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				“The most wonderfully gruesome man on the planet.”

				—USA Today

				“Eerie and haunting—sheer terror!”

				—Publishers Weekly

				“Shivering, shuddery, macabre evil!”

				—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette

				“Stephen King has built a literary genre of putting ordinary people in the most terrifying situations…. He’s the author who can always make the improbable so scary you’ll feel compelled to check the locks on the front door.”

				—The Boston Globe

				“Peerless imagination.”

				—The Observer (London)
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			This is for Tabby, who got me into it—
and then bailed me out of it.

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION TO THE FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY EDITION

			Stephen King’s Carrie burst upon an astonished world in 1974. It made King’s career. It has sold millions, made millions, inspired four films, and passed from generation to generation. It was, and continues to be, a phenomenon.

			Carrie was King’s first published novel. He started it as a men’s magazine piece, which was peculiar in itself: What made him think that a bunch of guys intent (as King puts it) on looking at pictures of cheerleaders who had somehow forgotten to put their underpants on would be riveted by an opening scene featuring gobs of menstrual blood? This is, to put it mildly, not the world’s sexiest topic, and especially not for young men. Failing to convince himself, King scrunched up the few pages he’d written and tossed them into the garbage. But his wife, Tabitha—a dauntless soul, and evidently of a curious temperament—fished them out, uncrinkled them, read them, and famously convinced King to continue the story. She wanted to know how it would come out, and such desires on the part of readers are perhaps the best motivation a writer can have.

			King proceeded. The novel grew into a book with many voices: the voice of Carrie herself—picked on by her religious fanatic of a mother, by her fellow high school students, and by the entire town of Chamberlain, Maine—clumsy, yearning, pimply, ignorant, and, by the end, vengefully telekinetic; the voice of a next-door neighbor who’d witnessed a violent display of Carrie’s telekinetic manifestations when she’d been a toddler; various journalistic pieces in Esquire and in local papers about Carrie’s unusual powers and the destruction of the town by fire and flood; Ogilvie’s Dictionary of Psychic Phenomena on the subject of telekinesis, and “Telekinesis: Analysis and Aftermath”; the voice of Susan Snell, the only one of Carrie’s female classmates to attempt to atone for the wrongs they’d done to her; and the academic paper “The Shadow Exploded: Documented Facts and Specific Conclusions Derived from the Case of Carietta White.” Then there are the inner voices of various other characters, as overheard by Carrie, who toward the end of her life becomes telepathic and can listen in on the silent thoughts of others, as well as broadcasting her inner life to them. Together, the many voices tell the horrifying tale.

			What is it about Carrie that has intrigued me? It’s one of those books that seems to dip into the collective unconscious of its own age and society. Female figures with quasisupernatural powers seem to pop up in literature at times when the struggle for women’s rights comes to the fore. H. Rider Haggard’s She appeared toward the end of the nineteenth century, when pressure for more equality was building; its electrically gifted heroine can literally kill with a pointed finger and a thought, and much verbiage is expended on male anxieties about what might happen—especially to men—should She-Who-Must-Be-Obeyed train her sights on world domination. Naomi Alderman, whose The Power coincided with the rise of the #MeToo movement, went one better and gave most young girls the ability to kill by shooting out energy rays, like electric eels. Carrie was written in the early 1970s, when the second-wave women’s movement was at full throttle. There are a couple of nods to this new form of feminism in the novel, and King himself has said that he was nervously aware of its implications for men of his generation. The male villain of Carrie, Billy Nolan, is a throwback to the swaggering hair-oiled tough-male posturing of the 1950s, which is seen as already outmoded, though still dangerous. The female villain, Chris Hargensen, is the archetypical Queen Bee cruelty ringleader of high school drama, the negative version of Sisterhood Is Powerful.

