
THE WHITE HERON BY SARA ORNE

"A White Heron" is a short story by Sarah Orne Jewett. First published by Houghton, Mifflin and Company in , it was
soon collected as the title story in .

Sylvia wondered what her grandmother would say because they were so late. But who could have foreseen
such an accident as this? She had often climbed there, and knew that higher still one of the oak's upper
branches chafed against the pine trunk, just where its lower boughs were set close together. Sylvia felt her way
easily. The murmur of the pine's green branches is in her ears, she remembers how the white heron came
flying through the golden air and how they watched the sea and the morning together, and Sylvia cannot
speak; she cannot tell the heron's secret and give its life away. And wait! Major themes[ edit ] This section
possibly contains original research. Perhaps it was only migrating, or had been chased out of its own region by
some bird of prey. She was quite ready to be milked now, and seldom stopped to browse. This book can also
be thought of as an example of New England feminist literature and an example of "New England Realism" cf.
Squer'ls she'll tame to come an' feed right out o' her hands, and all sorts o' birds. Do you think I can spend the
night at your house? Can you remember your first crush? She was not often in the woods so late as this, and it
made her feel as if she were a part of the gray shadows and the moving leaves. At last evening began to fall,
and they drove the cow home together, and Sylvia smiled with pleasure when they came to the place where
she heard the whistle and was afraid only the night before. Dear loyalty, that suffered a sharp pang as the guest
went away disappointed later in the day, that could have served and followed him and loved him as a dog
loves! So grab your hiking stick and take a stroll down the New England countryside with usâ€”this is one trip
that you won't want to miss. We won't spoil the ending for you here though we totally will in the rest of this
learning guide , but let's just say that Sylvia eventually realizes who she really is. Retrieved September 04,
from Encyclopedia. But Sylvie watched the young man with eyes full of admiration. She remembered how the
white heron came flying through the golden air and how they watched the sun rise together from the top of the
world. It was Sylvie's job to bring her home to be milked. Westward, the woodlands and farms reached miles
and miles into the distance; here and there were church steeples, and white villages, truly it was a vast and
awesome world The birds sang louder and louder. She forgot even her sorrow at the sharp report of his gun
and the sight of thrushes and sparrows dropping silent to the ground, their songs hushed and their pretty
feathers stained and wet with blood. Who can know? Sarah Orne Jewett was already a published author in her
teens, making her the literary equivalent to Justin Bieber. Here she comes now, paler than ever, and her worn
old frock is torn and tattered, and smeared with pine pitch. He told her a lot about the birds they saw. It was
round here a good spell after he went away. More than all the hawks, and bats, and moths, and even the sweet
voiced thrushes, was the brave, beating heart of the solitary gray-eyed child. Now she thought of the tree with
a new excitement, for why, if one climbed it at break of day, could not one see all the world, and easily
discover from whence the white heron flew, and mark the place, and find the hidden nest? She knew that
strange white bird! You can give me some milk at any rate, that's plain. As the story opens, Sylvia is leading a
cow home to be milked when the quiet of the woods is jarred by a noisy, aggressive whistle. When it was
almost time for the sun to rise, she quietly left her house and hurried through the forest.


