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THE BOOK OF RUTH
THE BOOI% OF RUTH

Now it came to pass, in the days when the judges
ruled, that there was a famine in the land. And a
certain man of Beth-lehem-judah went to sojourn in
the country of Moab, he, and his wife and his two sons.

. 2. And the name of the man was Elimelech, and
the name of his wife Naomi, and the name of his two
sons, Mahlon and Chilion, E'phrathites of Beth-lehem-
judah. And they came into the country of Moab, and
continued there.

8. And Elimelech, Naomi’s husband, died; and
she was left, and her two sons.

4. And they took fhem wives of the women of
Moab; the name of the one was Orpal, and the name.
of the other Ruth: and they dwelled there about ten
years.

5. And Mahlon and Chilion died also both of
them; and the woman was left of her two sons and
her hushand.

6. Then she arose, with her daughters in law,
that she might return from the country of Moab: for
she had heard in the country of Moab how the Lord-
had visited his people in giving them bread.

7. Wherefore she went forth out of the place
where she was, and her two daughters in law with
her: and they went on the way to return unto the land
of Judah.

8. And Naomi said unto her two daughters in
law, Go, return each to her mother’s house: the Lord
deal kindly with you, as ye have dealt with the dead,
and with me.

9. The Lord grant you that ye may find rest,
each of you in the house of her husband. Then she
kissed them; and they lifted up their voice and wept.
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THE BOOK OF RUTE

10. And they said unto her, Surely we will
return with thee unto thy people.

11. And Naomi said, Turn again, my daughters,
why will ye go with me? are there yet any more sons
in my womb, that they may be your husbands?

12. Turn again, my daughters, go your way; for
I am too old to have an husband. If I should say, I
have hope, if I should have an husband also to night,
and should also bear sons;

13. Would ye tarry for them till they were
grown? weuld ye stay for them from having husbands?
nay, my daughters; for it grieveth me much, for your
sakes, that the hand of the Lord is gone out against
me.

14. And they lifted up their voice, and wept
again: and Orpah kissed her mother in law, but Ruth
ciave unto her.

15. And she said, Behold, thy sister in law is
gone back unto her people, and unto her gods; return
thou after thy sister in law.

16. And Ruth said, Entreat me not to leave thee,
or to return from following after thee: for whither
thou goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will
lG?dge: thy people shall be my people, and thy God my

od:

17. Where thou diest will I die, and there will I
be buried: the Lord do so to me, and more also, if
ought but death part thee and me.

18. When she saw that she was stedfastly
minded to go with her, then she left speaking unto her.

- 19. So they two went until they came to Beth-
lehem. And it came to pass, when they were come to
Beth-lehem, that all the city was moved about them,
and they said, Is this Naomi?

20. And she said unto them, Call me not Naomi,

(3)



THE BOOK OF RUTH

call me Mara: for the Almighty hath dealt very bitter-
1y with me.

921, 1 went out full, and the Lord hath brought
me home again empty: why then call ye me Naomi,
seeing the Lord hath testified against me, and the
Almighty hath afflicted me?

22. 8o Naomi returned, and Ruth the Moabitess,
Ther daughter in law, with her, which returned out of
+the country of Moab: and they came to Beth-lehem in
the beginning of barley harvest.
I

And Naomi had a kinsman of her husband’s, a
Tnighty man of wealth of the family of Elimelech; and
his name was Boaz.

2. And Ruth the Moabitess said unto Naomi,
Let me now go to the field, and glean ears of corn
after him in whose sight I shall find grace. And she
-said unto her, Go, my daughter.

3. And she went, and came, and gleaned in the
field after the reapers: and her hap was to light on a
part of the field belonging unto Boaz, who was of the
kindred of Elimelech.

4. And, behold, Boaz came from Beth-lehem, and
said nato the reapers, The Lord be with you. And
they answered him, The Lord bless thee.

5. Then said Boaz unto his servant that was set
over the reapers, Whose damsel is this?

6. And the servant that was set over the reapers
answered and said, It is the Moebitish damsel that
came back with Naomi out of the country of Moab:

7. And she said, I pray you, let me glean and
gather after the reapers among the sheaves: so she
came, and hath continued even from the morning until
now, that she tarried a little in the house.

8. Then said Boaz unto Ruth, Hearest thou not,
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THE BCOK OF RUTH

my daughter? Go not to glean in another field, nei-
ther go from hence, but abide here fast by my
mc,ldens

9. Let thine eyes be on the field that they do
reap, and go thou affer them: have I not charged the
young men that they shall not touch thee? and when
thou art athirst, go unto the vessels, and drink of that.
which the young men have drawn.

10. Then she fell on her face, and bowed herself
to the ground, and said unto him, Why have I found
grace in thine eyes, that thou shouldest take knowledge
of me, seeing 1 am a stranger?

11. And Boaz answered and said unto her, It
hath fully been shewed me all that thou hast done unto
thy mother in law since the death of thine husband;
and how thou hast left thy father and thy mother,
and the land of thy nativity, and art come unto &
people which thou knewest not heretofore.

12. The Lord recompense thy work, and a full
reward be given thee of the Lord God of Israel, under
whose wings thou art come {o frust.

13. Then she said, Let me find favour in thy
sight, my lord; for that thou hast comforted me, and
for that thou hast spoken friendly unto thine hand-
maid, though I be not like unto one of thine handmaid-
ens.

14. And Boaz said unto her, At mealtime come
thou hither, and eat of the bread, and dip thy morsel
in the vinegar. And she sat beside the reapers: and
he reached her parched corn, and she did eat, and was
sufficed, and left.

15. And when she was risen up to glean, Boaz
commanded his young men, saying, Let her glean even
among the sheaves, and reproach her not:

16. And let fall also some of the handfuls of

€3



THE BOOX OF RUTH

purpose for her, and leave them, that she may glean
them, and rebuke her not.

17. So she gleaned in the field until even, and
beat out that she had gleaned: and it was about an
ephah of barley.

18. And she took it up, and went into the city;
and her mother in law saw what she had gleaned; and
- she brought forth, and gave to her that she had re-
served after she was sufficed.

19. And her mother in law said unto her, Where
hast thou gleaned to day? and where wroughtest thou?
blessed be he that did take knowledge of thee. And
she shewed her mother in law with whom she had
-wrought, and said, The man’s name with whom I
wrought to day is Boaz. -

20. And Naomi said unto her daughter in law,
Blessed be he of the Lord, who hath not left off his
kindness to the living and to the dead. And Naomi
said unto her, The man is near of kin unio us, one of
our next kinsmen.

21. And Ruth the Moabitess said, He said unto
me also, Thou shalt keep fast by my young men, until
they have ended all my harvest.

22 And Naomi said unto Ruth her daughter in
law, It is good, my daughter, that thou go out with his
maidens, that they meet thee not in any other field.

23. So she kept fast by the maidens of Boaz to
glean unto the end of barley harvest, and of wheat
harvest; and dwelt with hﬁ mother in law.

I

Then Naomi her mother in law said unto her, My
daughter, shall T not seek rest for thee, that it may
e well with thee?

2. And now is not Boaz of our kindred, with
whose maidens thou wast? Behold, he winnoweth
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THE BOOK OF RUTH

barley to night in the threshingfloor.

8. Wash thyself, therefore, and anoint thee, and
put thy raiment upon thee, and get thee down to the
floor: but make not thyself known unto the man, until
he shall have done eating and drinking.

4,  And it shall be, when he lieth down, that thou
shalt mark the place where he shall lie, and thou go
in, and uncover his feet, and lay thee down; and hel
will tell thee what thou shalt do.

5. And she said unto her, All that thou sayest
unto me T will do.

. 8. And she went down unto the floor, and did
according to all that her mother in law bade her.

7. And when Boaz had eaten and drunk, and his
heart was merry, he went to lie down at the end of the
heap of corn: and she came softly, and uncovered his
feet, and laid her down.

8. And it came to pass at midnight, that the man
was afraid, and turned himself; and, behold, 2 woman
lay at his feet.

9. And he said, Who art thou? And she answer-
ed, T am Ruth thine handmaid; spread therefore thy
skirt over thine handmaid; for thou art a near kin-
sman.

10. And he said, Blessed be thou of the Lord, my
daughter; for thou hast shewed more kindness in the
latter end than at the beginning, inasmuch as thou
followest not young men, whether poor or rich.

11. And now, my daughter, fear not; I will do to
thee all that thou requirest: for all the city of my
people doth know that thou art a virtuous woman.

12. And now, it is true that I am thy near kin-
sman; howbeit, thereis a kinsman nearer than 1.

13. Tarry this night, and it shall be in the
morning, that if he will perform unto thee the part of
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THE BOOK OF RUIH

a kinsman, gvell; let him do the kinsman’s part: but
if he will not do the part of a kinsman to thee, then
will I do the part of a kinsman to thee, as the Lord
liveth: lie down until the morning.

14. And she lay at his feet until the morning;
and she rose up before one could know another. And
he said, Let it not be known that a woman came into
the floor.

15. Also he said, Bring the vail that thou hast
upon thee, and hold it. And when she held it, he
measured six measures of barley, and laid it on her:
and she went into the city.

16. And when she came to her mother in law,
she said, Who art thou, my daughter? And she told
her all that the man had done to her.

17. And she said, These six measures of barley
gave he me: for he said to me, Go not empty unto thy
mother in law.

18. Then said she, Sit still, my daughter, until
thou know how the matter will fall: for the man wilt
not be in rest, until he hav% finished the thing this day.

IV.

Then went Boaz up to the gate, and sat him down
there: und, behold, the kinsman of whom Boaz spake,
came by: unto whom he said, Ho, such a one! turn
aside, sit down here. And he turned aside, and sat
down.

2. And he took ten men of the elders of the city,
and said, Sit ye down here. And they sat down.

3. And he said unto the kinsman, Naomi, that is
come again out of the country of Moab, selleth a parcel
of land, which was our brother Elimelech’s:

4. And I thought to advertise thee, saying, Buy
it before the inhabitants, and before the elders of my
people. If thou wilt redeem if, redeem it; but if thou
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THE BOOK OF RUTH

wilt not redeem it, then tell me, that I may know: for
there is none to redeem it beside thee; and I am after
thee. And he said, I will redeem it.

5. Then said Boaz, What day thou buyest the
field of the hand of Naomi, thou must buy it also of
Ruth the Moabitess, the wife of the dead, to raise up
the name of the dead upon his inheritance.

6. And the kinsman said, I cannot redeem it for
myself, lest I mar mine own inheritance: redeem thou
my right to thyself: for I cannot redeem it.

7. Now this was the manner in former time in
Israel, concerning redeeming, and concerning chang-
ing, for to confirm all things; A man plucked off his
shoe, and gave it to his neighbour: and this was a
testimony in Israel.

8. Therefore the kinsman said unto Boaz, Buy
it for thee. So he drew off his shoe.

9. And Boaz said unto the elders, and unto all
the people, Ye are witnesses this day, that I have
bought all that was Elimelech’s, and all that was
Chilion’s and Mahlon’s, of the hand of Naomi.

10. Moreover, Ruth the ‘Moabitess, the wife of
Mahion, have I purchased to be my wife, to raise up the
name of the dead upon his inheritance, that the name
of the dead be not cut off from among his brethren
3nd from the gate of his place: ye are witnesses this

ay.

11. And all the people that were in the gate, and
the elders, said, We are witnesses. The Lord make
the woman that is come into thine house like Rachel
and like Leah, which two did build the house of Israel:
and do thou worthily in Ephratah, and be famous in
Bethlehem : )

12. And let thy house be like the house of
Pharez, whom Taemar bare unto Judah, of the iseed
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THE BOOK OF RUTH

‘which the Lord shall give thee of this young woman.

13. So Boaz took Ruth, and she was his wife:
and when he went in unto her, the Lord gave her
conception, and she bare a son.

14. And the women said unto Naomi, Blessed be
the Lord, which hath not Ieft thee this day without a
kinsman, that.his name may be famous in Israel.

15. And he shall be unto thee a restorer of thy
life, and a nourisher of thine old age: for thy daughter
in law, which loveth thee, which is better to thee than-
seven sone, hath born him.

16. And Naomi took the child, and laid it in her
bosom, and became nurse unto it.

17. And the woman her neighbours gave it a
name, saying, There is a son born to Naomi; and they
called his name Obed: he is the father of Jesse, the
father of David. '

18. Now these are the generations of Pharez:
Pharez begat Hearon.

18. And Hezron begat Ram, and Ram begat
Amminadab.

20. And Amminadab begat Nahshon, and
Nahshon begat Salmon.

21. And Salmon begat Boaz, and Boaz begat
Obed. '
22. And Obed begat Jesse, and Jess begat David.

judges: Israel RBGAM RitHgH(ADPREEE, B8L).
land: #§ Kivgdom of Israel,  Bethlehem-judah: & (4
FIE(4 814 0 Palestine), comntry: #3%, Ephrathis
tes: Ephrath 35y A, and her two sons: and her two
sons were left behiud by their father who died early,
took them wifes: took to them wives; B. ... fi{L M2,
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THE BOOK OF RUTH

Lord: ki, the Lord desl: may the Lord deal (22 L
Feees), BREL Vdeal” BEEA 5, FTIEMAERS RS
k.  return: join again,  thy people: frRUEEREEE,
If....son: 2 couditional clause, main clanse (I would
persuade you to stay witk me)&dk, from having hus—
bands: ZRjgA., the hand of lord is gone out against me:
Timgeska k., clave: {H¥EEC *Cleave” §j past, ,
Clave unto: KR35 BT LS. Behold: you behold that:
T, goue back unto her gods: EBEIMRRM T,

from following after thee: (BF & psk),  onght: aught
(*‘anything” [i#38). but: exzcept, came to pass:
happened. were come: SEH SR “they” giFHs (the
state of the agent) AR, FLLH “were come”; “‘were”
J& predicate verb, “come” K past participle, FlfE sub-
jective complement, all ihe city: 23RN, - moved:
e, Naomi: 7 Hebrew 38,2858, Mara:
4 Hebrew #E ,BEREHNEE., Almighty: (noun)

‘hath: 55248y “has”; ALl verb, #& third person, singnlar
number, Hl present tense NRER, EbiAR. (B)) “lieth”,
H “liveth”, ZpH, A%,  Moabitess: Moab Hi%E5&T.
ears: §%, find grace: find favor,  hap: JEH. to
light: 1,8, was set over: jk Boaz RHRBBRETHE...
Meabitish: Moab A#]); Moabites fi§j,  take knowledge of:
T shewed: 5§24 showed, reached: 5,38,

of purpose: 45 &Al 3B ¥y purposely, even: pff evening,
ephah: Hebrew AT 58255 DI &K . Br AR AT
B=s}=j}. is near of kin uato us: FRIVEER,
next: Fiifny,  threshing-floor: $T5HE,  doth: FHE2fY
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THE BOOK OF RUTH

““does", howbeit: FHEERY ‘‘nevertheless™, As the
Lord liveth: Boaz $§3% L3r3e B iursiEpiat,. Who art thou:
Art thou still my daughter-in-law or the wife of Boaz?
not empty: Ko 2EF, fall: jkok, I am after thee: 327
Y ERERR, of: % “from™ J,  raise up the name
of the dead: FURFM(KHFE)FEAMNAE, My right: BR
BrEisy,  changing. %5, his bretheren: {HAT—%,.
the gate of his place: iR,  house: —j%,—#&,

Pharez, whom Tamar bare unto Judah: Judah 3l Tamar
S48 7 & Pharez, Pharez FIRES FILIEE RAAELM
Boaz Fi: “EERETFIREL , —in Pharez”, conception:
Z,  which: MFmME S, E “whidh” & “who”, (B}
¢Our father which art in Heaven, ....” begat: “beget”
Iy past, % “begat ‘GHI” begot’; i MW M,  David:
4% 1958 B. C, A Bethlehem, £ Jesus Christ fifiEi,
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THE LAST DAY OF SOCRATES’ LIFE

Plato

( 429 —348 )

3 ME By K ¥ Socrates (469—399), & % H I,
28R RE, W, AREELEESW
HAPEESETREEANEEERERTAUSR
EMAHMALERTEELADE BB AT TR
BRARFRENM LT EIAENRE S
BYMNEFABOURENBELT ERG L8 B2
THBRHENBREAEH ARE W M 8 5
S Plato, 5 “Pheedo” — IS Mk FER B
BHETEERRERAAENETRARBNER
{The preexistence and immortality of the soul) ;3% 2 &K 5
FHRBEHR (KABEXAETTEIBZEANME)
Plato {8 & 4 3% “Republic”, Ryl oy B A a5 B
Roth By 2 B F 1&,2 & Benjamin Jowett F % 3 X,
A E R Jowelt 1) B K,
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THE LAST DAY OF SOCRATES LIFE

THE LAST DAY OF SOCRATES’ LIFE

“Wherefore, Simmias, seeing all these things,
what ought not we to do in oxder to obtain virtue and.-
wisdom in this life? Fair is the prize, and the hope
great.”