			A sidenote on names. “Chris” for “Christine,” for “Christ,” is self-evidently ironic: Chris is an anti-savior. “Carrie White” is an interesting combination. “Carrie,” as King takes pains to point out, is not short for “Carolina”: Carrie’s given name is “Carietta,” an unusual variant of “Caretta,” itself derived from “caritas,” or “charity”—loving and forgiving kindness, the most important virtue in the Christian triad of faith, hope, and charity. This kind of charity is noteworthily lacking in most of the townspeople of Chamberlain. (Yes, there is a real Chamberlain, Maine, and I wonder how its inhabitants felt when they discovered in 1974 that they’d be obliterated in 1979, the year in which Carrie is set.) Most particularly, charitable loving kindness is entirely absent from Carrie’s mother, nominally a devoted Christian, who knows about Carrie’s superpowers, believes she has inherited them from an eldritch, sugar-bowl-levitating grandmother, and ascribes them to demonic energies and witchcraft, thus viewing it as her pious duty to murder her own child. Carrie herself wavers between love and forgiveness and hate and revenge, but it’s the hatred of the town that channels itself through her, tips her over the edge, and transforms her into an angel of destruction.

			As for “White,” you might be inclined to think “white hat, black hat,” as in Westerns, or “white” as in innocent, white-clothed sacrificial lamb, and yes, Carrie is an innocent—but also please consider “white trash.” In fact, read the book of that name by Nancy Isenberg; and, for added raw and gritty details, The Beans of Egypt, Maine by Carolyn Chute. The white underclass has existed in America from the beginning, and white trashers going back generations are thick on the ground in Maine, Stephen King’s home territory—a territory he has deep-mined extensively over the course of his career.

			He based the situation of Carrie on two girls from that underclass whom he knew at school, both of them marked by poverty and decaying clothing, both of them taunted and despised and destroyed by their fellow students. Everyone in the town group was an underdog in the carefully calibrated class structure of America—not for them the fancy private schools and university educations, unless they got really, really lucky—but there are no dogs so under that they don’t welcome another dog even lower in the social scheme, to be made use of as a blank screen onto which all the things they dislike about their own positions may be projected. Given a choice between dishing out the contempt and rejection and being the recipient of it, most will choose to dish out. And so it was with King, and so it is with Sue Snell, though both later repent.

			King is a visceral writer, and a master of granular detail. As Marianne Moore said, the literary ideal is “imaginary gardens with real toads in them,” and boy, are there a lot of toads in King’s work! He writes “horror,” the most literary of forms, especially when it comes to the supernatural, which must perforce be inspired by already existing tales and books (and all the quasiscientific hocus-pocus about the genetic inheritability of telekinesis is just cover-up, as is the “natural” source of Ayesha’s powers in She, and the something-in-the-drinking-water, experiment-gone-wrong stuff in The Power: you can’t just say “miracle” or “witch” anymore and get instant credibility). But underneath the “horror,” in King, is always the real horror: the all-too-actual poverty and neglect and hunger and abuse that exists in America today. “I went to school with kids who wore the same neckdirt for months, kids whose skin festered with sores and rashes, kids with the eerie dried-apple-doll faces that result from untreated burns, kids who were sent to school with stones in their dinnerbuckets and nothing but air in their Thermoses,” King says in On Writing. The ultimate horror, for him as it was for Dickens, is human cruelty, and especially cruelty to children. It is this that distorts “charity,” the better side of our nature, the side that prompts us to take care of others. I think this is part of King’s widespread appeal. Yes, he shows us weird stuff, but in the context of the actual. The clock, the sofa, the religious paintings on the walls—all the daily objects that Carrie explodes during her rampage—these are drawn from life. As is the everyday sadism of the high school kids.

			Not wishing to trust entirely to my own impressions, I decided to ask some other Dear Readers about theirs. My first informant was Matthew Gibson, now in his sixties but a teenager when Carrie first came out. He read it at the time and became hooked on Stephen King forever. (It should be added that this was a kid who was not an all-round reader, and who liked to dress up as a vampire at Halloween.) What would a book that kicks off with a blood-smeared saga featuring women’s biology have to say to a young male? Here is his response:

			
				What was my first reaction to Carrie? I’m doing this on my phone so it might be a bit rambling, but it should give you the overall experience.

