mailbox. Holly was alone for a lot of the time because Jose stayed in Washington three days a week. When he was away, she didn't see anyone. She only left the apartment on Thursdays, when she made her weekly trip to Sing Sing. 
She seemed happier. But she was also acting very strangely. 
Suddenly she wanted to make her apartment into a home. She bought pictures and furniture. She bought a lot of books and records. She bought a statue of a Chinese cat. Her cat hated the statue and broke it. She bought mixing bowls and cook books and a stove. She spent afternoons in the small kitchen. 
"Jose says that I'm a great cook. I'm smart, aren't I? A month ago, I couldn't boil an egg." 
She still couldn't boil eggs. Simple dishes - steak, a salad - were too difficult for her. She fed Jose (and sometimes me) strange soups, meat cooked with fruit, chicken and rice with chocolate. 
"It's a special meal from eastern India, darling," she told me. 
She started to learn Portuguese. She played the same language records again and again, until we were both bored. 
She started almost every sentence with: "After we're married..." Sometimes she said, "When we move to Rio..." But Jose never suggested marriage. 
"But he will, darling. He knows I'm having a baby. Well, I am, darling. Why are you surprised? I'm not surprised, I'm very happy. I want to have nine children. Some of them will be dark-skinned like Jose. There's some black blood in him. But you knew that. That's OK - a dark-skinned baby with bright green eyes will be beautiful. I'm sad because he wasn't my first lover. I haven't had a lot of lovers - only eleven. I don't count the men before I was thirteen. They weren't important. People think I've had a lot more lovers. Eleven. Does that make me a prostitute? Think of Mag Wildwood. Or Honey Tucker. Or Rose Ellen Ward. They've had a lot more lovers. Of course, I don't have a problem with prostitutes. Some of them can be good friends - but they all tell lies. Think about it. You have sex with a guy and take his checks. Then you tell yourself that you love him. I always try to love them a little. Even Benny Shacklett and all those terrible men. Except for Doc, Jose is my first real love. Oh, he's not perfect. He tells lies sometimes. He worries about what people think. He takes fifty baths a day. He's too careful to be my perfect guy. He always turns away from me when he undresses. He makes too much noise when he eats. But I do love Jose. I'll stop smoking if he asks me. He's friendly. I laugh when I'm with him. I don't get unhappy now, not often. And I'm only a little unhappy. I'm not so unhappy that I go to Tiffany's. I take Jose's suit to the cleaner's, or cook him a meal, and I'm fine. And another thing - I don't worry about the future. Good things only happen to you if you're honest. I sometimes break the law but I'm honest to myself. I don't tell myself lies. It's better to have a terrible painful sickness than a dishonest heart. Oh, forget it! Pass me my guitar and I'll sing you a song in my perfect Portuguese."
	Post Reading 
	Discussion: HG changes character after she hears the sad news. How does she change? why, in your opinion? Do you think people do this in real life? 




CHAPTER EIGHT: The End of the Summer
	Chapter 8 
	Pre 
Reading 
	Reflection: In this chapter, HG & the narrator go horse riding. Have you ever ridden a horse? Would you like to? How do you think it feels? 

	 
	While
	The narrator feels bad in this chapter, for 2 reasons. What are they? 