“] do not mean to affirm that the descnptlon
which I have given of the soul and her mansions is
exactly true—a man of sense ought hardly to say that.
But I do say that, inasmuch as the soul is shown to be
immortal, he may venture to think, not improperly or
unworthily, that something of the kind is true. The
venture is a glorious one, and he ought to comfort
himself with M&ﬁkﬁﬂg&?e, which is the reason why
I lengthen out the tale. herefore, I say, let a man
be of good cheer about his soul, who has cast away the
pleasures and ornaments of the body as alien to him,
and rather hurtful in their eﬁ'ects, and has followed
after the pleasures of knowledge in this life; who has
adorned the soul in her own proper jewels, Which are
temperance, and justige, and courage, and nobﬂity,
and truth—in these shé is ready to go on her journey
to the world below, when her time comes. You,
Simmias and ere,s, and all other men, will depart at
sorca time or ‘other. Me already, as the tragic poet
would say, the voice of fate calls. _Soon I must drink
the poison; and I think I had better repair to the bath
first, in order that the women may mnot have the
trouble of washing my body after I am,dead.”

When he had dope speaking, Crito said: “And
have you any comman@s for us, Socrates—anything to
say about your children, ox any other matter—in
which we can serve you?”

“Nothing particular,” he said: “only, as I have
always told yau, I would have you look to yourselves;
that is a service which you may always be doing to

(14)



THE LAST DAY OF SOCRATES’ LIFE

me and mine as well as to yourselves. And you need
not make professions; for if you take no thought for.
yourselves, and walk not according to the precepts
which I have given you, not now for the first time, the
warmth of your professions will be of no avail.’}

“We will do our best,” said Crito. “But i what
way would you have us biry you?”’

“In any way that you like; only you must_get hold
-of me, and take care that I do not walk away from
you.” Then he turned to us, and #dded with a smile:
“I cannot make Crifo believe that I am the same So-
crates who have been talking and conduefing the
argument; he fancies that I am the other Socrates
whom he will soon see, a dead body—and he asks, How
shall he bury me?, And $hough I have spoken many
words in the end&3vor to show that when I have drunk
the poison I shall leave you and go to the joys of the -
blessed,—these words of mine, with gghich I comforted
you and myself, have had, as I percaive, no effect upon
Crito. And therefore I want you to be surety for me
now, as he was surety for me at the trial: but let the
promise be of another sort; for, he was my surety
to the judges that T would rem3in, but you must be
my surety,to him that I shall not remain, but go away
and depart; gnd then he will suffer less at my death,
and not be grieved when he sees my body being burned
or buried. I would not have him sorrow at my hard
lot, or say at the burial, Thiis we lay out Socrates, or,
Thus we follow him to the grave or bury him; for
filse words are not only evil in themselves, but they
infect the soul with evil. Be of good cheer then, my
dear Crito, and say that you are bufying my body only,
and do With that as is ST}, and as you think best.”

When /he had spoken these words, he arose and
went into the bath-chamber with Crito, who bid us
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wait; and we waited, talking and thinking of the sub-
ject of the dluCQ_uI'SQ, and also of the greatness of our
sorrow; he was like a father of whom we were being
b‘r&ived and we were about to pass the rest of our
lives ‘as Orphans. When he had taken the bath his
children w&re brought to him— (he had two young sons
and an elder one) ; and the women of his family also
came, and he ’calhed to them and gave them a few
diréctions in the presence of Crito; and he then dis-
missed them and returned to us,,

Now the hour of sunset was near, for a good-deal
of time had passed while he was wi Hin/ When he
came out, he sat down with us again arter his bath,
hut not much was said. Soon the jailer, who was the
servant of the elgven, entered and stood by him, say-
ing: “To you, Socrates, whom I know to be the noblest
and gentlest and best of all who ever came to this
place, I will not impute, the angry feelings of other-
men, who rage and § me when, in obedience to
the aun,h»elmes, I bid them drink the poison—indeed I
am sure that you will not be angry with me; for
others, as you are aware, and not I, are the guilty
cause. And so flre you well, and t1y to bear lightly
wnat must needs be; you know my errand.” Then
bursting into tes‘ks he turned away and went out.

Socrates locked at him and sgjd: “I return your
good wishes, and will do as you bid.” Then turning
to us, he said: “How charming the man is: since I
have been in prison he has always been coming to see
me, and ai times he would talk to me, and was as good
as could be to me, and now see how generously he
sorrows for me. But we must do as he says, Crito;
let the cup be brought, if the peison is prepdfed: if
not, let the attendant prepare some.” v

“Yet,” said Crito, “the sun is still upon the hill-
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tops, and many a cne has taken the draught late, and
after the announcement has/been made to him, he has
eaten and drunk, and indulged in sensual delights; do
not hasten then, there is still time.”,

Socrates said: “Yes, Crito, and they of whom
you speak arve right in doing thils, for they think that
they will gain by the delay’; but I am right in net doing
thus, for I do not think that I should gain anything
by drinking the poison a little later; I should only be
rididulous in my own eyes for sparing and saving a
life which is already gone: I could only laugh at
myself for this. Please then to do as I say, and not
to Fefuse me.” '

Crito, when he heard this, made a sign to the
servant; and the servant went 4m, and remained for
some time, and then returned with the jailer cafrrying]
the cup of poison. Socrates said: “You, my good
friend, who are exp®rienced in these matters, shall
give me directions how I am to proceed.” The man
answered: “You have only to walk abouf until your
legs are heavy, and then to lie down, and the poison
will act.” At the same time he handed the cup to
Soerates, who in the eagiest and gentlest manner,
without-the least fear or change of (color or feature,
Isoking at the man with all his eyes, Ethécriies, as his
manner was, took the cup and said: “What do you
say ahout making a libation out of this cup to any god?
May I, or not?’ The man answered: “We only pre-
pare| Socrates, just so much as we _deem, -e%”
«1 understand,” he said “yet I ma¥ EHA v
to the gods to prosper my journey from this to thak
other world—may this then, which is my pray¥r, be-
granted to me.” Then holding the cup to his lips,
quite readily and cheerfully he drank off the poison.
And hitherto mdst of us had been able to control our
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sorrow; but now when we saw him drinking, and saw
too that he had finished the draught, we could not
longer forbear, and in spite of myself my own tears
were flowing fast; so that I covered my face and wept
over myself, for certainly I was not weeping over him,
but at the thought of my own calithity in having lost
such a companion. Nor was I the first, for Crito,
when he found himself unable to restrain his tears,
had got up and moved away, and I followed; and ah
that moment, Apdllodoris, who had been weeping all
the time, broke out into a loud cry which made co-
wards of us all. Sogrates alone retained his calmness.
“What is this strange cutery?” he said. “I sent away
the women mainly in order that they might not offend
in this way, for I have heard that a man should die in
peace. Be quiet then, and have patience.” When we
heard that, we were ashamed, and refrained our tears;
and he walked about until, as he said, his legs began
to fail, and then he lay on his back, according to the
directions, and the man who gave him the poison now
and then looked at his feet and legs; and after a while
he pressed his foot hard and asked him if he could feel;
and he said, No; and then his leg, and so upwards
anc upwards, and showed us that he was cold and stiff.
And he felt them himself, and said: “When the poison
reaches the heart, that will be the end.” He was
beginning to gréW cold about the groin, when he un-
covered his face, for he had covered himself up, and
said (they were his last words)—he said: “Crito, I
owe a cock to Asclepius; will you remember to pay the
debt?’ “The debt shall be paid,” said Crito; “is there
anything else?’ There was no answer to this ques-
tion; but in a minute or two a movement was heard,
and the attendants uncovered him; his eyes were set,
and Crito closed his eyes and mouth. '
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Such was the énd, Echecrates, of our friend,
whom I may truly call the wisest, and justest, and best
of all the men whom I have ever known.
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THE NEW HELOISE
I.—*“The Course of True Love”

TO JULIE v

I must escape from you, Maodémoigelle. I must
See you 1o more. ,

You know that I entered your house as tytor to
yourself and your cousin, Mademoiselle Cliire, at
your mother’s invitation. I did not foresee the peril;
at any rate, I did not fear it. I shall not say that I am
now paying the price of my rashness, for I trugt I
shall never fa}l in the respect due gto your high birth,
your beauty, and your ndble ché’ﬁ t6r. But I conféss
that you have captured my heart. How could I fail to
adore the touching union of keen sensibility and un-
changing sweetness, the tender pity, all those spirifual
gqualities that are worth so much more fo me than -
personal charms? =~ :

I have lost my reason. I promise to strive to
recover it. You, and you alone, can help me. Forbid
me from appearing in your presence, show this lettelr
if you like to your parents; drive me away. I can
endure anything from you. I am powerless to escape
cf my own accord.

FROM JULIE .

I must, then, reveal my secret! 1 have striven to
resist, but I am powerless. Everything seems to
magnify my love for you; all nature seems to be your
accomplice; every effort that I make is in vain. T
adore you in spite of myself.

) T hope and T believe that a heart which has seemed
to me to deserve the whole attachment of mine will not
belie the generosity that I expect of it; and I hops,
also that if you should prove unworthy of the devotion
I feel for you, my indignation and contempt will re-
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store to me the reason that my love has caused me to

lose.
TO JULIE

Oh, how am I fo realise the torrent of delights
that pours into my heart? And how can I best re-
assure the alarms of a timid and loving woman? Pure
and heavenly beauty, judge more truly, I beseech you,
of the nature of your power. Believe me, if I adore
your loveliness, it is because of the spotless soul of
which that loveliness is the outward token. When I
cease o love virtue, I shall cease to love you, and I
shall no longer ask you to love me.

FROM JULIE

My friend, I feel that every day I become more
attached to you; the smallest absence from you is
insupportable; and when you are not with me I must
needs write you, so that I may occupy myself with you
unceasingly.

My mind is troubled with news that my father has
Jjust told me. He is expecting a visit from his old
friend, M. de :Wolmayr; and it is to M. de Wolmar, I
suspect, that he designs that I should be married. I
cannot marry without the approval of those who gave
me life; and you know what the fury of my father
would be if I were to confess my love for you—for he
‘would assuredly not suffer me to be united to one
‘whom he deems my inferior in that mere worldly rank
for which I care nothing. Yet I cannot marry a man
I do not love; and you are the only man I shall ever
love.

It pains me that I must not reveal our secret to
my dear mother, who esteems you so highly; but would
she not reveal it, from a sense of duty, to my father?
It is best that only my inseparable Cousin Claire
should know the truth.
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FROM CLAIRE TO JULIE

I have bad news for you, my dear cousin. First
of all, your love affair is being gossiped about; second-
ly, this gossip has indirectly brought your lover into
serious danger,

You have met my lord Edouard Bomston, the
young English noble who is now staying at Vevay.
Your lover has been on terms of such warm friendship
with him ever since they met at Sidn some time ago
that I could not believe they would ever have quarrell-
ed. Yet they quarrelled last night, and about you.

- During the evening, M. ~d’%rb§ tells me, mylord
Edouard drank freely, and began to talk about you.
Your Iover was displeased and silent. Mylord
Edouard, angered at his coldness, declared that he was
not always cold, and that somebody, whe should be
nameless, caused him to behave in a very different
manner. Your lover drew his sword instantly; my-
lord Edouard drew also, but stumbled in his infoxica-
tion, and injured his leg. In spite of M. d’Orbe’s
efforts to reconcile them, a meeting was arranged fo
take place as soon as mylord Edouard’s leg was better.

You must prevent the duel somehow, for mylord
Edouard is a dangerous swordsman. Meanwhile, I
am terrified lest the gossip about you should reach
your father’s ears. It would be best to get your lover
to go away before any mischief comes to pass.

FROM JULIE TO MYLORD EDOUARD

I am told that you are about to fight the man
whom I love—for it is true that I love him—and that
he will probably die by your hand. Enjoy in advance
if you can, the pleasure of piercing the bosom of your
friend, but be sure that you will not have that of con-
templating my despair. For I swear that I shall not
survive by one day the death of him who is to me as

(23)



THE NEW HEIOISE

my life’'s breath. Thus you will have the glory of
slaying with a single stroke two hapless lovers who
have never willingly committed a fault towards you,
and who have-delighted to honour you.

- TO JULIE

Have no fear for me, dearest Julie. Read this,
and I am sure that you will share in my feelings of
gratitude and affection towards the man with whom
I have quarrelled. )

This morning mylord Edouard entered my room
accompanied by two gentlemen. “I have come,” he
said, “to withdraw the injurious words that intoxica-
tion led me to utter in your presence. Pardon me, and
restore to me your friendship. I am ready to endure
any chastisement that you see fit to inflict upon me.”

“Mylord,” I replied, “I ackowledge your nobility
of spirit. The words you uttered when you were not
yourself are henceforth utterly forgotten.” I
embraced him, and he bade the gentlemen withdrav.

When we were alone, he gave me the warmest
testimonies of friendship; and, touched by his gene-
rosity, I told him the whole story of our love. He
promised enthusiastically to do what he could to fur-
ther our happinéss; and this is the nobler in him,
inasmuch as he admitted that he had himself
conceived a tender admiration for you.

FROM JULIE

Dearest, the worst has happened. My father
knows iof our love. He came to me yesterday pale
with fury; in his wrath he struck me. Then, sudden-
ly, he took me in his arms and implored my
forgiveness. But I know that he will never consent to
our union; I shall never dare to mention your name in
his presence. My love for you is unalterable: our
souls are linked by bonds that time cannot dissolve.
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And yet—my duty to my parents! How can I do right
by wronging them? Oh, pity my distraction! )

It seems that mylord Edouard impulsively asked
my father for his consent to our union, telling him
how deeply we loved each other, and that he would
mortally injure his daughter’s happiness if he denied
her wishes. My father replied, in bitter anger, that
he would never suifer his child to be united to a man
of humble birth. Mylord Edouard hotly retorted that
mere distinctions of birth were worthless when weigh-
ed in the scale with true refinement and true virtue.
They had a long and violent argument, and parted in
enmity.

I must take counsel with Cousin Claire, who never
suffers her reason to be clouded with those heart-
terments of which I am the unhappy vietim. i

FROM CLAIRE TO JULIE

On learning of your distress, dear cousin, I made
up my mind that your lover must go away, for your
sake and his cwn. I summoned M. d@’Orbe and my-
lord Edouard. 1 told M. d’Orbe that the sucecess of his
suit to me depended on his help to you. You know
that my friendship for you is greater than any love
can be. Mylord Rdouard acted splendidly. He
promised to endow your lover with o third of his
estate, and to take him to Paris and London, there to
win the ‘distinction that his talents deserve. .

M. d’Orbe went to order a chaise, and I proceeded
to your lover and told him that it was his duty to
leave at once. At first he passionately refused, then
he yielded to despair; then he begged to be allowed to
See you once more. I refused; I urged that all delays
were dangerous. His agony brought tears to my eyes,
but T was firm. M. d’Orbe led him away; maylord
Edouard was waiting with the chaise, and they are
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now on the way to Besancon and Paris.
II.—The Separation
TO JULIE

Why was 1 not allowed to see you before leaving?
Did you fear that the parting would kil me? Be re-
assured. I do not suffer—1I think of you—1I think of
the time when I was dear o you. Nay, you love me
yet, I know it. But why so cruelly drive me away?
Say one word, and I return, like the lightning. Ah,
these babblings are but flung into empity air. I shall
live and die far away from you—I have lost you for

ever!
FROM MYLORD EDOUARD TO JULIE

Deep depression has succeeded violent grief in
the mind of your lover. But I can count wupon his
heart, it is a heart framed to fight and to conquer.

I have a proposition to make which I hope you
will carefully consider. In your happiness and your
lover’s I have a tender and inextinguishable interest,
since between you I pe1ce1ve a deeper harmony than
I have ever known to exist between man and woman.
Your present misfortunes are due fo my indiscretion;
let me do what I can to repair the fault.

1 have in Yorkshire an old castle and a large
estate. They are yours and your lover’s Julie, if you
will accept them. You can escape from Vevay with
the aid of my valet, when I have left there; you can
join your lover, be wedded to him, and spend the rest
of your days happily in the place of refuge I have
designed for you.

Refleet upon this, I beseech you. I should add
that I have said nothing of this project to your lover.
The decision rests with you and you alone. .