				The book was an expert immersion into Carrie’s life, which to varying degrees captured all of us as teenagers: persistent emotional tension, high school desires, being messed up, hatred, anger, fear—but with Carrie White, Stephen King then took us high speed down the track until the story came off the rails flaming and covered in blood—in such a rewarding way for those of us who had been sympathetic and horrified by Carrie’s life and experiences. With some exceptions, all the right people died in the end and the poor girl unleashed a power none of us could have seen coming. What fun!

				The story hit all the raw nerves, regardless of the age of the reader, because it was familiar in so many ways, either to us or to someone we knew. King made us comfortably uncomfortable with what seemed like all the stories we experienced in our own lives during the vulnerable years of being a teen, but he then veered off into a slow build of anxiety: “Jeez!” “How cruel!” then “Oh that’s so nice,” and then “Oh My Fu*&ing GOD!!”

				Witnessing, experiencing, or causing the ostracization of a student because they seemed different; or being that student and trying to cope. You can’t help but feel for Carrie, given what we learn about her as a shy and bullied teenager; this struck a chord with me. King’s depiction of her emotional struggles and the sympathetic portrayal of her character made her relatable—how could she not be “different”? We saw her yearning to become accepted—normal, like the others—and she became that at the prom, until she wasn’t.

				At that point I knew it was going to end badly. The rising tension even as she was supposedly being accepted—what a relief!—and then…sploosh, the blood comes crashing down! A roller-coaster ride of alienation, inclusion, seemingly small religious nuances exploding as the mother becomes completely unhinged—we all cheered at her demise.

				A horrifying glimpse into so many familiar things.

			

			My second informant was Craig Stephenson, a friend also in his sixties who is a Jungian psychologist. I approached Craig because I was intrigued by King’s fictional academic paper on the Carrie White case entitled “The Shadow Exploded.” Was that intended to read as “The Shadow, Exploded”—that is, we are going to anatomize and demythologize “the shadow”—or was “exploded” a verb, and the academic paper is an account of how “the shadow” itself exploded, getting goo all over everything? And whose shadow was it, as a shadow is always cast by someone or something? And what sort of shadow: Was it “The Shadow” of the old radio program—most certainly known by King—who used to say, “Who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men? The Shadow knows, ha ha ha!” That Shadow is a telepath, as is Carrie, and she is certainly aware of the evils infesting people’s hearts. Or is it a Shadow in the Jungian sense—those same inner evils projected onto a scapegoat? Carrie would fit that bill, too, and the Shadow is the collective inner evil of her enemies and indeed of the town of Chamberlain, Maine, itself.

			Craig had this to say:

			
				It’s been a long time since I read Carrie, so forgive me for projecting all sorts of distortions onto the story.

				Yes, if Marie-Louise von Franz were interpreting the novel as a Grimms’ tale, she would look at the opening constellation of characters: (1) The obsessed Christian negative mothering that births/holds the new element/child but holds her back from entering the world; (2) The introverted protagonist who possesses secret powers (telekinesis) that the mother demonizes/rejects, and who wants to enter the world; (3) The absence of a strong fathering principle that might counter the holding/repression of the negative mothering and lead the child/new possibility out of the dark into consciousness (the closest we get will be the friendly teacher). Then, von Franz would look at the closing constellation: more deaths than in Act V of Hamlet and the rejected young feminine possibility sinking back into the unconscious, a failed attempt by the psyche to bring about a change in the collective.

				Would an anthropologist emphasize the story as about fertility and rites of passage (Arnold van Gennep)? Isn’t the crisis at the beginning of the novel Carrie’s menstruation? Again, with regard to your question about collective shadow, in the realm of the Christianizing negative mother, menstruation is “the curse,” and fertility is not an archetypal power to be nurtured and respected and expressed. The mother rejects the power of the feminine as she experiences it in herself because she was betrayed by desire, and she also rejects the possibility of a new feminine emerging with its telekinetic powers (have you noticed that young women and telekinesis are often linked in films: recall the little daughter at the end of Tarkovsky’s Stalker and Kristen Stewart in Assayas’s ghost story, Personal Shopper?).