I can't clearly remember those final weeks of summer and the beginning of another winter. We didn't talk a lot. I understood her and she understood me. We didn't need words. We were happy to be together, sometimes in silence. 
Often, he was out of town. I didn't like him, so I didn't use his name. Then Holly and I spent evenings together and we didn't say more than a hundred words. One night we walked all the way to Chinatown, for Chinese food, then we went across the Brooklyn Bridge. We looked at the ships moving toward the ocean. Holly said, "In a few years, one of those ships will bring me back - me and my nine Brazilian kids. Because they must see this, these lights, the river. I love New York. But it's not my city, I don't belong here." 
And I said, "Please be quiet." Her words made me unhappy. She was leaving me. She was a big ship, sailing away to a wonderful new place. I was a little boat that had to stay here, on dry land next to the river. 
I don't remember those last days clearly. One day followed another and they were all the same. Then something happened. There was a day that was very different. It was a day that I will always remember. On that day, Holly saved my life. 
It was the 30th of September, my birthday. I was downstairs in the hall, waiting for the mailman's morning visit. I hoped for a gift of some money from my family. 
Because I was in the hall, I saw Holly. 
"Darling!" she said. "Get your coat. Let's ride horses around the park." 
She was wearing a jacket and blue jeans. She pointed at her flat stomach. 
"I'm not going to fall and lose the baby. But there's a special horse, my darling old Mabel Minerva. I can't leave New York without saying goodbye to Mabel Minerva." 
"Goodbye?" I repeated. 
"We're leaving next Saturday. Jose bought the tickets." I followed her down to the street. "We change airplanes in Miami. Then we fly over the ocean and over the Andes. Taxi!" 
Over the Andes. We travelled in a taxi across Central Park. I imagined that I was flying over the lonely, snow-covered, dangerous mountains. 
"But you can't," I said. "You can't really run away and leave everybody." 
"I don't think anyone will miss me. I have no friends." 
"I'll miss you. Joe Bell will, too. And oh - millions of people. Sally. Poor Mr. Tomato." 
"I loved old Sally," she said sadly. "You know, I haven't visited him for a month? It's strange. He was happy that I was leaving the country. 'That's the best thing for you to do,' he told me. 'Because sooner or later there will be trouble. They'll find out that you're not my real niece.' That fat lawyer, O'Shaughnessy, sent me five hundred dollars. A wedding present from Sally." 
I wanted to be unkind. "I'll give you a present, too. When the wedding happens." 
She laughed. "He'll marry me. In church. And with his family there. That's why we're waiting. We'll marry in Rio." 
"You're married already. Does he know?" 
"What's your problem? Are you trying to destroy the day? It's a beautiful day. Be nice!" 
"But it's possible -" 
"It isn't possible. That marriage wasn't lawful. It couldn't be." She looked quickly at me. "If you tell anyone about Doc, darling, I'll kill you. I'll hang you by your toes and cut you open." 
The horses were in a building on West Sixty-sixth Street. They make television programs there now, I believe. Holly chose an old black and white horse for me. "Don't worry," she said. "She's very safe." That was good because I wasn't a horse rider. 
Holly helped me climb on the horse. Then she got onto her own horse, a silver-colored animal. She rode in front of me across Central Park West and onto a riding path. 
"See?" she shouted. "It's wonderful!" 
And suddenly it was wonderful. I watched the red-yellow colors of Holly's hair and suddenly I loved her. I stopped thinking about myself. I was happy because she was happy and excited. 
The horses moved a little faster. We rode in and out of the shadows from the trees and felt the wind on our faces. I was happy to be alive. 
A minute later, everything changed. 
Suddenly a group of boys jumped out of the trees next to the path. They shouted and threw stones at the horses. 
My black and white horse stood up on her back legs, then started to run very fast. I couldn't stop her. I was afraid of falling. 
We ran past trees and a lake where small boys were playing with toy boats. We scared their mothers. The women pulled their children away from the horse. Men shouted at us. Later, I remembered their voices. But at that time I only heard Holly. She was racing her horse close behind me. 
We rode across the park and out into the busy traffic on Fifth Avenue. But Holly was getting closer. A policeman on a horse was there, too, and they rode next to me, one on each side. My horse began to move more slowly, then finally stopped. I fell off her back. When I stood up, I was shaking. There was a crowd of people around me. The policeman wrote something in his notebook but finally he smiled. 
"I'll take the horses back to the Park," he said. 
Holly found a taxi for us. "Darling. How do you feel?" 
"Fine." 
She took my hand. "But you're very cold." 
"Then I must be dead." 
"Don't be silly. This is serious. Look at me." 
The problem was that I couldn't see her. There were three Hollys in front of me, all with white, worried faces. 
"I'm OK. I don't feel anything, just stupid." 
"Are you sure? You almost died." 
"But I didn't die," I said. "And thank you. You saved my life. You're wonderful. Special. I love you." 
"You're crazy." She kissed me quickly. Then I saw four Hollys, and then nothing more.
	Post 
Reading 
task 
	HG tells the narrator that she’s leaving for Brazil that weekend. Imagine leaving your country to live in another, possibly permanently. How would you feel? What would you do before you left? 





CHAPTER NINE: Holly Becomes Famous
	Chapter 9 
	Pre Reading 
	In this chapter, HG gets into trouble with the police. Why, do you think? 

	
	While Reading 
	Was your guess correct? How does HG react to being arrested? What do the narrator & Joe Bell do to try & help her? 