FROM JULIE TO MYLORD EDOUARD

Your letter, mylord, fills me with gratitude and
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admiration. - It would indeed be joy for me to gain
happiness under the auspices of so generous a friend,
and to procure from his kindness the contentment that
fortune has denied me.

But could contentment ever be granted to me if I
had the consciousness of having pitilessly abandoned
those who gave me birth? I am their only living
«child; all their pleasure, all their hope is in me.  Can
I d,elwe'r up their closing day fo sham, regrets, and
tears? No, mylord, happiness could not be bought at
such a price. I dare brawe all the sorrows that await
me here; remorse I dare not brave.

FROM JULIE TO HER LOVER

I have just returned from the wedding of Claire
and M. d’Orbe. You will, I know, share my pleasure
in the happiness of our dealest friend; and such is the-
‘worth ‘of the friendship that joins us, that the good
fortune of one of us should be a real consola’uon for
the sorrows of the other two.

Continue to write me from Paris, but let me tell
you that I am not pleased with the bitterness of your
letters—a bitterness unworthy of my philosophie tutor
of the happy bygone days at Vevay. I wish my true
love to see all things clearly, and to be the just and
henest man T have always deemed him—not a cynic
‘who seeks a sorry comfort in misfortune by carping
at the rest of the mankind.

FROM MADAME D’ORBE TO JULIE'S LOVER

I am about to ask of you a great sacrifice; but I
know you will perceive it to be a necessary sacrlﬁce,
and I think that your devotion to Julie’s true
happiness will endure even this final test.

Julie’s mother has died, and Julie has tormented
herself with the idea that her love troubles have hast-
€ned her parent’s end. Since then she has had a
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serious illness, and is now in a depressed state both
physicaily and mentally. Nothing, I am convinced,
can cure her save absolute oblivion of the past, and the
beginning of-a new life—a married life.

M: de Wolmar is here once more, and Julie's
father will insist upon her union with him. This
quiet, emotionless, observant man cannot win her love,
but he can bring her peace. Will you cease from all
correspondence with her, and renounce all elaim to her?
Remember that Julie’s whole future depends upon
your answer. Her father will force her to obey him;
prove that you are worthy of her love by removing all
obstacles to her obedience.

FROM JULIE’'S LOVER TO HER FATHER

I hereby renounce all claims upon the hand of
Julie d’Etange, and acknowledge her right to dispose
of herself in matrimony without consulting her heart.

FROM MADAME D’0ORBE TO JULIE'S LOVER

Julie is married. Give thanks to the heaven that
has saved you both. Respect her new estate; do not
write to her, but wait to hear from her. Now is the
time whehn I shall learn whether you ars worthy of:
the esteem I have ever felt for you.
FROM MYLORD EDOUARD TO JULIE’S LOVER

A squadron is fitting out at Plymouth for the tour
of the globe, under the command of my old friend
George Anson, I have obtained permission for you to
accompany him. Will you go?

FROM JULIE’S LOVER TO MADAME D’ORBE

I am starting, dear and charming cousin, for a
voyage round the world—to seek in another hemis-
phere the peace that I cannot enjoy in this. Adieu,
ténder and inseparable friends, may you make each
other’s happiness!
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III.—The Philosophic Husband
FROM M. DE WOLMAR TO SAINT PREUX
(PSEUDONYM OF JULIE’S LOVER)

I learn that you have returned to Europe after all
these years of travel. Although I have not as yet the
pleasure of knowing you, permit me nevertheless to
address you. The wisest and dearest of women has
opened her heart to me. 1 believe that'you are worthy.
of having been loved by her, and 1 invite you to ouvx!
home. Innocence and peace reign within it; you will
find there friendship, hospitality, esteem, and con-
fidence. '

- Wolmar. ‘

P.S.—Come, my friend; we wait you with eager-

ness. Do not grieve me by a refusal. )
, Julie. -
FROM SAINT PREUX TO MYLORD EDOUARD

I have seen her, mylord! She has called me her
friend—her dear friend. I am happier than ever I
was in my life.

Yet when I approached M. de Wolmar’s house at
Clarens, I was in a state of frantic nervousness. Could
I bear to see my old love in the possession of another?
‘Would I not be driven to despair? As the carriage
neared Clarens, I wished that it would break down.
‘When I dismounted I awaited Julie in mortel anxiety.
She came running and calling out to me, she seized me
in her arms. All my terrors were banished, I knew no
feeling but jov.

M. de Wolmar, meanwhile, was standing beside
us. She turned to him, and introduced me to him as
her old friend. “If new friends have less ardour than
old ones,” he said to me as he embraced me, “they will
be old friends in their turn, and will yield nothing to
others.” ‘My heart was exhausted, I received his em-
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braces passively.

When we reached the drawing-rocom she disap-~
peared for a moment, and returned——mnot alone. She
brought her two children with her, darling little boys,
who bore on their countenances the charm and the
fascination of their mother. A thousand thoughts
rushed into my mind, I could not speak; I took them:
in my arms, and welcomed their innoceni caresses.

The children withrew, and M. de Wolmar was
called away. I was alone with Julie. I was conscious
of a painful restraint; she was seemingly at ease, and
I became gradually reassured. We talked of my
fravels, and of her mawried life; there was no mention
of our old relations. _

I came to realize how Julie was changed, and yet
the same. She is a matron, the happy mother of
children, the happy mistress of a prosperous house~
hold. Her old love is not extinguished; but it is
subdued by domestic peace and by her unalterable
virtue—let me acdd, by the trust and kindness of her
elderly husband, whose unemotional goodness has been
just what was needed to soothe her passion and sorrow.
T am her old and dear friend; I can mever be more.
And, believe me, I am content. Oceasionally, pangs
of regret fear at my heart, but they do not last long;
;- passion is cured, and I can never experience an-
other.

: How can I describe to you the peace and felicity
that reign in this household? M. de Wolmar is, above
all things, a man of system; the life of the establish-
ment moves with ordered regularily from the year’s
beginning to its end. But the system is. not
mechanical; it is founded on wide experience of men,
and governed by philosophy. In the home life of
Julie and her husband and children luxury is never
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permitted; even the table delicacies are simple pro-
ducts of the country. But, without luxury, there is
perfect comfort and perfect confidence. I have never
known a community so theroughly happy, and itisa
deep joy to me to be admitted as a cherished member
of it.

One day M. de Wolmar drew Julie and myself
aside, and where do you think he took us? To a
plantation near the house, which Julie had never
entered since her marriage. It was there that she
had first kissed me. She was unwilling to enter the
place, but he drew her along with him, and bade us
be seated. Then he began: :

“Julie, I knew the secret of your love before you
revealed it to me. I knew it before I married you.
I may have been in the wrong to marry you, knowing
that your heart was elsewhere; but I loved you, and
Idl??elieved 1 could make you happy. Have I sueceed-
ed?”’ : }
“My dear husband,” said Julie, in tears, “you
know you have succeeded.”

“One thing only,” he went on, “was necessary to
prove you that your old passion was powerless against
your virtue, and that was the presence of your old
lover. I trusted you; I believed, from my knowledge
of you, that I could trust him. I invited him here, and
since then I have been quietly watching. My high
anticipations of him are justified. And as for you,
Julie, the haunting fears that your virtue would fail
before the test inflicted by the return of your lover
have, once and for all, been put to rest. Past wounds
are healed. Monsieur,” he added, turning to me, “yon
have proved yourself worthy of our fullest confidence
and our warmest friendship.” ’

‘What could I answer? I could but erabrace him
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in silence.

Madame d’Orbe, now a widow, is about to come
here to take permanent charge of the household,
leaving Julie to devate herself to the training of the
children.

Hasten to join wus, mylord; your coming is
anxiously awaited. For my own part, I shall not be
content until you have looked with your own eyes upon
the peaceful delights of our life at Clarens.

‘FROM SAINT PREUX TO MYLORD EDOUARD

Madame ¢’Orbe is now with us. We look to you
to complete the party. When you have made a long
stay at Clarens, I shall be ready to join you in your
projected journey to Rome.

Julie has revealed to me the one frouble of her
life. Her husband is a freethinker. Will you aid me
in trying to convince him of his error, and thus per-
fecting Julie’s happiness?

A VI—The Veil
FROM SAINT PREUX TO MADAME D’ORRE

Mylord Edouard and I, after leaving you all’
vesterday, proceeded no farther than Villeneuve; an
accident to one of mylord’s attendants delayed us, and
we spent the night there.

As you know, T had parted from Julie with re-
grat, but without violeni emoction. Yet, strangely
enough, when I was alone last night the old grief came
back. I had lost her! She lived and was happy; her
life was my death, her happiness my torment! I
struggled with these ideas. When I lay down, they
pursued me in my sleep.

At length I started up from a hideous dream. I
had seen Julie stretched upon her deathbed. I knew
it was she, although her face was covered by a veil. I
advanced to tear it off; T could not reach it. “Be calm,
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my friend,” she said feebly; “the veil of dread coyers
me, no hand can remove it.” I made another effort,
and awoke.

Again 1 slept, again I dreamt the dream. A third
time 1 slept, a third time it appeared to me. This was
too much. 1 fled from my room to mylord Edouard’s.

At first, he treated the dream as a jest; but, see-
ing my panic-stricken earnestness, he changed his
tune. “You will have a chance of recovering your
reason to-morrow,” he said. Next morning we set out
on our journey, as I thought. Brooding over my
dream, I never noticed that the lake was on the left-
hand of the carriage, that we were returning. When-
I roused myself, I found that we were back again at
Clarens!

“Now, go and see her again; prove that the dream
‘was wrong,” said Edouard.

I went nervously, feeling thoroughly ashamed of
myself. I could hear you and Julie talking in the
garden. I was cured in an instant of my superstitious
folly; it fled from my mind. I retired without seeing
her, feeling o man again. 1 rejoined mylord Edouard,
and drove back to Villeneuve. We are about to re-
sume the journey to Rome.

FROM MADAME D’ORBE TO SAINT PREUX

Why did you not come to,see us, instead of merely
listening to our voices? You have transfixed the
terror of your dream to me. Until your return, I shall
never look upon Julie without trembling, lest I should
lose her. )

M. de Wolmar has let you know his wish that you
should remain permanently with us and superintend
the education of his children. I am sure you will
accept. Rejoin us swiftly, then; I shall not have an
easy moment until you are amongst us once more.
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FROM MADAME D’ORBE TO SAINT PREUX

It has come to pass. You will never see her
more! The veill! The veil! Julie is dead!

FROM M. DE WOLMAR TO SAINT PREUX

I have allowed your first hours of grief to pass in
silence. I was in no condition to give details, nor you
to receive them. Now I may write, and you my read.

We were on a visit to the castle of Chillon, guests
of tho bailli of Vevay. After dinner the whole party
walked on the ramparts, and our youngest son slipped
and fell into the deep water. Julie plunged in after
him. Both were rescued; the child was soon brought
round, but Julie’s state was critical. When she had
recovered a little, she was taken back to Clarens. The
dogctor told her she had but three days to live. She
spent those three days in perfect cheerfulness and
tranquillity of spirit, conversing with Madame D’Orbe,
the pastor, and myself, expressing her content that her
life should end at a time when she had attained com-
plete happiness. On the fourth morning we found her
lifeless.

During the three days she wrote a letter, which
T enclose. Fulfil her last requests. There yet re-
mains much for you to do on earth.

FROM JULIE TO SAINT PREUX

All is changed, my dear friend; let us suffer the
change without a2 murmur. It was not well for us that
we should rejoin each other.

For it was an illusion that my love for you was
cured; now, in the presence of death, I know that T
still love you. I avow this without shame, for I have
done my duty. My virtue is without stain, my love
withcut remorse.

"~ Come back to Clarens; train my children, comfort
their noble father, lead hlm into the light of Christian
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faith. Claire, like yourself, is about to lose the half
of her life; let each of you preserve the other half by
2 union that in these latter days I have often wished
to bring about.

Adieu, sweet. friend, adieu!

my own accord: RETHEHE. I may occupy myself with
you: RLEALR,  suffer: TUe, Bek; (4] He would not
suffer himself to be ill treated, on terms....with: Hieeeo
A7, take counsel with: HI....7§8,  suit to me: 1A}
RS, a thizd of: one third of, count upon: {243
Wof83E.  tests with: (EAWMER; BRAGEA); )
The whole matter rests with him to decide,  that for-
tune has denied me: fortune has denied me that,

deliver up....to: 38,433 (B) The city is delivered up
to their enemy, brave: (verb) g&,3%, carping at: £

ERNIRE RBRIE, I am convineed: I am assured; I
am sure, to dispose herself of matrimony: PERETS

{#f]) He tends to dispose of his daughter in marriage to
some one,  estate: 3%, 4051, squadron: (skwdd'run}
is fitting out: %xfif, P, S.: “*post script” Wyes,
Mortal: (f3) JHEEM,BIEM.  tear at: (FI%) femEdy
BifE. delicacies: 24, in the wrong: (adjective
phrase),  reason: {RRIJKET, WHMRM LM,  brooding
over: JLE¥%, feeling a man again: FWEZE; =feel-
ing a new man g feeling myself another man, bailli:
(ba'li g% baye'), in the presence of death: FE3E,
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In the ante-room Maximilian found the doctor
just as he was drawing on his black gloves. “I am
greatly pressed for time,” the latter hurriedly said to
him. “Signora Maria has not slept during the whole
night; she has only just now fallen into a light
slumber. I need not caution you not to wake her by
any noise; and when she wakes on no account must.
she be allowed to talk. She must lie still, and not
disturb herself ; mental excitement will not be salutary.
Tell her all kinds of odd stories, so that she must listen.
quietly.”
© “Be assured, doctor,” replied Maximilian, with a
melancholy smile. “I have educated myself for a.
long time in chattering, and will not let her talk. I
will narrate abundance of fantastic nonsense, as much.
as you require. But how long can she live?”

“lI am greatly pressed for time,” answered the
doctor, and slipped away.

Black Deborah, quick of hearing as she was, had
already recognised the stranger’s footstep, and softly
opened the door. At a sign from him she left as
softly, and Maximilian found himself alone with his
friend. A single lamp dimly lighted the chamber.
This cast now and then half timid, half inquisitive
gleams upon the countenance of the sick lady, clothed:
entirely in white muslin, who lay stretched on a green:
sofa in calm sleep.

Silent, and with folded arms, Maximilian stood a.
little while before the sleeping figure, and gazed on
the beautiful limbs which the light garments revealed
rather than covered; and every time that the lamp
threw a ray of light over the pale countenance, his
heart quivered. “For God’s sake!” he said softly,
“What is that? What memories are awaking in me?
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Yes, now I know. This Whlte form on the green
ground, yes, nOW........

At this moment the mvalzd awoke, and gazing
-out, as it were, from the depths of a dream, the tender
dark-blue eyes rested upon him, asking, entreating
......... “What were you thinking of, just now,
Maximilian?” she said, in that awful, gentle voice so
often found in consumptives, and Whe1e1n we seem to
recognise the lisping of children, the twittering of
birds, and the gurgle of the dying. “What were you
thmkmg of, just then, Maximilian?”’ she repeated
again, and started up so hastily that the long curls,
like roused snakes, fell in ringlets around her head.

“For God’s sake!” exclaimed Maximilian, as he
‘gently pressed her back on to the sofa, “lie still, do
1ot talle; T will tell you all I think, I feel, yes, what
I myself do not know!

“In faet,” he pursued, “I scarcely know what I
was thinking and feeling just now. Dim visions of
<hildhood were passing through my mind. I was
thinking of my mother’s castle, of the deserted garden
there, of the beautiful marble statue that lay in the
CrasS........ I said, ‘my mother’s castle,” but pray do
not imagine anything grand and magnificent. To this
name I have imdeed accustomed myself; my father
always laid a special emphasis on the words, ‘the
castle,” and accompamed them always with a singular
smile. The meaning of that smile I understood later,
‘when, a boy of some twelve years, I travelled with
‘my mother to the castle. It was my first journey.
"We spent the whole day in passing through a thick
forest; I shall never forget its gloomy horror; and
only towards evening did we stop before a long cross-
‘bar which separated us from a large meadow. Here
‘we waited nearly half-an-hour before the boy came
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out of the wretched hut near by, removed the barrier,
and admitted us. I say ‘the boy,” because old Martha
always called her forty years’ old nephew ‘the lad.’
To receive his gracious mistress worthily, he had as-
sumed the livery of his late uncle; and it was in
consequence of its requiring a little previous dusting
that he had kept us waiting so long. Had he had time,
he would have also put on stockings; the long red
legs, however, did not form a very marked contrast
with the glaring scarlet coat. Whether there were
any trousers underneath I am unable to say. Our
servant, John, who had likewise often heard of ‘the
castle,” put on a very amazed grimace as the boy led
us to the little ruined building in which his master had
lived. He was, however, altogether at a loss when
my mother ordersd him to bring in the beds. How
could he guess that at the ‘castle’ no beds were to be
found, and my mother’s order that he should bring
bedding for us he had either not heard or considered
as superfluous trouble.