				So, there is no rite of passage to bring Carrie forward into adolescence and then to adulthood. The antagonists are the other teenagers who mock her uncharitably, who reject her inferiority (and so their own), who scapegoat her—and there you have another layer of collective shadow, in addition to the mother’s. In this sense, the antagonists are acting out the “diabolical” tendency in collective consciousness: they split Carrie off from themselves, reject what she is bringing forward, and create an impossible chasm between “us” and “her.” The prom they devise becomes a demonic parody of a fertility rite and a mock wedding in which she’s alienated, baptized in the blood not of the Lamb but of a pig.

				So yes, I agree: after they drop the blood onto her, Carrie is possessed by collective shadow. Then her archetypal telekinetic powers manifest only destructively in revenge, killing indiscriminately, killing even the teacher who bungled trying to help her. And when she is possessed by collective shadow, she cannot transform, she cannot pass through the rite of passage, she is archetypal, she is monstrous (like Shelley’s monster) and monstrously alone/psychotic. Yes, “The Shadow Exploded”…that sums it up in an image.

			

			My third informant is Esmé, female and English, and from a much younger generation: she is twenty-two.

			“Oh, I loved Carrie,” she told me.

			“Why?”

			“It’s the meanness of girls. He really gets that. How totally mean they could be, at school.” A pause. “At times, I’d have liked to have Carrie’s powers. Not to kill them exactly. Just to…”

			“Get back at them?”

			“Yes. Something like that.”

			So, there you have it, folks. Carrie, in all her blood-splattered, flame-spewing glory, intergenerational appeal, and multilayered meanings, from the up-close and local to the broadly folkloric and archetypal.

			But above all, Carrie is a cracking good yarn. Or should I have said “crackling”?

			MARGARET ATWOOD
2023

		

	
		
			CARRIE

		

	
		
			PART ONE

			BLOOD SPORT

		

	
		
			News item from the Westover (Me.) weekly Enterprise, August 19, 1966:

			RAIN OF STONES REPORTED

			
				
					It was reliably reported by several persons that a rain of stones fell from a clear blue sky on Carlin Street in the town of Chamberlain on August 17th. The stones fell principally on the home of Mrs. Margaret White, damaging the roof extensively and ruining two gutters and a downspout valued at approximately $25. Mrs. White, a widow, lives with her three-year-old daughter, Carietta.

					Mrs. White could not be reached for comment.

				

			

			

			Nobody was really surprised when it happened, not really, not at the subconscious level where savage things grow. On the surface, all the girls in the shower room were shocked, thrilled, ashamed, or simply glad that the White bitch had taken it in the mouth again. Some of them might also have claimed surprise, but of course their claim was untrue. Carrie had been going to school with some of them since the first grade, and this had been building since that time, building slowly and immutably, in accordance with all the laws that govern human nature, building with all the steadiness of a chain reaction approaching critical mass.

			What none of them knew, of course, was that Carrie White was telekinetic.

			

			Graffiti scratched on a desk of the Barker Street Grammar School in Chamberlain:

			Carrie White eats shit.

			

			The locker room was filled with shouts, echoes, and the subterranean sound of showers splashing on tile. The girls had been playing volleyball in Period One, and their morning sweat was light and eager.

			Girls stretched and writhed under the hot water, squalling, flicking water, squirting white bars of soap from hand to hand. Carrie stood among them stolidly, a frog among swans. She was a chunky girl with pimples on her neck and back and buttocks, her wet hair completely without color. It rested against her face with dispirited sogginess and she simply stood, head slightly bent, letting the water splat against her flesh and roll off. She looked the part of the sacrificial goat, the constant butt, believer in left-handed monkey wrenches, perpetual foul-up, and she was. She wished forlornly and constantly that Ewen High had individual—and thus private—showers, like the high schools at Westover or Lewiston. They stared. They always stared.

