
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Truth by  Randall Jarrell 
 

1   ​         When I was four my father went to Scotland. 
2   ​         They said he went to Scotland. 

 

3   ​          When I woke up I think I thought that I was dreaming – 
4   ​           I was so little then that I thought dreams 
5   ​           Are in the room with you, like the cinema. 
6   ​           That’s why you don’t dream when it’s still light— 
7   ​           They pull the shades down when it is, so you can sleep. 
8   ​           I thought that then, but that’s not right. 
9   ​           Really it’s in your head. 

 

10   ​ And it was light then—light at night. 
11   ​ I heard Stalky bark outside. 
12   ​ But really it was Mother crying— 
13   ​ She coughed so hard she cried. 
14   ​ She kept shaking Sister. 
15   ​ She shook her and shook her. 
16   ​ I thought Sister had had her nightmare. 
17   ​ But it wasn’t barking, he had died. 
18   ​ There was dirt all over Sister. 
19   ​ It was all streaks, like mud.  I cried. 
20   ​ She didn’t, but she was older. 
21   ​               I thought she didn’t 
22   ​ Because she was older.  I thought Stalky had just gone. 
23   ​ I got everything wrong. 

 



 
 
 
 

24   ​ I didn’t get one single thing right. 
25   ​ It seems to me that I’d have thought 
26   ​ It didn’t happen, like a dream, 
27   ​ Except that it was light.  At night. 
28   ​ They burnt our house down, they burnt down London. 
29   ​ Next day my mother cried all day, and after that 
30   ​ She said to me when she would come to see me: 
31   ​ “Your father has gone away to Scotland. 
32   ​ He will be back after the war.” 

 
33   ​ The war then was different from the war now. 
34   ​ The war now is nothing. 

 
35   ​ I used to live in London till they burnt it. 
36   ​ What was it like?  It was just like here. 
37   ​ No, that’s the truth. 
38   ​ My mother would come here, some, but she would cry. 
39   ​ She said to Miss Elise, “He’s not himself”; 
40   ​ She said, “Don’t you love me any more at all?” 
41   ​ I was myself. 
42   ​ Finally she wouldn’t come at all. 
43   ​ She never said one thing my father said, or Sister. 
44   ​ Sometimes she did, 
45   ​ Sometimes she was the same, but that was when I dreamed it. 
46   ​ I could tell I was dreaming, she was not the same. 

 
47   ​ That Christmas she bought me a toy dog. 

 
48   ​ I asked her what was its name, and when she didn’t know 
49   ​ I asked her over, and when she didn’t know 
50   ​ I said, “You’re not my mother, you’re not my mother. 
51   ​ She hasn’t gone to Scotland, she is dead!” 
52   ​ And she said, “Yes, he’s dead, he’s dead!” 
53   ​ And cried and cried, she was my mother, 
54   ​ She put her arms around me and cried. 