“The little house, only one storey high, which in
its best days contained, at the most, five habitable
rooms, was a lamentable picture of transitoriness.
Broken furniture, torn carpets, not one window-frame
left entire, the floor pulled up here and there, every-
where the hated traces of the wantonest military
possession. ‘The soldiers quartered with us have al-
ways amused themselves,” said the boy, with a silly
smile. My mother signed that we should all leave her
alone, and while the boy and John were busying them-
selves, I went out to see the garden. This also offered
the most disconsolate picture of ruin. The great trees
were partly destroyed, partly broken down, and
paragsites were scornfully spreading over the fallen:
trunks. Here and there by the grown-up boz-bushes
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the old paths might be recognised. Here and there
also stood statues, for the most part wanting heads,
or at all events noses. I remember a Diana whose
lower half the dark ivy grew round in a most amusing
way, as I also remember a Goddess of Plenty, out of
whose cornucopia mere ill-odorous weeds were bloom~
ing. Only one statue had been spared from the malice
of men and of time; it had, indeed, been thrown from
off its pedestal into the high grass; but there it lay,
free from mutilation, the marble goddess with pure
lovely features and the noble deep-cleft bosom, which
seemed, as it glowed out of the grass, like a Greek
revelation. I almost started when I saw it; this form
inspired me with a singular feeling, and bashfulness
kept me from lingering Iong near so sweet a sight.

“When I returned to my mother, she was standing'
at the window, lost in thought, her head resting on her
right arm, and the tears were flowing over her
cheeks. I had never seen her weep so before.
She embraced me with passionate tenderness, and
asked my forgiveness, because, owing to John’s
negligence, I should have no regular bed. ‘Old
Martha,” she said, ‘s very ill, dear child, and eannot
give up her bed to you; but John will arrange the
cushions out of the coach, so that you will be able to
sleep upon them, and he can also give you his cloak for
a covering. I shall sleep on the straw; this was my
dear father’s bedroom; it was much better here once.
Leave me alone!’ And the tears came still more im~
petuously.

“Whether it was owing to my unaccustomed place
of rest or to my disturbed heart, I could not sleep.
The moonlight streamed in through the broken
window-panes, and seemed to allure me but into the
bright summer night. I might lie on the right or the
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left side, close my eyes or impatiently open them
again~—I could still think of nothing but the lovely
marble statue I had seen lying in the grass. 1 could
not understand the shyness which had come over me
at the sight of it; T was vexed at this childish feeling,
and ‘To-morrow,” I said softly to myself, ‘to-morrow
I will kiss you, you lovely marble face, kiss you just
on that pretty cormer of your mouth where the lips
melt into such a sweet dimple?” An impatience T had
never before felt was stirring through all my limbs; I
could no longer rule the strange impuise, and I sprang
up at last with audacious vivacity, exclaiming, ‘And
why should I not kiss you to-night, you dear image?
Quietly, so that mother might not hear my steps,. I left
the house; with the less difficulty, since the entrance
was furnished with an escutchicon indeed, but no longer
with a door, and hastily worked my way through the
abundant growth of the neglected garden. There was
no sound; everything was resting silent and solemn
in the still. moonlight. The shadows of the trees
seemed to be nailed on the earth. In the green grass
lay the beautiful goddess, likewise motionless, yet no
stony death, but only a quiet sleep, seemed to hold her
lovely limbs fettered; and as I came near, I almost
feared lest the least noise should awake her out of her
slumber. I held_my breath, as I leant over to gaze
on the beautiful features; a shuddering pain thrust me
back, but a boyish wantonness drew me again towards
her; my heart was beating wildly, and at last I kissed
the lovely goddess with such passion and tenderness
and despair as I have never in this life kissed with
again. And I have never been able to forget the
fearful and sweet sensation which flowed through my
soul as the blissful cool of those marble lips touched
my mouth........ And so you see, Maria, that as I
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was just now standing before you, and saw you
lying in your white muslin garments on the green
sofa, your appearance suggested to me the white
marble form in the green grass. Had you slept any
;longer my lips would not have been able o resist—"

pressed for time: ZHEEAIEM, cast: (present, past,
past participle $3—1%), for God’s sake: 2:kEuEEA
Bk, BTRIBRS Nfe for goodness’ sake, for Heaven’s
sake, for pity’s sake, JR}EHIR,  the invalid: A,
dusting: #38, put on: B2,EH, box~-bushes: #H%
®y®tk,  Diana: FIaHEETXKE,  Goddess of Plenty: B
Amalthaea, FIOPEERIET. cornucopia : Amalthaea FiA&
R EANE B ARSN T DERERE.  eschot-
cheon: (eskuch’un), worked my way: REARTE,
nailed: HoREE.
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THE EMPEROR’S NEW CLOTHES

‘Many years ago there lived an Emperor, who was
so excessively fond of grand new clothes that he spent
all his money upon them, that he might be very fine.
He did not care about his soldiers, nor about the
theatre, and only liked to drive out and show his new
clothes. e had a coat for every hour of the day; and
just as they say of a king, “He is in council,” so they
always said of him, “The Emperor is in the wardrobe.”

In the great city in which he lived it was always
very merry; every day came many strangers; one day
two rogues came: they gave themselves out as
weavers, and declared they could weave the finest
stuff any one could imagine. Not omly were their
colors and patterns, they said, uncommonly beautiful,
but the clothes made of the stuff possessed the wonder-
ful quality that they became invisible to any one who
was unfit for the office he held, or was incorrigibly
stupid.

“Those would be capital clothes?” thought the
Emperor. “If I wore those, I should be able to find
out what man in my empire are not fit for the places
they have; I could tell the clever from the dunces.
Yes, the stuff must be woven for me directly!”

* And he gave the two rogues a great deal of cash:
in hand, that they might begin their work at once.

As for them, they put up two looms, and pre-
tended to be working; but they had nothing at all on
their looms. They at once demanded the finest silk
and the costliest gold; this they put into their own
pockets, and worked at the empty looms till late into
the night. .

“I should like to know how far they have got on
with the stuff,” thought the Emperor. But he felt
quite uncomfortable when he thought that those who
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-were not fit for their offices could not see it. He
‘believed, indeed, that he had nothing to fear for him-
self, but yet he preferred first to send some one else
‘to see how matters siood. All the people in the city
knew what peculiar power the stuff possessed, and all
‘were anxious to see how bad or how stupid their neigh-
‘bors were.

“T will send my honest old Minister to the
weavers,” thought the Emperor. ‘He can judge best
how the stuff looks, for he has sense, and no one
understands his office better than he.”

_Now the good old Minister went out into the hall
-where the two rogues sat working at the empty looms.

“Mercy on us!” thought the old Minister, and he
opened his eyes wide. “I cannot see anything at all'l”
But he did not say this.

Both the rogues begged him to be so good as to
come nearer, and asked if he did not approve of the
colors and the paitern. Then they pointed to the
empty loom, and the poor old Minister went on opening
his eyes; but he could see nothing, for there was
nothing to see.

“Mercy!” thought he, “can I indeed be so stupid?
I never thought that, and not a soul must know if.
Am I not fit for my office? No, it will never do for
‘me to tell that I could not see the stuff.”

“Don’t you say anything to it?’ asked one, as he
went on Weaving. :

“Q, it is charming—quite enchanting!” answered
+the old Minister, as he peered through his spectacles.
“What a fine pattern and what colors' Yes, I shall
tell the Emperor that I am very much pleased with it.”

“Well, we are glad of that,” said both the weavers;
and then they named  the colors, and explained the -
strange pattern. The old Minister listened attentive-
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ly, that he might be able to repeat it when the Emperor
came. And he did so. ) _ :

Now the rogues asked for more money, and silk
and gold, which they declared they wanted for weaving.
They put all into their own pockets, and not a thread
was put upon the loom; they continued to work at the
empty frames as before.

The Emperor soon sent again, dispatching another
honest officer of the court, to see how the weaving
was going on, and if the stuff would soon be ready.
He fared just like the first: he looked and looked, but
as there was nothing to be seen but the empty looms,
he could see nothing. .

“Is not that a pretty piece of stuff?”’ asked the
two rogues; and they displayed and explained the:
handsome pattern which was not there at all.

“T am mot stupid!” thought the man: “it must be
my good office, for which I am not fit. It is funny
enough, but I must not let it be noticed.” And so he
praised the stuff which he did not see, and expressed
his pleasure at the beautiful colors and charming
pattern. “Yes, it is enchanting,” he told the Emperor.

All the people in the town were talking of the
gorgeous stuff. The Emperor wished to see it him-
self while it was still upon the loom. With a whole
crowd of chosen men, among whom were also the two
honest statesmen who had already been there, he went
to the two cunning rouges, who were now weaving-
with might and main without fibre or thread.

“Is not that splendid?”’ said the two statesmen,
who had already been there once. “Does not your
Majesty remark the pattern and the colors?’ And
they pointed to the empty loom, for they thought that
the others could see the stuff.

“What’s this?” thought the Emperor. “I can see
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nothing at all! That is terrible. Am I stup1d‘7 Am
I not fit to be Emperor? That would be the most
dreadful thing that could happen to me. O, it is very
pretty!” he said aloud. “It has our hlghest appro-
bation.” And he nodded in a contented way, and
gazed at the empty loom, for he would not say that hé
saw nothing. The whole suit¢ whom he had with him
looked arnd looked, and saw nothing, any more than
the rest; but, like the Emperor, they said, “That is
pretty!” and counseled him to wear the splendid new
clothes for the first time at the great procession that
was presently to take place. “It is splendid, excel-
lent!” went from miouth to mouth. On all sides there
seemed to be general rejoicing, and the Emperor gave
the rogues the title of Imperial Court Weavers.

The whole night before the morning on which the
procession was to take place, the rogues were un, and
kept more than sixteen candles burning. The people
. .could see that they were hard at work, completing the
* Emperor’s new clothes. They pretended to take the
stuff down from the loom; they made cuts in the air
with great scissors; they sewed with needles without
thread; and at la,st they said, “Now the clothes are
ready!”

The Emperor came himself with his noblest
cavaliers; and the two rogues lifted up one arm as if
they were holding something, and said, “See, here are
the trousers! here is the coat! here is the cloak!” and
so on. “It is as light as a spider’s web: one would
ﬂflipk one had nothing on; but that is just the beauty
of it.,”

“Yes,” said all the cavaliers; but they could not
see anvthmg, for nothing was there ,

“Will your Imperial Majesty please to condescend
to take off your clothes?”’ said the rogues; “then we
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will put on you the new clothes here in front of the
great mirror.”

‘The Emperor took off his clothes, and the rogues
pretended to put on him each new garment as it was
ready; and the Emperor turned round and round
before the mirior.

“0, how well they look! how capitally they fit!”
said all. “What a pattern! what color! That is a
splendid dress!’

“They are standing outside with the canopy,
which is to be borne above your Majesty in the pro-
cession!” announced the head Master of the Cere-
monies.

“Well, T am ready,” replied the Emperor. “Does
it not suit me well?” And then he turned again to
the mirror, for he wanted it to appear as if he con-
templated his adormment with great interest.

The two chamberlains, who were to carry the
train, stooped down with their hands toward the floor,
just as if they were picking up the mantle; then they
pretended to be holding something in the air. They
did not dare to let it be noticed that they saw nothing.

So the Emperor went in procession under the rich
canopy, and every one in the streets said, “How incom-
parable are the Emperor’s new clothes! what a train
he has to his mantle! how it fits him!” No one would
let it be perceived that he could see nothing, for that
would have shown that he was not fit for his office, or
was very stupid.” No clothes of the Emperor’s had
ever had such a success as these.

“But he has nothing on!” a little child cried out
at last. ,
~ “Just hear what that innocent says!” said the
lfla?er: and one whispered to another what the child

ad said.
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“But he has nothing on!” said the whole people
at length. That touched the Emperor, for it seemed
to him that they were right; but he thought within
himself, “I must go through with the procession.”
And so he held himself a little higher, and the cham-
berlains held on tighter than ever, and carried the
irain whieh did not exist at all. '

[

gave themselves out aé: FMUMEES.  Capitsl, Brl,
LHH,EIBH,  have got on: BA7 (SRNTHR).
stood: 17,48, mercy on us] : (B3R interjection)
RETERFIS!, WL (S intetjection, I “Dea
mel” —iRRIRE),  pattern: ZERE.TEM(IRZNE).

sent: (send &y past)ITEA:Eif, (SR intransitive verb,
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excellently,  train: 72,
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THE CLOAXK

In a certain department there worked a cerfain
clerk whose name and patronymic was Akaky,
Akakievitch. He was not remarkable in any way—
short of stature, red-haired, shortsighted, with a bald
patch on his forehead and wrinkled cheeks; his com-
plexion was what we call hemorrhoidal. 'Who was to-
blame? The St. Pefersburg climate, no doubt. As
regards his rank (for it is, above all, essential to give
a man’s rank) he was what is known as a perpetuak
titular councillor—a rank that has been the sport of
many writers who possess the.praiseworthy habitude
of attacking those who cannot retaliate. ,

At the christening the infant cried and pulled &
wry foce; he seemed to have a presentiment that he
would one day be a titular councillor. This is how it
all came about.

When and how he had enfered the department,
and who had appointed him, no one could remember.
Directors and heads might come and go, but he wast
always found in the same place, and the same position,
with the same duties, the same style of writing; so
that people came to believe that he had been born into
the world, ready-made, as he was uniform, bald patel:
and all. The porters not only did not rise from their
seats when he came into the hall, but paid no more
heed than if he had been a common fly. The heads
treated him with a calm despotism. Some head-clerk’s
assistant would thrust a bundle of papers beneath his
very nose without so much as a “copy these, if you
blease,” or “here’s an interesting bit of business,” or
any pleasant word such as one hears in well-conducted
offices. And he would take the papers without a
glance at the person who handed them to him, or a
question of his right, and instantly settle down to copy
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them out. The younger clerks laughed at him and
sharpened their wits on him, as far as the office wit
‘would go; they invented stories about him which they
1epeatea in his very presence, saying, for instance,
that his landlady, an old woman of seventy, used tol
‘beat him. They would chaff him unmercifully about
Ther, ask when the wedding was to take place and
throw bits of paper on his head, meant for rice. But
Akaky Akakievitch answered not a word, as though
“the talk did not concern him at all. It never even in-
“terfered with his work; the whole time the chaff would
.go on he made not a single mistake in his writing. It
‘was only whenh some practical joker jogged his elbow
"that his patience gave out, and he flared up with a.

“Leave me alone! Why will you worry me?’ And
“there was a strange quality both in the words and the
-tone in which they were uttered; a quality that arous-
‘ed pity. One newly-appointed young man, imitating
‘the others, began to make fun of him, but he pulled
hzmself up suddenly as though fouched to the quick,
and since then, everything was changed for him, and
‘he saw Akaky Akakievitch in a new light. Some
supernatural power drew him away from his comrades,
‘whom he had taken for decent well-bred fellows.
Long afterwards, in the merriest of moments, he re-
called the little clerk with the bald patch on his head
and his touching words, “Leave me alone! Why will
Jyou worry me?’ And beneath these words he seemed
{0 hear the refrain, “Am I not your brother?”’ And
the poor young man would cover his face with his
hands and shudder at the age he lived in, when a man
was so mhuman and there was much senseless
bratality in his so-called refined good—breedmg—oh
'God! even a man whom the world regarded as upright
4nd honourable.
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No man was as absorbed in his work as Akaky
Akakievitch. It is little to say that he worked with
zeal—he worked with love. The act of copying
papers opened up to him a world of his own—a.
pleasont world, full of variety. An expression of
pleasure ilitted across his face when he settled down
to his task, and when he came to his favourite letters
he smiled and blinked his eyes and moved his lips
so that one could almost tell from his face what letters.
his pen was forming. Had he been promoted in pro-
portion to his zeal, he would have been a state coun~
cillor by now, but as his fellow-clerks said of him, he-
was always glued to khis work and the only reward he
reaped was piles. However, it would be unfair to say
that no notice was faken of him. A cerfain director
~—a worthy man—desiring to reward him for his long
service, arranged that he should be given more im-
portant work than copying, and the first thing that fell:
to his lot was a finished document in which he merely
had to alter the title page, and in places change some:
of the verbs from the first to the third person. This
caused Akaky Akakievitch so much trouble that he per~
spired and panted and at last said: '

“Please give me something to copy instead.”