			Showers turning off one by one, girls stepping out, removing pastel bathing caps, toweling, spraying deodorant, checking the clock over the door. Bras were hooked, underpants stepped into. Steam hung in the air; the place might have been an Egyptian bathhouse except for the constant rumble of the Jacuzzi whirlpool in the corner. Calls and catcalls rebounded with all the snap and flicker of billiard balls after a hard break.

			“—so Tommy said he hated it on me and I—”

			“—I'm going with my sister and her husband. He picks his nose but so does she, so they're very—”

			“—shower after school and—”

			“—too cheap to spend a goddam penny so Cindi and I—”

			Miss Desjardin, their slim, nonbreasted gym teacher, stepped in, craned her neck around briefly, and slapped her hands together once, smartly. “What are you waiting for, Carrie? Doom? Bell in five minutes.” Her shorts were blinding white, her legs not too curved but striking in their unobtrusive muscularity. A silver whistle, won in college archery competition, hung around her neck.

			The girls giggled and Carrie looked up, her eyes slow and dazed from the heat and the steady, pounding roar of the water. “Ohuh?”

			It was a strangely froggy sound, grotesquely apt, and the girls giggled again. Sue Snell had whipped a towel from her hair with the speed of a magician embarking on a wondrous feat and began to comb rapidly. Miss Desjardin made an irritated cranking gesture at Carrie and stepped out.

			Carrie turned off the shower. It died in a drip and a gurgle.

			It wasn't until she stepped out that they all saw the blood running down her leg.

			

			From The Shadow Exploded: Documented Facts and Specific Conclusions Derived from the Case of Carietta White, by David R. Congress (Tulane University Press: 1981), p. 34:

			

			It can hardly be disputed that failure to note specific instances of telekinesis during the White girl's earlier years must be attributed to the conclusion offered by White and Stearns in their paper Telekinesis: A Wild Talent Revisited—that the ability to move objects by effort of the will alone comes to the fore only in moments of extreme personal stress. The talent is well hidden indeed; how else could it have remained submerged for centuries with only the tip of the iceberg showing above a sea of quackery?

			We have only skimpy hearsay evidence upon which to lay our foundation in this case, but even this is enough to indicate that a “TK” potential of immense magnitude existed within Carrie White. The great tragedy is that we are now all Monday-morning quarterbacks . . .

			•                           •                           •

			“Period!”

			The catcall came first from Chris Hargensen. It struck the tiled walls, rebounded, and struck again. Sue Snell gasped laughter from her nose and felt an odd, vexing mixture of hate, revulsion, exasperation, and pity. She just looked so dumb, standing there, not knowing what was going on. God, you'd think she never—

			“PER-iod!”

			It was becoming a chant, an incantation. Someone in the background (perhaps Hargensen again, Sue couldn't tell in the jungle of echoes) was yelling, “Plug it up!” with hoarse, uninhibited abandon.

			“PER-iod, PER-iod, PER-iod!”

			Carrie stood dumbly in the center of a forming circle, water rolling from her skin in beads. She stood like a patient ox, aware that the joke was on her (as always), dumbly embarrassed but unsurprised.

			Sue felt welling disgust as the first dark drops of menstrual blood struck the tile in dime-sized drops. “For God's sake, Carrie, you got your period!” she cried. “Clean yourself up!”

			“Ohuh?”

			She looked around bovinely. Her hair stuck to her cheeks in a curving helmet shape. There was a cluster of acne on one shoulder. At sixteen, the elusive stamp of hurt was already marked clearly in her eyes.

			“She thinks they're for lipstick!” Ruth Gogan suddenly shouted with cryptic glee, and then burst into a shriek of laughter. Sue remembered the comment later and fitted it into a general picture, but now it was only another senseless sound in the confusion. Sixteen? She was thinking. She must know what's happening, she—

			More droplets of blood. Carrie still blinked around at her classmates in slow bewilderment.

			Helen Shyres turned around and made mock throwing-up gestures.