That evening, there were photos of Holly on the front page of the evening newspaper. The next morning, she was on the front pages of two more newspapers. The stories weren't about our horse ride. 
BEAUTIFUL GIRL ARRESTED FOR DRUGS CRIME was the main story in one newspaper. The Daily News printed the best picture. Holly was at the entrance to the main city police station, between two big, strong detectives - one male, one female. She was wearing her riding clothes - the jacket and blue jeans - and her hair was a mess. Her eyes were covered by her dark glasses, and there was a cigarette in the corner of her mouth. 
Below the picture were these words: Twenty-year-old Holly Golightly, beautiful movie star, is said to play an important part in an international drugs gang. One of her friends is drugs king Salvatore "Sally" Tomato. In this picture, Detectives Patrick Connor and Sheilah Fezzonetti are taking her into the 67th Street police station. 
The story continued. There was a photo of a man named Oliver "Father" O'Shaughnessy. He was trying to hide his face with his hat. 
New Yorkers were surprised today by the arrest of beautiful Holly Golightly, a twenty-year-old Hollywood star. At the same time, 2 p.m., police caught Oliver O'Shaughnessy, 52, of the Hotel Seabord, West 49th Street. Police have arrested O'Shaughnessy many times since 1934, when he was first sent to prison. Government lawyer Frank L. Donovan says that both Golightly and O'Shaughnessy are important people in an international drugs gang. The boss of the gang is the famous criminal Salvatore "Sally" Tomato. He is spending five years in Sing Sing for buying the services of politicians... 
Miss Golightly was arrested in her expensive apartment at a good East Side address. For a few months she was a close friend of millionaire Rutherford Trawler. The police say that the beautiful actress was carrying messages between Tomato and O'Shaughnessy... A police officer told us, "She went to Sing Sing every week. Tomato gave her messages and she took them back to O'Shaughnessy. As a result, Tomato was able to continue organizing drugs gangs in Mexico, Cuba, Sicily, Tangier, Tehran, and Dakar." 
A large number of reporters were waiting at the East 67th Street police station. When O'Shaughnessy, a large red-haired man, arrived, he kicked one cameraman in the stomach. But Miss Golightly, beautiful in jeans and a jacket, did not seem worried. 
"Don't ask me what this is about," she told reporters. Then she said in French, "Because I do not know, my darlings!" She continued in English, "Yes, I have visited Sally Tomato. I went to see him every week. Is that wrong? We both believe in God..." 
There was more, under a new heading: SAYS SHE USES DRUGS. "Do you use drugs?" our reporter asked. Miss Golightly smiled. "Sometimes," she replied. "They're better for you than brandy. Cheaper, too. But I like brandy better. No, Mr. Tomato never talked to me about drugs. It makes me angry when these people attack him. He's a kind old man." 
There is one big mistake in this report. Holly wasn't arrested in her "expensive apartment." She was arrested in my bathroom. 
I was lying in a bath full of hot water, still in pain from my horse ride. 
Holly, my nurse, was sitting next to the bath. She had a bottle in her hand, of something to lessen the pain. There was a knock at the front door. The door wasn't locked, so Holly called, "Come in." 
Mrs. Sapphia Spanella came in with two detectives. One of them was a lady with thick yellow hair. 
"Here she is, the woman you want!" shouted Mrs. Spanella. She ran into the bathroom and pointed her finger, first at Holly, then at me. "Look. What a prostitute she is!" 
The male detective seemed uncomfortable, but the other detective was clearly enjoying herself. She put a hand on Holly's shoulder and spoke in a surprisingly childish voice. "Come with me, sister. You're going places." 
"Take your dirty hands off me, you ugly old lesbian," Holly said, in a calm voice. 
This made the female detective angry and she hit Holly hard. Holly dropped the bottle she was holding. It broke into small pieces on the floor. I jumped out of the bath and stepped on it. I cut both of my big toes badly. With no clothes on my body and blood on my feet, I followed the action into the hall. 
"Don't forget to feed the cat," Holly told me, as the detectives pushed her down the stairs. 
Of course, I believed that Mrs. Spanella called the police. It wasn't the first time. I didn't think how serious it was until later. 
That evening Joe Bell arrived. He was carrying the newspapers and he was very unhappy. He walked around the room angrily, while I read the reports. 
Then he said, "Do you believe it? Is she part of this business?" 
"Yes," I said. 
He looked angrily at me. "That's a terrible thing to say. You're her friend!" 
"Just a minute," I said. "I'm not saying that she knew about the drugs gang. But, she did carry messages -" 
He said, "You're very calm! She'll get ten years in prison. More." He took the newspaper away from me. "You know her friends. Those rich men. Come down to the bar and we'll phone them. Our girl's going to need expensive lawyers." 
At his bar he put me next to the telephone with a large brandy. But I didn't know who to call. Jose was in Washington. I didn't know how to reach him there. Rusty Trawler? Not him! Did I know any of her other friends? Maybe she was right. She didn't have any real friends. 
I put through a call to Crestview 5-6958 in Beverly Hills, O.J. Berman's number. A woman answered the phone. "Mr. Berman is busy," she said. "Sorry, try later." 
Joe Bell was very angry. "Tell them it's important - a matter of life or death. You must ring Rusty Trawler." 
First, I spoke to Mr. Trawler's secretary. "Mr. and Mrs. Trawler are eating dinner," he said. "Can I take a message?" 
Joe Bell shouted into the telephone. "This is urgent, mister. Life and death." 
Suddenly I was talking to - listening to - Mag Wildwood. 
"Are you crazy?" she shouted. "We have nothing to say to that woman. That t-t-terrible woman. She was always bad! Drugs and men - that's all she wanted! She belongs in prison. And my husband agrees totally." 
I put down the phone. Then I remembered old Doc down in Tulip, Texas. But no - I couldn't call him. Holly wouldn't like me to worry him. 
I rang California again but the telephone lines were busy. It took a long time to speak to O.J. Berman. 
"Are you calling about the kid?" he asked. "I know about her already. I spoke to Iggy Fitelstein. Iggy's the best lawyer in New York. 'Look after her, Iggy,' I said. 'Send me the bill. But keep my name out of it.' I want to help the kid. She helped me in the past. But she's crazy. It's not a problem. The police only want ten thousand dollars, then they'll send her home. Don't worry. Iggy will get her out tonight. She's probably home already.”

	Post 
Reading 
task 
	Discussion: In the U.S, many people pay lawyers when they want to make a claim against another person for damaging their interests in some way, or when they are being accused of something themselves. Using a lawyer & making a claim, or lawsuit, is very common, but lawyers are expensive and so the system is not very fair. How does that compare with the system in Myanmar? 
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