From that day he was left to copy papers.

Besides copying, nothing else existed for him..
He never gave a thought to his dress, and his uniform.
was no longer green, but of a rusty, mealy hue.” His
collar was low and narrow, and though he had not a:
long neck it seemed unnaturally long, like the necks of
the. plaster kittens foreign venders carry on trays on
ﬂ}ew heads. And something was always sticking to
his coat, such as a piece of straw, or thread; and he
Possessed a wonderful knack of passing a window at
the exact moment when the inmate was pitching some
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Tubbish into the street, so that he invariably went
about with bits of melon and pumpkin rind lodged in
‘the brim of his hat. He never paid the least heed to
‘what went on daily in the street; unlike his fellowq
clerks, whose penetrating eyes never failed to detect
:a loose brace, a hanging trouser on the opposite side,
an incident which always brought a knowing smile to
“their lips. Akaky Akakievitch, however, if he look-
d at anything at all, saw nothing but his clear,
carefully written documents; it was only when some
horse’s head knocked against his shoulder and its
nostrils breathed violently into his very face that he
realised he was in the middle of the street, and not in
‘the middle of a document. When he reached home he
‘would sit down to the table and eat his soup, and a
piece of mutton aund onion, scarcely aware of their
‘taste, together with the flies and anything the Lord
cored to send at the time. His stomach filled, he
would rise from the table, take out an ink-pot and begin
-copying the papers he had brought home. If there
-<chanced to be no papers to copy for the office, he would
copy one for himself, particularly if the document
‘happened to be remarkable, not so much by its contents
as by the fact of its being addressed to some personage
-of importance.

Even in the hour when the grey St. Petersburg
sky had quite faded and the whole of the civil service
‘world had dined as best it could, each according to his
‘means and individual taste; when all were resting
from the departmental pen-scratching and the hurry
and scurry of one’s own and others’ occupations; when
every energetic man abandoned himself freely to the
enjoyment of his leisure, and some, the more venture-
some among them, hastened to a theatre; others into
the street to inspect the hat-shops; others to an even-
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ing party to flirt with some pretty girl—the star of a
small civil service sef—still others to spend the even-
ing with some fellow-clerk, who lived on the third or
fourth flour of some house in two tiny rooms with a
passage and perhaps a kitchen, furnished with eertain
pretensions to modern taste, in the chape of a Jamp or
some other object which had cost the family many
sacrifices in the form of dinners and little outings; in
a word, when all civil service clerks settled down to a
game of whist in the cramped abodes of their friends,
sipping their glasses of tea, eating cheap biscuits,
smoking long pipes, and varying the proceedings dur-
ing the deal by indulging in high society gossip, so
‘beloved by every Russian, or repeating the everlasting
story of the commandant who was informed that the
horse of the Falconet Monument had had- its tail
clipped; when all were trying their hardest to amuse
themselves, Akaky Akakievitch did not indulge in the
least distraction. No one could remember ever having
seen him at an evening party. Having written to his
heart’s content he would go to bed with a smile on his
face at the prospect of the morrow. What would he
be given to copy to-morrow? Thus flowed the life of
2 man with a wretched salary who was contented with
his lot, and would have flowed on perhaps to a good old
age had it not been for certain misfortunes that are
strewn on the path of life, not only of titular coun~-
cillors, but of privy councillors, and aulic councillors,
and all manner of councillors, and even of those who
neither give nor take counsel.

" In St. Petersburg every man with an income of
not more than four hundred roubles a year has a great
enemy in the northern frost, though some people will
persist in maintaining that it is healthy. At nine in
the morning, the very hour when the streets are filled
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with civil service clerks hurrying to their work, the
frost is so keen and biting that the poor fellows do not
know what to do with their noses. At the hour when
the foreheads of even the highest officials ache from
the frost and the tears come into their eyes, poor
titular councillors are oftentimes quite unprotected.
The only salvation is to cover the five or six streets
they have to traverse as quickly as possible, wrapped.
in their thin cloaks, and then to warm their feet well
in the porter’s room, thus thawing the energy and
working capacity lost on the way. Akaky Akakievitch
observed that for some time past his back and should-
ers were unusually affected by the frost, not
withstanding the fact that he ran to the office as fast
as be could. It occurred to him at last that his cloak
might be at fault. Examining it carefully at home he
discovered that in two or three places, particularly on
the back and shoulders, it was quite threadbare and
the lining was torn away from the cloth. The reader
must be told that Akaky Akakievitch’s cloak, too, had
been a subject of derision and laughter among his
fellow-clerks; it was not called by the dignified name
of cloak, it was talked of as a dressing-gown. Ang,
indeed, it was of a most unusual cut; the collar grew
smaller and smaller as the years went on, since bits of
it were used for patching other parts. The patches
did not boast the skill of a failor’s needle; they were
clumsily made and unsightly to look at. Realising
the state of the case, Akaky Akakievitch decided to
take the cloak to the tailor, Petrovitch. He lived on
the fourth fleor .of some back staircase, and, notwith-
, standing his one eye and pockmarked face, carried on
& comparatively profitable business repairing the coats
and trousers of civil service clerks and other people;
that is fo say, when he was in a scher enough eondition,
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and when his head was not occupied with some other
enterprise. We ought mot {0 have mentioned this
Petrovitch at all, but having done.so, customs has it
that we must say something about him, since every
person introduced into a story must be accounted for.
Years ago he used fo be known simply as Gregory;
that was in the days when he was serf to some land-
owner. It was after his emancipation that he began
te call himself Petrovifch, at the same time as he began
drinking heavily, too, on every holiday and fesitival;
at first on the more important ones, and then without
diserimination on every day in the Church calendar
that was marked with a cress. In this respeet he up-
held the habits of his forefathers, and when he
quarrelled with his wife he called her a worldly
woman and a German. As we have mentioned his
wife, we must just say a word or two about her,
though, unfortunately, little is known of her, except
the fact that Petrovitch had a wife and that she even
wore a cap, not & kerchief. She could not, however,
have boasted of beauty, for only the soldiers of the
guard were known to peep beneath her cap when they
met her in the streets; but they always made wry faces
and uttered strange exclamations.

Mounting the stairs leading to Petrovitch’s abode,
which, in justice be it said, had recently been washed
down with slops and was saturated with that spirit-
uous odour so hurtful to the eyes, with which one is
familiar on all the back staircases of St. Petersburg—
mounting the stairs, we repeat again, Akaky
Akakievitch was wondering what Petrovitch would
ask for the work, inwardly resolving to give no more
t}{an two roubles. Petrovitch’s door was open, for his
wife was cooking some fish and the kitchen was so
filled with fumes that even the cockroaches were not
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‘visible. Akaky Akakievitch passed through the kit-
chen, unobserved by Petroviteh’s wife, and entered &
-room where Petrovitch himself was seated on a broad,
plain deal table, eross-legged like a Turk. The first
thing that met the eye of Akaky Akakievitch was a big
familiar thumb with a deformed nail, strong and thick
-as a tortoise shell. Skeins of silk and thread hung
round Petrovitch’s neck, and some ragged garment lay
on his knees. For the last three minutes he had been
trying fo thread a needle, and at last he grew angry
“‘with the darkmess and the thread, and muttered to
himself, “It won’t go in, curse, damn.” Akaky
Akakievitch was annoyed that he had arrived at a mo-
ment when Petrovitch was out of humour; he liked to
deal with Petrovitch best when he was not so quar-
relsome, “when the drink had got the better of the one-
eyed devil,” as his wife used to say. On those
occasions he came down in his price more readily, and
even bowed to his customer and thanked him.- It is
frue that his wife never failed to appear on the scene
at such moments and lament that her husband had
agreed on the low price because he was drunk, but that
would only mean an additional twenty kopeks and the
matier was settled. On this day, it seemed, Petrovitch
“was in a sober mood and, consequently silent and
greedy. Akaky Akakievitch would have turned back
but it was too late. Petrovitch had fixed his one eye
upon him and Akaky Akakievitch involuntarily said,
“Good evening, Petroviteh.”

“Good evening, sir,” Petrovitch replied with a
squint at Akaky Akakievitch’s hands to see what
manner of prey the latter was bringing.

“T’'ve come to you, Petroviteh, for...... »

It must be observed that Akaky Akakievitch ex-
pressed himself mostly by the use of prepositions and

(58)



THE CLO0AR

adverbs and those parts of speech that have the least
meaning. If the matter in question happened to be a
.complex one, he would never finish his sentence; often
beginning with the words: “It is true, qulte——that
...... » with nothing to follow on, Akaky Akakievitch
thinking that he had suﬁic1ent1y explained himself.

“Let us see what it is,” Petrovitch said, examining
the cloak with his one eye from the collar to the
sleeves, from the skirit to the buttonholes, though it
was the work of his own hand, and he was familiar
with every stitch in it. But that is the custom with
tailors, the first thing they do When a client brings
thém a piece of work.

" “I came to . . . Petrovitch . . . the cloak

. the cloth . . . you see, it is quite good in most
places . . . A little dusty . . . makes it look old,
‘but it’s quite good, really . . . only here and there,
you see . . . on the back and on one shouler it is a
Tittle worn, and on this shoulder a little. . . . do
you see? But there is not much to dotoit . . .7

Petroviteh laid the cloak on the table and ex-
amined it for a long time, shaking his head; then he
reached over to the window-sill and took up a round
snuff-box, the lid of which was painted with the por-
{rait of a general, but what general it was no one
«could tell, for the paint on the place where the face
should have been was rubbed off and had been pasted
over with-a piece of paper. Petrovitch took a pinch
of snuff and held the cloak up against the light with
another shake of the head; then he examined the lining
and shook his head once more; again he took a pinch
©of snuff and snapping the hd with the general’s.
portrait and piece of paper, he spoke at last:

“Tt can’t be mended; the cloth is rotten.”

Akaky Akakievitch’s heart sank at the words.
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“But why not, Petrovitch?’ he asked in a plead~
ing, childlike voice. “It’s only a little worn on the
shoulders; I daresay you could find a piece or two . .””

" “I have pieces enough,” Petrovitch sdid. “We
are not hard up for pieces, but the cloth is too rotten to.
hold them. You have only to touch it with a needle-
and it will £all away.” :

“But you can patch parts.”

“There is no substance for the patches to hold on.
to; the cloth is so rotten that a strong wind will blow
it away.” ' ' ‘ )

“Then you must strengthen it. Surely it is . .”

“Impossible” Petroviteh said firmly. “The cloak

is too bad to repair. When the winter comes, you can
cut it up and make foot-cloths out of it. Socks have
no warmth; the Germans invented them to get more
money out of us (Petroviteh jibed at the Germans on
every possible occasion). And as for the cloak, I am.
afraid you kave got to have a new one.” )
- At the word “new” a mist rose before Akaky
Akakievitel’s eyes and everything in the room swam
before him. The only thing he saw clearly was Pet-
rovitch’s snuff-box with the general and piece of paper
basted on the lid. '

“New?” he queried, as though in a dream. “Buf
I have no money at all.” ,

“New, I fear,” Petrovitch repeated with callous
calmness. ‘

“And if I must, what would it . . . *

“Cost, you mean?”’

“YeS.J’ N

“A hundred and fifty would be a small figure to
mention,” Petrovitch said with a significant bite of the
lip. He liked to produce an effect, to bewilder his
client, then to take a sly look to see how his words had
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been taken.

“A hundred and fifty roubles for a cloak!” eried
poor Akaky Akakievitch, erying out for the first time,
perhaps, in his life; he was always distinguished for
the quietness of his speech.

“Yes,” Petrovitch replied. “And not much of a
cloak at that. With a marten colar and the hood lined
with silk, it would cost you two hundred.”

“Petroviteh, please,” Akaky Akakievitch pleaded
disregarding Petrovitch’s words and paying no heed
4o his effects, “try to mend the cloak so that it can last
for a little while at least.”

“It’s no good; work and money spent for noth-
ing,” Petrovitch said, and Akaky Akakievitch went
out at these words, absolutely crushed. And Pet—
rovitch stoed for a long while after his departure, hps
firmly pressed, pleased that he had not cheapened
himself or the dignity of his craft. ‘

Akaky Akakievitch walked out into the street as
in a dream. “A fine business, to be sure!” he said
40 himself. “Really, I did not thmk it would......”
and after a pause, he added: “So that’s how it is; I had
no idea it would end like that! dear mel” ,A long
silence ensued after which he again said: “Dear
me....... .vho would Have thought?....... What an
event! And after t geg.{ words, instead .of turning
‘home, he turned tnw Hitigly in the opposite direction.
He had not gone far when a dirty chimney-sweep
bamged irto him and blackened his shoulder; a little
further on, a trowelful of lime was dropped on hlm
from the top of a half- built house. But he was quite
oblivious to everything; it. was only when he barged
into a policeman who, with bayonet at his side, was
shaking some tobacco out of a box in to his horny hand
that he roused himself somewhat, and then because
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the policeman said to him:

, “Where the devil are you going to? Why don’t
“you keep on the pavement?” .
_ This caused him to look about him and to turn
home. Only then did he collect his thoughts and see
his position.in a proper light. He began to talk to
himself, not in abrupt broken sentences, but clearly
and reasonably as one talks to a sensible friend to
whom one has appealed for personal advice. “No,”
said Akaky Akakievitch; “it’s no use tackling Petro-
vitch to-day. He is so........He must have got a
beating from his wife.- T had better go to him on
Sunday morning. After the effects of Saturday night
he’ll be half-asleep, and then he’s sure to want money
for drink and his wife won’t give him any. I shalk
only have to slip a twenty-kopek piece into his hand,
and he’ll grow more amenable, and then the cloak...”
Thus Akaky Akakievitch reasoned with himself, try-
ing to keep up his courage, and the very first Sunday
when he saw Petroviteh’s wife leave the house, he
went straight in to the tailor. Petroviteh, be it said,
after the effects of Saturday night, was half-asleep;
he rolled his one eye and hung his head, but he no
sooner realized what was wanted of him than he said,
-.as though possessed of the very devil:

“Can’t, You must order a new one.”

b dAkaky Akakievitch slipped twenty, kopeks into his
and.

“Thank you, sir,” Petroviteh said. “Tll drink
glass to your health. And don’t you worry about your
cloak; it is no use for anything whatever. I shall
have to make you a new one, that’s certain.”

] Again Akaky Akakievitch began to talk of mend-
ing, but Petrovitch would not hear him.

“I shall have to make you a new one,” he saidj
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“you can rely on me; I'll try to do my best. I can
make it in the new fashion—the collar to fasten with
silver-plated buckles.”

Akaky Akakieviteh’s spirits fell, for he realised
that there was no other way out than to order a new
cloak. But how could he? Where would he get the
money to pay for it? There would, of course, be the
bonus at the next holiday, but the money had long been
apportioned and disposed of. He meeded new trousers
and the shoemaker must be paid an old debt for boot
repairs, and he must order three new shirts and two
unmentionable under-garments. In a word, the money
would all be spent, and even if the chief was gracious
enough to give him forty-five or even fifty roubles
instead of the usual forty, there would remain but a
paltry sum that would be as a drop in the ocean as fap
as the cloak was concerned. Though he knew full
well that Petrovitch liked to quote a price that astoni-
shed his wife even, and made her exclaim: “Are you
mad, you fool? One day you work for nothing and
the next you ask a price that you’re not worth your-
self!” and that Petrovitch would make the cloak for
eighty roubles; still, where was he to get even eighty
roubles? He might manage half the sum; a little
more, perhaps, but where would the other half come
from? The reader must first learn where the first
half was to come from. Out of every rouble he spent,
Akaky Akakievitch made a habit of saving two kopecks
which he put into a large money-box, changing them at
the end of each half-year into silver. In this manner,
after many years, he had managed to save about forty
roubles. But where would he get the rest of the sum
needed? Akaky Akakievitch puzzled over the dilemma
and ressolved to cut down his ordinary expenses for at
least a year. He could forgo his evening tea, do with-
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out candles; if he had to work in the evening he eoulc
always go in to his landlady’s; he would have to stex
lightly over the stones in the street, walk almost of
tip-toe, thus to save shoe-leather; he would send his
Uinen to the wash less often and, in order to keep i
clean as long as possible, he could take his under:
clothes off in the evening and sit in his old, worn
totton dressing-gown.. )

It must honestly be said that he found it difficuli
1o accustom himself to these privations at first, but by
degrees he grew used te them and all went well; he
even resigned himself to evenings of hunger, having
in consolation 4 certain spiritual satisfaction in the
contemplation of his future cloak. During those days
his life seemed to have grown richer; he might have
become married; it seemed as though some other per-
son was always with him, some dear friend with whom
he trod the path of life, and this friend was noné
other than his future cloak, padded with thick wadding
and lined with a strong lasting lining. He was more
animated, more resolute, like a man with a definite
burpose in view. Doubt and uncertainty disappeared
from his face and his manner; 2 fire was occasionally
seen in-his eye, and the most daring, audacious thoug=
hts floated about in his brain. Could he not rise to o
marten collar? The very thought reduced him %o a
state of blankness, once niearly causing him 16 make
& mistake in his writing, but he recovered himself with
an “Oh, dear!” 'and made the sign of the cross. AY
least once a month he paid a visit to Petrovitch to talk
about his new cloak, asking where he should buy thé
stuif, what colour it should be, what price he should
pay, and though somewhat preoccupied he always
returned home reflecting that some day, soon, he would
actually buy the stuff and the cloak would be made:
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The time passed sooner than he had expected. Beyond
Akaky Akakieviteh’s wildest dreams the chief had
given him a2 sum of sixty roubles; not forty, or forty-
five, ag he had supposed. Did the man realise that
Akakievitch needed a new cloak, or was it pure coin-
cidence? Be that as it maey, Akaky Akakievitch found
himself with twenty extra roubles. This circumst-
ance hastened the matter. But two or three months
more of semi-starvation and Akaky Akakievitch would
possess eighty roubles. His heart, usually so calm,
began to beat fast. The very next day he and Pet-
rvovitch set out to shop. They bought some very good
cloth, having decided on it some six months before-
hand and gone every month to inquire about the
price; Petroviteh himself said that a better cloth could
not be found. For a lining they chose a good stout
sateen which, according to Petirovitch’s words, was
better than silk and richer and more shiny Marten was
out of the question, it being too dear, but, instead, a
cat-skin was chosen—the best in the shop—at a dist-
ance it might have been taken for marten. Petrovitch
took two weeks to make the cloak; he would have
taken less time had there not been so many fastenings.

