
Look Homeward, Angel 

Excerpt- Chapter 8 

Thomas Wolfe Bullied 

 

 

At school, [Eugene] was a desperate and hunted little animal.  The herd, infallible in its 

banded instinct, knew at once that a stranger had been thrust into it, and it was merciless 

at the hunt.  As the lunch-time recess came, Eugene, clutching his big grease-stained bag, 

would rush for the playground pursued by the yelping pack. The leaders, two or three big 

louts of advanced age and deficient mentality, pressed closely about him, calling out 

suppliantly, "You know me, 'Gene.  You know me"; and still racing for the far end, he 

would open his bag and hurl to them one of his big sandwiches, which stayed them for a 

moment, as they fell upon its possessor and clawed it to fragments, but they were upon 

him in a moment more with the same yelping insistence, hunting him down into a corner 

of the fence, and pressing in with outstretched paws and wild entreaty.  He would give 

them what he had, sometimes with a momentary gust of fury, tearing away from a greedy 

hand half of a sandwich and devouring it.  When they saw he had no more to give, they 

went away. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Look Homeward, Angel 

Excerpts- Chapter 9 

Wolfe the Bully 

 

Example #1 

Eugene had no interest in pogroms, but it was a fetich with Max. The chief object of their 

torture was a little furtive-faced boy, whose name was Isaac Lipinski.  They pounced 

cattishly at him when he appeared, harried him down alleys, over fences, across yards, 

into barns, stables, and his own house; he moved with amazing speed and stealth, 

escaping fantastically, teasing them to the pursuit, thumbing his fingers at them, … 

 

Example #2 

But the whiteheaded children of Pigtail Alley they hated without humor, without any 

mitigation of a most bitter and alienate hate. Pigtail Alley was a muddy rut which 

sprawled downhill off the lower end of Woodson Street 

 

One day as they pressed round a trapped alley boy, who backed slowly, fearfully, 

resentfully into a reeking wall, Willie Isaacs, the younger brother of Max, pointing with 

sniggering laughter, said: "His mother takes in washin'." 

 

Harry Tarkinton laughed hoarsely.  Eugene turned away indefinitely, craned his neck 

convulsively, lifted one foot sharply from the ground. 

 

"She don't!" he screamed suddenly into their astounded faces.  "She don't!" 

 