			“You're bleeding!” Sue yelled suddenly, furiously. “You're bleeding, you big dumb pudding!”

			Carrie looked down at herself.

			She shrieked.

			The sound was very loud in the humid locker room.

			A tampon suddenly struck her in the chest and fell with a plop at her feet. A red flower stained the absorbent cotton and spread.

			Then the laughter, disgusted, contemptuous, horrified, seemed to rise and bloom into something jagged and ugly, and the girls were bombarding her with tampons and sanitary napkins, some from purses, some from the broken dispenser on the wall. They flew like snow and the chant became: “Plug it up, plug it up, plug it up, plug it—”

			Sue was throwing them too, throwing and chanting with the rest, not really sure what she was doing—a charm had occurred to her mind and it glowed there like neon: There's no harm in it really no harm in it really no harm—It was still flashing and glowing, reassuringly, when Carrie suddenly began to howl and back away, flailing her arms and grunting and gobbling.

			The girls stopped, realizing that fission and explosion had finally been reached. It was at this point, when looking back, that some of them would claim surprise. Yet there had been all these years, all these years of let's short-sheet Carrie's bed at Christian Youth Camp and I found this love letter from Carrie to Flash Bobby Pickett let's copy it and pass it around and hide her underpants somewhere and put this snake in her shoe and duck her again, duck her again; Carrie tagging along stubbornly on biking trips, known one year as pudd'n and the next year as truck-face, always smelling sweaty, not able to catch up; catching poison ivy from urinating in the bushes and everyone finding out (hey, scratch-ass, your bum itch?); Billy Preston putting peanut butter in her hair that time she fell asleep in study hall; the pinches, the legs outstretched in school aisles to trip her up, the books knocked from her desk, the obscene postcard tucked into her purse; Carrie on the church picnic and kneeling down clumsily to pray and the seam of her old madras skirt splitting along the zipper like the sound of a huge wind-breakage; Carrie always missing the ball, even in kickball, falling on her face in Modern Dance during their sophomore year and chipping a tooth, running into the net during volley-ball; wearing stockings that were always run, running, or about to run, always showing sweat stains under the arms of her blouses; even the time Chris Hargensen called up after school from the Kelly Fruit Company downtown and asked her if she knew that pig poop was spelled C-A-R-R-I-E: Suddenly all this and the critical mass was reached. The ultimate shit-on, gross-out, put-down, long searched for, was found. Fission.

			She backed away, howling in the new silence, fat forearms crossing her face, a tampon stuck in the middle of her pubic hair.

			The girls watched her, their eyes shining solemnly.

			Carrie backed into the side of one of the four large shower compartments and slowly collapsed into a sitting position. Slow, helpless groans jerked out of her. Her eyes rolled with wet whiteness, like the eyes of a hog in the slaughtering pen.

			Sue said slowly, hesitantly: “I think this must be the first time she ever—”

			That was when the door pumped open with a flat and hurried bang and Miss Desjardin burst in to see what the matter was.

			

			From The Shadow Exploded (p. 41):

			

			Both medical and psychological writers on the subject are in agreement that Carrie White's exceptionally late and traumatic commencement of the menstrual cycle might well have provided the trigger for her latent talent.

			It seems incredible that, as late as 1979, Carrie knew nothing of the mature woman's monthly cycle. It is nearly as incredible to believe that the girl's mother would permit her daughter to reach the age of nearly seventeen without consulting a gynecologist concerning the daughter's failure to menstruate.

			Yet the facts are incontrovertible. When Carrie White realized she was bleeding from the vaginal opening, she had no idea of what was taking place. She was innocent of the entire concept of menstruation.

			One of her surviving classmates, Ruth Gogan, tells of entering the girls' locker room at Ewen High School the year before the events we are concerned with and seeing Carrie using a tampon to blot her lipstick with. At that time Miss Gogan said: “What the hell are you up to?” Miss White replied: “Isn't this right?” Miss Gogan then replied: “Sure. Sure it is.” Ruth Gogan let a number of her girl friends in on this (she later told this interviewer she thought it was “sorta cute”), and if anyone tried in the future to inform Carrie of the true purpose of what she was using to make up with, she apparently dismissed the explanation as an attempt to pull her leg. This was a facet of her life that she had become exceedingly wary of. . . .