For the work he charged twenty roubles; he could not
take less, for the cloak was sewn throughout with silk
in close double seams which Petroviteh had bitten into
various patterns with his own teeth. It was on—the
day is hard to recall—but it was probably the happiest
day of Akaky Akakievitech’s life, when Petrovitch at
last brought home his cloak. He brought it in the
morning, a little before the hour when Akaky Akakie-
vitch usually set out for the office. It could not have
arrived at a more opportune moment, for that very.
day there was a hard frost and the Weathnl showed
every sign of turning colder. Petrovitch appeared
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with the cloak, as a good tailor should. Akaky Aka-
kievitch had never seen such an air of importance
about him. He seemed fully conscious of the dignity
of the work that bhad raised him from a tailer who
repaired old clothes to a tailor who made new ones.
He took the cloak out of the handkerchief in which it
was wrapped, which had just ecome back from the
wash, and then put it into his pocket for private use.
He shook out the cloak and looked at it proudly; then
holding it in both hands he threw it skifully over
Akaky Akakievifch’s shoulders, smoothed it down at
the back and dreped it artistically about Akaky Aka-
kievitch’s figure. Akaky Akakievitch, in considera-
tion of his years, insisted on trying it on with the
sleeves. Petrovitch helped him get into the sleeves,
and even then the effect was perfect. Admiring his
handiwork, Petrovitch did not let slip the opportunity
to say that he had charged a low price because he had
known Akaky Aksakieviich for so long, and because
he lived in a back street without a sign-board; a tailor
on the Nevsky Prospect would have charged him
eighty-five roubles for the work alone. Akaky Aka-
kievitch had no desire to go into the matter; even the
mention of the large sums Petrovitch was so fond of
talking about frightened him. He paid him, thanked
him, and departed for his office in his new cloak.
Petroviteh followed him and stopped in the strest io
admire the cloak; then he rushed up 2 little alley and
ran round the other side in order to meet the cloak
full-face. Meanwhile, Akaky Akakievitch walked
along in the happiest of moods. Every moment he
was conscious of the new cloak on his shoulders, and
now and again he smiled with inner satisfaction.
Two advantages had come with the cloak—in the first
place it kept him warm; in the second, it gave him
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such a pleasant feeling to. wear it. He arrived at the
office without having noticed the way he had come, and
taking off the cleak he examined it, then handed it to
the porter, cautioning him to take great care of it.
Naturally, everyene in the office soon heard of Akaky
Akakieviteh’s cloak and of the disappearance. of the
“dressing-gown,” and everyone rushed out into the
hall to see it. Akaky Akakievitch was complimented
and congratulated on all hands. At first he smiled,
then became embarrassed; and when all insisted that
he must give a party to celebrate the occasion, Akaky
Akakievitch quite lost his head and did not know what
to say, nor how to excuse himself. He fiushed red and
was about to explain that it was not a new cloak at all,.
but one he had for some time, when one of the men, an
assistant of one of the heads, to show that he was not
a snob, no doubt, said: “All right, you fellows, Akaky
Akakievitch and I will give a party to-night; come to-
my place all of you to tea. It happens to be my
Saint’s doy.”

The other clerks immediately congratulated the-
man and accepted the invitation readily. Akaky Aka-
kievitch was about to decline, but the rest assured him
that it would be rude and a shame and so on, so there:
was nothing to be done but to accept the invitation,
too. Soon he experienced a sense of satisfaction that-
he would be able to wear his cloak in the evening. The
day was a memorable one for Akaky Akakievitch.
He came home in the best of spirits, took off his cloak,
hung it carefully on the wall, once more examined the
cloth and the lining; he brought out his old cloak and’
compared the two. He could not help smiling—the
dlﬂ:’erence was so great! And even during dinner he
smiled now and again when he remembered the con-
dition of his “dressing-gown.” Dinner over, he did
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not sit down to copy papers, but lay down on the bed
waiting for the evening. At the appointed hour he
dressed, put on-his cloak and went out into the street.
Unfortunately, we cannot say where the clerk who
“was giving the party lived, our memory fails us in this
respect—the streets and houses of St. Petersburg are
so confusing—however, we have no doubt that he lived
in the better part of the town, a long way from the
abode of Akaky Akskievitch. At first Akaky Aka-
kievitech passed. through several dark and deserted
streets, but as he neared the clerk’s home the streets
grew brighter and livelier; there were many pedest-
rians, pretty, fashionably dressed women among them,
and men with beaver collars on their coats; not a
single cheap hack was about; smart drivers in red
velvet caps with varnished sleighs and bear rugs flew
over the snow, and the crunching whsels of carriages
with ornamental box-seats. Akaky Akakievitch
stared at everything in wonder; for some years he had
not been out of the house at night. He stopped before
4 brightly illuminated shop window in which was the
picture of a pretty woman throwing off her shoe and
-exposing a pretty leg; behind her in a doorway stood
2 man with side whiskers and a tuft of hair beneath
his lower lip. Akaky Akakievitch shook his head
‘with a smile, then went on his way. Why did he
smile? Had he seen something that to him was
strange and unfamiliar, something that every man
carries a knowledge of deep down in his heart? Or
had he said to himself, like most ecivil service clerks,
““These Frenchmen to be sure! What can you expect
of them? What won’t they do?’ But perhaps he
sthought nothing at all; you cannot probe deeply into
another man’s soul. At last he reached the house. The
<lerk lived in grand style; there was a light on the
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stairs; the flat was on the second floor. Entering the
hall, Akaky Akakieviich was confronted with rows of
goloshes. Among them, in the middle of the floor,
stood a samovar boiling and bubbling. From the next
room issued a hubbub of voices, which grew more
distinet when the door opened and a servant came out
with a trayful of empty glasses, cream-jug and sugar-
basin. The company had evidently arrived and
partaken of their first glasses of tea. Hanging up his
coat, Akaky Akakievitch entered the room; men, pipes,.
candles, card-tables flashed before his eyes and his ear
was struck by the sound of voices on all sides and the
noise of moving chairs. He stopped awkwardly in the
middle of the room, wondering what to do next, but
the company had already seen him. He was greeted
loudly; everyone immediately went into the hall once
more to inspect his cloak. Soon, however, Akaky
Akakievitch and his cloak were forgotien for the
greater attraction of the card-tables. The noise, the
crowd, the conversation, all seemed wonderful to
Akaky Akakievitch. He was at a loss to know what to:
do with his hands, with his feet, with himself gen-
earlly. He sat down at a card-table, stared at the
faces of the players, and soon he began to yawn; he
was beginning to feel bored, for the hour had long
come when he usually retired to rest. He wanted to
take leave of his host, but the others would not let
him go, saying that they must drink champagne in
honour of the new clecak. An hour later supper was
served, cold mutton, pasties, pies and champagne.
Akaky Akakievitch was compelled to drink two
glasses, after which everything in the room began to
take on a brighter hue. Still he did not forget that
twelve o’clock had come and that he ought to have
been at home long ago. Fearing that his host might
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detain him, he slipped quietly out of the room and
went in search of his cloak, which, unfortunately, he
found on the fldor. He shook if, removed every
particle of dust, put it on, and walked down the stairs
and out into the street. It was still light without. A
few little shops were still open—the haunts of all
kinds of low people—and those that were closed still
showed lights within, where man-servants and maid-
servants were doubtless busy discussing their masters
and mistresses who were blissfully ignorant of their
- whereabouts. Akaky Akakievitch walked along in
the very best of spirits; he was about fo set off af @
frot whén a woman dashed out from somewhere and
flashed past him as guick as lightning; every part of
the woman’s body seemed to be alive. Akaky Akakie-
viteh stopped, then went quietly on his way, wondering
"how he had managed to walk so fast. Soon he reached
the deserted streets that were lonely even by day. Now
they seemed darker and more deserted than ever; the
street-lamps were few and far between, and the oil
“in them had evidently burned out; wooden houses and
fences were seen, but not a soul was in sight, only
snow sparkled on the ground, throwing into relief the
dark, silent little houses. He came to a big sguare
-where the houses on the opposite side were hardly
- visible; it was terribly lonely and deserted; a light in
-4 sentry-box glimmering in the distance, seemed far,
far away, as though at the other end of the world.
Akaky Akakievitch’s spirits fell. He began to cross
the square with a feeling of apprehension and a fore-
‘boding of iil in his heart. He glariced from side to
side as though in the middle of the ocean. “No, it is
‘better to shut it out,” he thought and walked on with
eyes closed, and when at last he opened them to see if
he had reached the end of the square, he was con-
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fronted by some whiskéred men whom hé could not see
distinctly. A miist rose before his eyes and his heart
beat fast.

“The cloak is mine!” thunderéd a voice, and he
was seized by the collar.

Akaky AKakievitch opened his mouth o ery for
help when a big fist was thrust into it and a voice
said, threateningly:

“You just darel”

Akaky Akakievitch felt his cloak taken from him,
then he felt a kick that sent him sprawling backwards
in the snow, and then he felt no more. When he re-
gained consciousness a few minutes later, he got up
and looked about him, but no one was in sight. He
was cold, and reéalising that his cloak was gone, he
cried aloud for help, but his voice was not loud enough
to reach the other end of the square. Desperate and
crying cut wildly, he r¥ah across the square straight to
the sentry-box, where a policeman stood leaning on
his rifle, wondering who the devil was the man coming
towards him. Akaky Akalieviteh rushed up to him
and, panting, began to abuse him for sleeping in his
sentry-box instead of doing his duty. The policeman
declared that he had seen nothing more than that two
nen had stopped him in.the middle of the square, but
believing them to be friends of his, he had taken no
Turther notice, and that instead of abusing him for
nothing whatever he had much better go to the super-
intendent to-morrew; the superintendent might help
him to récover his cloak. Akaky Akakievitch reached
home in a miserable state; his hair—what little there
Was left of it oh the temples and nape of the neck—
was dishevelled; his clothes were covered with snow.
At his loud knock his landlady hutried ffom her bed
to open the door, leaving one slipper behind in her
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haste and holding her night-dress over her bosom
modestly; at the sight of Akaky Akakievitch she
stepped back in horror. When he explained what
had happened to him she threw up her hands and
advised him to go to a certain inspector she knew——the
policeman at the sentry-box would probably do noth-
ing at all-—Anna, her late cook, was now nurse in this
inspector’s family and she saw him often herself as he
rode past the house, and she saw him toe, at church
each Sunday, where he kept a kindly eye on everybody
as he said his prayers and must, to all appearances, be
a respectable person. Having heard her solution of
the problem, Akaky Akakievitch went sadly into his
own room. Only those who can feel for others can
judge how he spent the rest of that night. He set out
early the next morning to the inspector’s house, and’
was informed that he was still in bed; he went there
again at eleven o’clock, to find that the inspector was
not at home, and again at dinner-time, but the clerks
would not admit him without knowing on what bus-
iness he had come, till at last, his patience exhausted,
Akaky Akakievitch asserted himself and spoke sharply
for once in his life, saying that he must see the
inspector for himself, that he had come ‘from the
department on some government business and would
not be denied admittance, and that any one who dared
to interfere with him would have to reckon with him,
and words to that effect. To this the clerks had noth-
ing further to say and one of them went in to the
inspector. The latter received the story of the stolen
cloak sceptically. Instead of devoting his attention
to the main 4ssue of the case, he put all manner of
questions to Akaky Akakievitech—Why had he return-
-ed home so late? Had been he to a house of ill-fame?
—until Akaky Akakievitch was so embarrassed that
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he tock his leave, not knowing whether he had advanc~
ed the matter of the cloak or no. For the first time
in his life he did not go to the office, appearing there
next day white as a ghost in his old cloak, which look-
ed more wretched and older than ever.

The story of the stelen cloak touched the hearts of
nearly all his fellow clerks, though some were not
wanting who made sport of it, too. It was decided to
collect subscriptions for a mew cloak, but the sum
raised was a small one as the clerks had many
demands upon their pockets; there was the director’s
portrait to be subscribed for, and that book written by
a friend of the director’s and so on. One man, at any
rate, moved by pity, resolved to give Akaky Aka-
kieviteh sound advice. He told him not to go to the
police-superintendent at ali, because even if the police
found the cloak merely from a desire to please the
department, he would not be able to claim it unless he
could produce irrefutable proofs that it belonged to
him; instead he advised him fo appeal to a particular
great person, which great person would write to or
see the proper people concerned to expedite the case.
Since there was nothing else to be done, Akaky Aka-
kievitch resolved to go to this great person. Who he
was and what position he occupied remains a mystery
to this day, but it must be said that the particular
great person had only recently become a great person
and that he had previously been quite a small person.
However, even now his position is not so very great
compared to others greater than his, but some people
imagine that to seem great in the eyes of others is
10 be great. Moreover, this particular great person
did his best to enhance his greatness in different ways,
such as making his subordinates greef him on the
stairs when he came to the office, or, not to permit any
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report to be made direct to him; the strictest
regilarity had to be observed before g report reached
him; a collegiate registrar had to report to a district
secretary, a district secretary to a titular councillor,
and so on, until, in due course, the matter came to him.
It is thus our holy mother Russia becomes infected
with a spirit of imitation; every subordinate imjtates
his chief and does what he does.

It is said that a certain titular councillor who had
been promoted to the headship of a smail department
immediately partitioned off a part of the room for
himself which he called “the audience-chamber”: he
had two porters in uniform placed at the door to admit
anyone who desired to enter “the audience-chamber,”
which was hardly big encugh to hold an ordinary writ-
ing-desk. The rules and customs of the great person
were Imposing, though somewhat involved. Severity
was the main-spring of his system.

“Severity, severity and severity,” he used to say,
looking gravely into the face of the person he addres-
ed, though, in truth, there was little need of severity~=
the ten clerks or so composing the staff of his office
wele, in any case, in a constant state of terror, and
when they heard him at a distance, would throw down
- their work and stand erect until he had passed
through the room. There was an atraosphere of sever-
ity in his daily intercourse with his subordinates, and
his remarks usually consisted of the three sentences,
“How dare you? Do you know whom you are speaks
iig to? Do you realise who is before you?’ At heart
he was a kindly man, always ready to do a good deed
for a friend, but the rank of gemeral had made him
lose his head. When among people of his own rank
he was quite tolerable and sensible, but when he haps=
pened to be in the company of people who vwere but
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one degree below him in rank, he would not say 3
word and became quite zmposszble His condition was
one to arcuse.pity, particularly as he himself realised
that he might have been enjoying himself if he chose.
A strong desire to participate in some interesting con-
versation or to join some group would sometimes be
gesn in his eye, but invariably he was held back by the
thought that it might be lowering to his dignity. As
a result he remained for ever silent, occasionally per-
haps ultering some monosyllabic sound. Thus he
gainad the reputation of being a bore.

Tt was to a great person of this description that
our Akaky Akakievitch appeared at an unpropitious
and inconvenient moment. The great person was in
his private room talking to an old friend of his who
‘had just arrived from the country and whom he had
not seen for many years, when the name of Akaky
was announced.

“Who is he?”’ he asked curtly.

“A civil service clerk,” was the reply. 7
; “QOh, let him wait! I don’f receive people at this

our.”

Now it must be said that the great person had
told a lie. This was the hour in which he received
people; he had long finished what he had to say. to his
friend, the conversation had long been interspersed
‘with lengthy pauses, slappings of thighs with a “Well,
Ivan Abramoviteh!” or, “Well, Stefan Varlamowtch'”
only he wished to impress his fnend with the fact that
he had the power to keep a man waiting in his ante-
room. At last, after much mere talk and more pauses,
having ﬁmshed their cigars in their comfortable
upholstered arm-chairs, he said to his secretary whe
came in with some papers:

“Some clerk is waiting there, I believe; tell him to
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come in.”

At sight of humble Akaky Akakievitch and his
old cloak he turned to him abruptly asking “What is
your business?” in a harsh severe tone practised at
some pains in his own private room at home before
the looking-gldss a week before he had been promoted
to the rank of general and had taken up his present
position. Timid Akaky Akakievitch grew more timid
still; as far as his tongue would allow him he explained
that he had been robbed of a new cloak; that he had
come in the hope that the general would do something’
for him, write to the police superintendent or to whom-
ever else it was necessary to try and recover the cloak.
The general, for some reason or ancther, considered
his conduct as disrspectful.

“Sir,” he began severely, “don’t you know the
usual procedure in these matters? Why did you
come to me direct? You ought to have lodged =
petition in the department to be passed on to the head-
clerk, then to the head of the department, then to my
secretary and then to me.”

“But, your excellency,” Akaky Akakievitch said,
trying to summon up the little courage that was left
to him, “I took the liberty of coming to you direct,
. your excellency, because secretarles are...... such
such hopless people........ »

“What? What? What?’ demanded the great per-
son. “Is this the spirit in which you have come?
‘Where did you pick up such ideas? Is this the way
you young men regard your elders and betters?”’

The great person could hardly have observed that
‘Akaky Akakievitch was over fifty, and that he could
only be regarded as a young man in relation to men off
eighty.

“Do you know whom you are speaking to? Do
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you realise who is standing before you? Do you, I
ask?’

At this point he stamped his foot with rage, and
raised his voice to such a high pitch that a less timid
man than Akaky Akakievitch would have quaked with
fear. Akaky Akakievitch was quite stunned; he
swayed backwards and forwards; if a porter had not
caught him in time he would havn fallen on the floor. .
He was carried out insensible. And the great person,
pleased at the effect he had produced, an effect which
had exceeded his utmost expectation, and quite
intoxicated with the thought that a word from him
could cause a2 man to lose his senses, looked askance at
his friend to see how the latter had taken the scene; he
noticed, not without a feeling of satisfaction, that his
friend, too, seemed almost to fear him.

Akaky Akakievitch did not remember how he
managed to walk down the stairs and out info the
street; there was no sensation in his arms or legs;
never in his life had he been so severely reprimanded
by a general, and a strange general at that. He
fought his way through the howling wind, open-
mouthed. The wind, in the usual St. Petersburg way,
blew from every suie, from every street and alley.
He caught a severe cold, which developed into quinsy;
when he reached home he was unable to speak a word,
and went straight to bed. A reprimand may some-
times produce an effect so terrible! On the following
day he was in a raging fever. With the aid of the St.
Petershurg climate the malady developed more quickly
than one would have expected, and when the doctor
came and felt his pulse, there was nothing that could
be done, so he ordered fomentations, for no other pur-
pose apparently than that it should not be said that
the patient had died without medical aid. For all
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that, in a few hours, he pronounced his condition as
hopeless, and turning to the landlady said, “You had
better order a pine-coffin for him as quickly as you
can; he cannot afford an oak one.”

Did Akaky Akakievitch hear these fateful words?
and if so, what effect did they produce on him? Did
he regret his wretched life? No one could tell, for
Akaky Akakievitch was delirious. Apparitions, each
more terrible than the last, appeared before him con~
tinuously ; now he could see Petrovitch from whom he
was ordering a cloak to be made with some wonderful
trap for thieves; the thieves were under the bed, and
Akaky Akakievitch kept calling to the landlady to
come and pull one out from the very bed-clothes; now
he asked why his old cloak was hanging there when
he had a new one; now he imagined himself befere the
general, hearing his abuse and muttering “I am sorry,
your excellency!” and then followed oaths such as
caused the old landlady to eross herself hurriedly; she
had never heard Akaky Akaldevitch use such language,
particularly in connection with words such as “your
excellency.” Later, no sense at all could be made of
what he said, the only clear thing being that his
disordered brain centred round the cloak. Soon poor
Akaky Akakievitch breathed his last. Neither his
room nor his belongings were sealed, for, in the first
place he had no successors to inherit them, and in the
second he had litile to leave. His property consisted
of a bundle of quill-pens, a quire of government paper,
three pairs of socks, and twe or three buttons that
had come off his trousers, and the familiar “dressing-
gown.” God knows who inherited them. I eonfess
that the person who told me the story was not even
interested in the question. Akaky Akakievitch was
buried, and St. Petersburg was left without Akaky
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Akakievitch, as though he had never existed. Thug
there disappeared a creature, uncherished and unloved,
who failed to arouse so much. as the curiosity of a
common fly—a creature who had humbly submitfed to
the jeers of his fellow workers and to whom no evente
ful thing had ever happened until the very end, when,
for a brief spaece, his life was brightened by the pos-
session of a cloak that had brought down on his head
misfortune of such magnitude as though he might
have been one of the mighty of the world.

Four days later a porter from the office called at
his lodging to say that the chief insisted on his return-
ing to work, but the porter went back without Akaky
Akakievitch, announcing that the latter could not
comne. ,

To the question “Why?” he replied simply:

“Because he is dead; he was buried four days
ago.”

This is how the news of Akaky Akakievitch’s

death reached the office, and on the following day a
new clerk was installed in his place, 2 man taller of
stature than Akaky Akakievitch; his writing was not
straight and even as thet of Akaky Akakievitch; he
wrote a sloping, crooked hend.

Who would have believed that this was not the
last of Akaky Akakievitch and that for a few days he
was destined to become famous after his death, as
t}lough to compensate him for the shadowy, colourless
life he had led? But that is what actually happened,
and our poor story unexpectedly assumes a fantastie
ending. A rumour suddenly spread throughout St.
Petersburg that Kalinkin Bridge and the neighbour-
hoqd was haunted at night by a ghost in the garb of
a civil service clerk, looking for a stolen cloak. Under
this pretext he snatched the cloaks from the shoulders
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of any passers-by, irrespective of their rank and
station—cloaks lined with cat, cloaks lined with
beaver, wadding, and raccoon, cloaks lined with bear
or any sort of skin man uses for the protection of his
own. One of the office clerks had seen the ghost with
his own eyes and recognised Akaky Akakievitch. He
was so terrified that he bolted as fast as he could, and
was unable, consequently, to get a good look at the
ghost; having observed from a distance only that the
ghost shook a finger at him threateningly. There
were endless complaints on all sides, not only on the
part of titular councillors but of others whose backs
went bare owing to the ghost. The police resolved to
catch him af all costs, dead or alive, and mete him out
such a punishment that he would act as an example
to others. They very nearly succeeded. It fell to the
lot of a certain constable in Kirushkin Street to seize
the ghost by the collar in the very act of his crime,
just as he was snatching a cloak from the shoulders of
some retired musician, a flute-player in his dey. The
constable’s cries brought along two other constables.
He ordered them to hold the prisoner while he dived
down into the leg of his boot for his snuff-box in order
to revive his frozen nose with a pinch, but the spuff
was so strong evidently that it was too much for a
ghost even. The constable had hardly covered his
right nostril with his thumb than the ghost sneezed
50 violently as to send the snuff into the eyes of the
three of them. When they raised their fists to rub
their eyes the ghost had vanished so completely that
they began to doubt if they had really held him at
all. From that night the whole of the police were in
such terror of ghosts that they feard to arrest even
the living and cried to an offender from s distance,
*Go thy way in peace!” Then the ghost of the civil
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service clerk began to walk beyond the Kalinkin
Bridge, bringing terror to the hearts of timid péople.
But we must hot forget a certain great person who
was more or less the cause of the fantastic turn this
perfectly true story has taken. A sense of justice
forces me to say that the ceértain great person éx-
perienced a feeling of pity after the departure of poor,
crushed Akaky Akakievitch. Pity was not foreign to
his nature; his heéart was susceptible to many kindly
emotions, but his rank prevented him from showing
them. As scon as his friend had left him his thoughts
recirred to poor Akaky Akakievitch, and almost
every day since he visualised the poor man who had
collapsed at a reprimand from him. The thought of
him so worried the general that a week later he sent
one of his clerks to inquire who he was, and to find out
if nothing could be done to help him, but learning of
Akaky Akakieviteh’s death he was so astounded that
he was filled with remorse for the rest of the day.
Desiring to distract his mind and to rid himself of the
unpleasant impression, he set out that evening to the
house of a friend where he found an agreeable com-
pany gathered, consisting of men of the same rank as
himself, so that he was quite free to enjoy himself.
This produced a wonderful effect on his spirits. He
was quite affable and pleasant in conversation and
spent a most delightful evening. At supper he drank
two glasses of champagne, and champagne, we know,
conduces cheerfulness and disposed him to other
indulgences. He resolved to pay a visit to a lady of
his acquaintance—Karoline Ivanovna, by name—a
lady of German origin, to whom he entertained fcel
Ings of pure friendliness. It must be said that our
great person was a man well on in years, a good
husband and the respected father of a family. He
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had two sons who already worked in the department,
and a pretty sixteen-year-old daughter with an attrac-
tive little tilted nose, who came to kiss his hand each
morning with a “Bonjour, Papa!” His wife, still
young and attractive, would give him her own hand
first, and then kiss his in turn. The great person,
however, quite contented, apparently, with the affec-
tions of his family, considered it proper to have a
lady-friend in another part of the town, the lady-
friend being neither younger nor better-looking than
his own wife; but these are some of the incongruities
to be met with in the world, which one cannot account
for. Thus our great person walked down the stairs
and, seating himself in his sleigh, ordered the coach-
man to drive to Karoline Ivanovna. He wrapped his
warm rich cloak closely around him and abandoned
himself to a condition in which without any effort
thoughts, each more agreeable than the Iast, come into
the head unbidden, and one has not the trouble even
of following them up. In perfect contentment he
recalled the pleasant evening spent, the jokes that had
amused the small circle. Some of these he repeated
to himself in a whisper and found them just as
amusing as before and laughed with pure enioyment.
He was bothered now and again by a biting wind that
seemed to come from nowhere and cut his face, raising
lumps of snow or blowing out the cape of his cloak
like a sail, or dashing it suddenly with force over his
head, so that he had no little trouble in disentangling
himself. All at once the great person felt someone
seize him violently by the collar, and, turning, he saw
a little man in a shabby old cloak, whom in terror he
recognised as Akaky Akakievitch. The great person’s
face turned as white as snow. He, too, seemed like a
ghost. His terror reached a maximum when he saw
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the ghost’s mouth open and he felt his sepulchral
breath and heard him speak the words, “Ha, ha, I've
got vou at last! At last I've got you by the collar!
It’s your cloak that I want! You refused to help me
recover mine and ebused me info the bargain, now you
can give me yours!” The poor great person nearly
died of fright. At the office he was a strong man;
strong generally in relation to his inferiors, and,
glancing at his manly form, any one would have said,
“What a fine strong-looking man!” At the present
moment, like many people of 2 valiant exterior only,
he was in such a condition of fright, that he appre-
hended a heart atfack. He threw the cloak from his
shoulders, and cried to the coachman in an unnatural
voice:

“Whip up home as fast as you can!”

The ccachman, hearing the voice that was terrify-
ing enough at ordinary times, hastily drew his head
into the collar of his coat and, lashing his whip, flew
away like the wind. In five or six minutes the great
person was at the door of his own house. Pale and
distraught, he dragged himself to his own room and
spent a most miserable night there instead of at
Karoline Ivanovna’s, and at tea the following morning
his daughter remarked, “How pale you are to-day;
Papal” ’

But Papa was silent, he did not say a word of
what had happened te him, nor where he had been,
nor where he had intended to go. The incident made
a great impression on his mind. Less often did his
subordinates hear the expressions, “How dare you?
Do you realise who is standing before you?’ On the
rare occasions when he used them it was not until
after he had made himself acquainted with the matter
In hand. But the most remarkable thing of all was
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that the ghest disappeared from that night:; the
general’s cloak must have fitted him perfectly; at any
rate, no more cloaks were snatched from the shoulders
of Tnen. There were still some busy-bodies whose
fears would not be allayed, and who persisted in say-
ing that the ghost still haunted the distant parts of
the town. Omne policeman decla.red that with his own
€yes he had seen an apparition come out of a house,
gnd that he did not stop him because he was physical-
Iy unable to do so. He was in such a condition of
weakriess that on one oceasion a sucking-pig rushing
out of & house had bowled Rhim off his feet, much to
the amusement of the isvoschicks standing near, who
had afterwards to pay for their merriment by tmpmg
him two kopecks each for tobacco. While unable to
stop the ghost, the policeman had followed him, never-
theless, untll at last the ghost had turned and demand-
ed what he wanted, shaking such a formidable fist at
him as one rarely meets with among the living. The
poor policeman turned back as fast as he could. This
apparition, however, was taller and had a long
woustache. After the ineident with the policeman he
had quickened his pace in the direction of the Obukhov
B;igfe, and had disappeared into the darkness of the
night.

a bald patch: B25FT I 8TiH,  sport: PERMEMA
=i, pulled a wry face: jg BEREas, no more
heed than: as little heed as, settle down: ZEoftdEn
CGREERLZS). sharpened their wits: IB4pHERRE .8
RS RIS, meant for rice: FE rice MEES
Tice R hISnE-HReT EIE L, SR APTE Rk,

gave out: 1&,3%. flared up: Fa, pulled himself
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npt FILEAT(EE fo make fun of him MBBES).
touched to the quick: Cut to the heart quick (umoun), F
BURTREESREAANIAS to the quick, ARUNMES;
BPK.  light R8L%iE.  had teken for: —RBIS,
well-bred: ZEIFPEEM,.  good-breeding: 2F k%,

it is lijtle to say: it is not enough to say, glued to
his work: B.—RAGPRMMAI TN, o places: AR, -
kpack: skill; aptness at doing something, onion:
(lin’yiin], Lord cared to send at the time: Providence
chanced to send at the time, filled: (absolute use)
after his stomach had been filled, civil service: 'R (
BLZTE). as: (conjunctive adverb), abandoned
himself freely to: giid, flirt with: 315, set: circle,
pretensions to: ... Z@HF.  deal: SEARYTTEL (b ER
RERGR G W MIRAE), Falconet Monument: A5
BATESR Falconet #MiRE & & Catherine I1 3§78 1766
EEE—E Peter the Great EBBIHIS. BB RAE St Pe-
tersburg; FEMABEEENERE, must be accouvted

for: must be described; must be explained. in justice
be it said: Iet it be said in justice. tlain: 335 ¥3ERyS
unpainted, to thread a need'e: 228}, was out of

humor: BRYE,  to deal with: Fi....P53E%00, bad got
the better of: E{ZHIAR, BASEAIE (“better” B noun; “of”
= “from™), Kozeks: (3 “Kopecks”, “Copecs”,
“Corpecks }RBIEEE, MIEER: %,  thinking: (absolute
use), client: %, HE, sauff-box: S4EH,

bhard up for: Hwb; lack of ...., foot—cloths: g
leg~wrappings,  jibed: 34 gibed, have got: ({33
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JB) must 3% have,  hood: EH, dear me! : UHHF, 08
%, chimney-sweep: FEENMERRBEEN,

barged into: ({m%%) ®fi.¥:; buwped up against, % rushed
heavily agaivét,  the devil: fih! S LRSS
SO RER the devil 2 ipEMNSAH) Where the devil are
you going? = REIH(ER) BMESR? (H]) Who tte devil
was the man? = EAJLREH? GLAKEK),  seusible: 4y
Ofj. tackling: ({23%) 335 coping with,  amenable:
SRS,  drink a glass to your heslth: drink a glass
of wine to express my good wishes for your health,
cther way out: J#bwl 3 BEY L 1B 593E F ; other alterrative,
disposed of: 313, %HE(394ENE%), full(adverb)=fully,
forgo:(yrfi forego), laudlady’s: laudlady’s room, linen:
#8 linen FRBISEE. underclothes: 7r3E linen PREIghEE
Fc. resigned himself to: {723 (ff)He resigned himself to
anocther’s gnidauce= i H»3HB 5 AghiEe, cther than:
different from, lined: $E L3gE, Conld he not rise
f0 a marten collar? : At the height of his hope, he ex~
pected to rise to a position in which he would be able to
get even a marten collsr, (WIEJR rhetoricdl interrogation
HAmmer),  Be it as it way: Let it bs ss it may be,
But two or threz months more of starvatiom: & *“Twa
-or three months more of starvation was to be endnred”
¥i®E. to shop: (infinitive) E5H. SULERSh RIS
4. fasteniugs: buttou~holes, sewn: (s0n), shook
out: BB,  draped: S3E (KHE) IR,
Prospect: {REJEMm S ifE,  snob: GaEEmEmA,
Saiut’s day: giRbGr&6GHF 5 name-day or the day when