			When the girls were gone to their Period Two classes and the bell had been silenced (several of them had slipped quietly out the back door before Miss Desjardin could begin to take names), Miss Desjardin employed the standard tactic for hysterics: She slapped Carrie smartly across the face. She hardly would have admitted the pleasure the act gave her, and she certainly would have denied that she regarded Carrie as a fat, whiny bag of lard. A first-year teacher, she still believed that she thought all children were good.

			Carrie looked up at her dumbly, face still contorted and working. “M-M-Miss D-D-Des-D—”

			“Get up,” Miss Desjardin said dispassionately. “Get up and tend to yourself.”

			“I'm bleeding to death!” Carrie screamed, and one blind, searching hand came up and clutched Miss Desjardin's white shorts. It left a bloody handprint.

			“I . . . you . . .” The gym teacher's face contorted into a pucker of disgust, and she suddenly hurled Carrie, stumbling, to her feet. “Get over there!”

			Carrie stood swaying between the showers and the wall with its dime sanitary-napkin dispenser, slumped over, breasts pointing at the floor, her arms dangling limply. She looked like an ape. Her eyes were shiny and blank.

			“Now,” Miss Desjardin said with hissing, deadly emphasis, “you take one of those napkins out . . . no, never mind the coin slot, it's broken anyway . . . take one and . . . damn it, will you do it! You act as if you never had a period before.”

			“Period?” Carrie said.

			Her expression of complete unbelief was too genuine, too full of dumb and hopeless horror, to be ignored or denied. A terrible and black foreknowledge grew in Rita Desjardin's mind. It was incredible, could not be. She herself had begun menstruation shortly after her eleventh birthday and had gone to the head of the stairs to yell down excitedly: “Hey, Mum, I'm on the rag!”

			“Carrie?” she said now. She advanced toward the girl. “Carrie?”

			Carrie flinched away. At the same instant, a rack of softball bats in the corner fell over with a large, echoing bang. They rolled every which way, making Desjardin jump.

			“Carrie, is this your first period?”

			But now that the thought had been admitted, she hardly had to ask. The blood was dark and flowing with terrible heaviness. Both of Carrie's legs were smeared and splattered with it, as though she had waded through a river of blood.

			“It hurts,” Carrie groaned. “My stomach . . .”

			“That passes,” Miss Desjardin said. Pity and self-shame met in her and mixed uneasily. “You have to . . . uh, stop the flow of blood. You—”

			There was a bright flash overhead, followed by a flashgun-like pop as a lightbulb sizzled and went out. Miss Desjardin cried out with surprise, and it occurred to her

			(the whole damn place is falling in)

			that this kind of thing always seemed to happen around Carrie when she was upset, as if bad luck dogged her every step. The thought was gone almost as quickly as it had come. She took one of the sanitary napkins from the broken dispenser and unwrapped it.

			“Look,” she said. “Like this—”

			

			From The Shadow Exploded (p. 54):

			

			Carrie White's mother, Margaret White, gave birth to her daughter on September 21, 1963, under circumstances which can only be termed bizarre. In fact, an overview of the Carrie White case leaves the careful student with one feeling ascendent over all others: that Carrie was the only issue of a family as odd as any that has ever been brought to popular attention.

			As noted earlier, Ralph White died in February of 1963 when a steel girder fell out of a carrying sling on a housing-project job in Portland. Mrs. White continued to live alone in their suburban Chamberlain bungalow.

			Due to the Whites' near-fanatical fundamentalist religious beliefs, Mrs. White had no friends to see her through her period of bereavement. And when her labor began seven months later, she was alone.

			At approximately 1:30 P.M. on September 21, the neighbors on Carlin Street began to hear screams from the White bungalow. The police, however, were not summoned to the scene until after 6:00 P.M.
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