(%)



one was named after a saint, Could not help smiling?
FRERAESEBERHESES (““help” AUBT,H gerund WA
infinitive); = could not but smile,  neared: (verb),

carries a kuowledge of : retains some instinctive feeling
on, fhat: MBWUEFN B TERERIWFES B I live
on the second flat. goloshes: (7 galoshes 5% galoches)
gE(EExRHEE). samovar: (sam'dvir] (IR) mEsigk
#22, WTDUER I ST DUBSAE KIS,  baunts: W8
ZHE, to set off: ¥iR,FEM; to start, at a trof: e, 3,
throwing into relief: f#£....94/H3 (*‘the dark, silent little
houses™ & “throwing™ g object), to shut it out: Ef
IIERY, Rk G, temples: RIS5C.  toall appearances:
apparently, t> reckon with him: HEHBEIE, issue:
point, a house of ill fame: FE4r—IREYHH . to be
subscribed for: FTEHMER.,  in due cours:: %, holy
mother Russia: JFRBHHIR (Ll iySsk).e  involved:
%, main-spring: TE,HEE. in auy case: FERWN,
mz, general: gl “B” 23, lose his head: lose
his reasou; nureasonable,  impossible: ({#) repulsive in
manner; 4 A5EAY, bore: TN, upholstered:
semisYy,  betters: F¥%.,  at that: in that way,

even as that of Akaky Akakievitch: even not so straight
as the writing of Akaky, hand: ¢gjE8,  bolted: BT,
at all costs: RN T. mete him out such a
punishment : mete ont such a punishment to him = 3k
RILTER—MEEES (%) The government metes out a severe
punishment to the leaders in the rebellion, in the very
act of his crime: IEE4EAMIBINERES () He was in the
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act of stealing, when we came, in his day: bRkl
B, dived into: YA, turn: shape, form,
euiertaingq: &3 (%),  well on in years: 27, LT
Zpg8,  bonjeur: (bong-hjoor)s (¥k) good morning,
i'ucqngmities} WALEPE, abused: g25,  into the
bargain: 5+in.3; tesides, moreover, . apparition: &
ghpst, sucking pig: FL3%.BK. bowled him off his
feet: spibint, isvoschicks: { f) cabmen, moustache:
#7fE mustache,
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Guy Pe Maupassant

(1850—1593)

Mavpassant R B+ A # AR RS R
% Flaubert (1827—1280) B 3 Fo bW — M & K B
EMRLLETEFABNARELEBTOR OES 4
BAENSNE SR IBNE TR AL
— AERREEMASBEABRIBBADC
HERARRIEANEIVEBLE AT ER
AEWRAOBETRARBNETARSE
B X 5 France (IS4—192) R/ R IF: “RABH
Mavpassant E R MBS R A B S H W A B W B
B AHRBALEARPARAR RS REH
FE—YHEARERBERIBRTERREAESE
ERVAMTAAEER O A WBRANT
Maupassant 2 i 8 3 B:

EEsEge {All the dolls

o8, 58 _ Run, run, mn
wWT=# Three times rouud

-3 R T, And then they’re goune)”.

BREE LB RV ESLAZ B LN R
588 ME Fl— 4 Bh1(Single World Theory): B Jn 3% %0
— UL AN - M A %R E— B
BHAERNGFIRE— AR ES R Y8
BWRIGATEYXEEFREmESEREY
ERHRRER LI N E BB R BB L
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TEEZELEEHFASEDREH S 3 8 04
EEILIRNLABTHEEIRETRT A8
PRAAFZTHLRBETRERERWE B
FEBEEFRTASTTEEGGE B b B E
“%&;ﬂﬁ%%%ﬁ:aﬁﬂ%&:&?ﬁﬁﬁﬁTofl&
SHEHEIn A Piece of String”, ““The Beggar™, “‘Happiness”,
“The Two Friends”, ¢The Costly Ride’, ‘A Coward”,
¢On The River” %, R B # 2.B & & “A Life", “On
‘The Water”, “A Heart' , “The Heritage” %,
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THE NECKLACE

She was one of these pretty and charming girls
who, as if by a mistake of destiny, are born in a family
of clerks. She had no dowry, no expectations, no means
of becoming known, understood, loved, wedded by any
rich and distinguished man; and so she let herself be
married to a petiy clerk in the Burean of Public In-
struction. ’

She was simple in her dress because she could not
be elaborate, but she was as unhappy as if she had
fallen from a higher rank, for with women there is no
distinction of higher and lower: their beauty, their
grace, and their natural charm fill the place of birth
and family. Natural delicacy, instinctive elegance, a
lively wit, are the ruling forces in the social realm,
and make daughters of the common people the equals
of the finest ladies. '

She suffered ceaselessly, feeling herself born for
all the refinements and luxuries of life. She suffered
from the poverty of her home as she looked at the
dirty walls, the worn-out chairs, the ugly curtains.
All those things of which another woman of her station
would have been quite unconscious tortured her and
made her indignant. The sight of the country girl
who was maid-of-all-works in her humble household
filled her almost with desperation.

She dreamed of echoing halls hung with Oriental
draperies and lighted by tall bronze condelabre, while
two tall footmen in knee-breeches drowsed in great
armchairs by reason of the heating stove’s oppressive
warmth. She dreamed of splendid parlors furnished
in rare old silks, of carved cabinets loaded with pri-
celess curiosities, and of entrancing little boudoirs just
right for afternoon chats with bosom friends—men
famous and sought after, the envy and the desire of

(91)



THE NECKLACE

@ll the other women.

When she sat down to dinmer at a little table
covered with a cloth three days old, and looked acrosg
at her husband as he uncovered the soup and exclaim-
ed with an air of rapture, “Oh, the delicious stew; 1
‘kmow nothing better than that,” she dreamed of dainty
dinners, of shining silverware, of tapestries which
peopled the walls with antique figures and strange
birds in fairy forests; she dreamed of delicious viands
served in wonderful dishes, of whispered gulloniries
heard with a sphinz-like smile as you eat the pink
flesh of a trout or the wing of a bird.

She had no dresses, no jewels, nothing; and she
loved only that, she felt made for that. She was
filled with a desire to please, to be envied, to be bew-
itching and sought after. She had a rich friend, a
former schoolmate at the convent, whom she no longer
wished to visit because she suffered so much when she
came home. For whole days at a time she wept with-
out ceasing in bitterness and hopeless misery.

Now, one evening her husband came home with a
triumphant air, holding in his hand a large envelope.

“There,” said he, “there is someathing for you.”

She quickly tore open the paper and drew out a
printed card, bearing these words:—

“The Minister of Public Instruction and Mme.
Georges Rampouneau requesi the honor of M. and
Mme. Loisel’s company at the palace of the Ministry,
Monday evening, January 18th.”

‘ Instead of being overcome with delight, as her
husband expected, she threw the invitation on the table
with disdain, murmuring:

“What do you wish me to do with that?”

“Why, my dear, I thought you would be pleased.
You never go out, and it is such a fine opportunity,
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this! I had awful trouble in getting it. Every oné
wants to go; it is very select, -and they 'are not givihg
many invitations to clerks. You will see the whole
official woild.” ) o

She looked at him with irritation, and said, im-~
patiently: s ; A

“What do you wish me to put on my back if I go?”

He had not thought of that. He stammered:

“Why, the dress you go to the theatre in. 1§
seems all right to me.”

He stopped, stupefied, distracted, on seeing that
his wife was crying. Two great tears descended
slowly from the corners of her eyes toward the eorness
of her mouth.  He stuttered: _

“What’s the matter? What’s the matter?”

By a violent effort she subdued her feelings and
replied in a calm voice, as she wiped her wet cheeks:

“Nothing. Only I have no dress and consequently
I cannot go to this ball. Give your invitation to some
friend whose wife is better equipped than 1.”

He was in despair. He replied:

“Let us see, Mathilde. How much would it cost,
a suitable dress, which you could wear again on future
occasions, something very simple®™ )

She reflected for. some seconds, computing the
cost, and alsé wondering what sum she could ask with-
out bringing down upon herself an immediate refusal
alnd an astonished exclamation from the economical
clerk.

At last she answered hesitatingly:

“I don’t know exactly, but it seems to me that
with four hundred francs I could manage.”

_ He turned a trifle pale, for he had been saving
just that sum to buy a gun and Zreat himself to a
little hunting the following summer, in the country
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near Nanterre, with a few friends who went there to
shoot larks of ¢ Sunday.

However, he said:

“Well, I think I can give you four hundred
francs. But see that you have a pretty dress.”

" The day of the ball drew near, and Madame
Loisel seemed sad, unhappy, anxious. Her dress was
ready, - however. Her husband said to her one
eyening:

“What is the matter? Come, you've been looking
_ queer these last three days.”

Axnd she replied:

“It worries me that I have no jewels, not a single
stone, nothing to put on. I shall look wretched
enough. T would almost rather not go to this party.”

He answered:

“You might wear natural flowers. They are very
fashionable this season. For ten franes you can get
two or three magnificent roses.’

She was not convinced.

“No; there is nothing more humiliating than to
look poor among women who are rich.”

But her husband cried: .

“How stupid of you! Go and find your friend
Madame Forestier and ask her to lend you some jewels.
You are intimate enough with her for that.”

She uttered a cry of joy.

“Of course. I had not thought of that.”

The next day she went to her friend’s house and
told of her distress.

Madame Forestier Went to her handsome ward-
robe, took out a large casket, brought it back, opened
it, and said to Madame Loisel:

“Choose, my dear.”

- She saw first of all some bracelets, then a pearl
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necklace, then a Venetian cross, gold and precious
stones of wonderful workmanship. She tried on the
ornaments before the glass, hesitated, could not make
up her mind to part with them, to give them back:
She kept asking:

“You have nothing else?”

“Why, yes. See, I do not know what will please
you.”

All at once she discovered, in a black satin box, a
splendid diamond necklace, and her heart began to
beat with immoderate desire. Her hands trembled as
she took it. She fastened it around her throat, over
her high-necked dress, and stood lost in ecstasy as she
locked at herself. ’

Then she asked, hesitating, full of anxiety:

“Would you lend me that,—only that?”’

“Why, Yes, certainly.”

She sprang upon the neck of her friend, embraced
her rapturously, then fled with her treasure.

The day of the ball arrived. Madame Loisel was
a success. She was prettier than all the others,
elegant, gracious, smiling, and crazy with joy. All
the men stared at her, asked her name, tried to be
introduced. All cabinet officials wished to waltz
with her. The minister noticed her. -

She danced with intoxication, with passion, made
drunk with pleasure, forgetting all in the triumph of
her beauty, in the glory of her success, in a sort of
mist of happiness, the result of all this homage, all this
admiration, all these awakened desires, this victory
S0 complete and so sweet to the heart of woman.

She left about four o’clock in the morning. Her
husband had been sleeping since midnight in a little
deserted antercom with three other gentlemen, whose
wives were having a good time.
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‘ He threw about her shoulders the wraps which
he had brought for her to go out in, the modest wraps
of common life, whose poverty contrasted sharply
with the elegance of the ballroom toilet. She felt this
and wished to escape, that she might not be noticed
by the other women who were envelpoing themselves
in costly furs.

Loisel held her back.

“Wait here, you will cateh cold outside. I will go
and find a cab.”

Biuit she would not listen to him, and rapidly des-
cended the stairs. When they were at last in the
street, they could find no carriage, and began to look
for one, crying after the cabmen they saw passing at
a distance.

They walked down toward the Seine in despair,

shivering with the cold. At last they found on the
guay one of those ancient nocturnal coupes that one
sees in Paris only after dark, as if they were ashamed
to display their wretchedness during the day.
) They were put down at their door in the Rue des
‘Martyrs, and sadly mounted the steps to their apart-
ments. It was all over, for her. And as for him, he
reflected that he must be at his office at ten o’clock.

She took off the wraps which enveloped her should-
ers before the glass, to take a final look at herself in all
her glory. But suddenly she uttered a ery. She no
Ionger had the necklace about her neck!

Her husband, already half undressed, inquired:

“What is the matter?”

She turned madly toward him.

“I have—I no longer have Madame Forestier’s
riecklace.” ’

He stood up, distracted. -

“What—how !—it is impossible!”
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- They looked in the folds of her dress, in the folds
of her cloak, in the pockets, everywhere. They could
not find a trace of it.

He asked
tall? “You are sure you still had 1t when you left the

a .”

“Yes: I felt it in the vestibule at the palace”

“But if yeu had - lost it in the street we sheuld have
heard it fall. It must be in the cab.”

“Yes. That’s probably it. Did you take the
number?? '

“Neo.- And you, you did not notice it?”

They looked at each ether thunderstruck At last
Loisel put on his clothes again.

“I am going back,” said he, “over every foot of
the way we came; to see if 1 shall not find it.”

So he started. She remained in her ball dress
without strength to go bed, sitting on a ehair. with no
fire, her mind blank. -

Her husband returned about seven ‘o'clock. He
had found nothing.

He went to police headquarters, to the newspapers
to offer a reward, to the cab companies; everywhere,
in short, where-a suspicion of ‘hope led him.

She watched all day, in the same- state of- blank
despair before this Trightful disaster: '

Loisel returned in-the evening with cheeks hollow
and pale; he had found nothing. -

“You must write te your friend,” said he, “that
you have broken the clasp of -her necklace and “that
you are having it repaired. It will give us time to
turn around.”’

She wrote at his dictation.

At the end of a week they had lost all hope.
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And Loisel, looking five years older, declared:

“We must consider how to replace the ornament.”

The next day they took the box which had con:
tained it, and went to the place of the jeweller whose
name they found inside. He consuited his books.

“It was not I, madame, who sold the necklace; I
must simply have furnished the casket.”

Then they went from jeweller to jeweller, looking
for an ornament like the other, consulting their mem-
-ories, both sick with chagrin and anguish.

They found, in a shop at the Palais-Royal, a string
of diamonds which seemed to them exactly what they
were looking for. It was worth forty thousand franes.
They could have it for thirty-six thousand.

So they begged the jeweller not to sell it for
three days. And they made an arrangement that they
should take it back for thirty-four thousand francs if
the other were found before the end of February.

Loisel had eighteen thousand franes which his
_ Tather had left him. He would borrow the rest.

He did borrow, asking a thousand francs of one,
five hundred of ancther, five louis here, three louis
there. He gave notes , made ruinous engagements,
dealt with usurers, with all the tribe of money-lenders.
He compromised the rest of his life, risked his signa-
ture without knowing if he might not be énvolving his
honor, and, terrified by the anguish vet to come, by
the black misery about to fall upon him, by the pro-
spect of every physical privation and every wmental
torture, he went to get the new necklace, and laid down
on the dealer’s counter thirty-six thousand francs.

When Madame Loisel took the ornament back to
Madame Forestier, the latter said coldly:

“You should have returned it sooner, for I might
have needed it.”

(98)



THE NECKLACE

‘ She did not open the case, to the relief of her
friend. If she had detected the substitution, what
would she have thought? What would she have said?
Would she have taken her friend for a thief? :

Madame Loisel now knew the horrible life of the
needy; moreover, all at once she took her part
heroically. They must pay this frightful debt. She
would pay it. They dismissed their maid; they gave
up their apartment; they rented another under the
To0f.

She came to know the drudgery of housework, the
odious cares of the kitchen. She washed the dishes,
using her rosy nails on the greasy pots and the bottoms
of the saucepans. She washed the dirty linen, the
shirts and the dishcloths, which she hung to dry on a
line; she carried the garbage down to the street every
morning, and carried up the water, stopping at each
landing to rest. And, dressed like a woman of the
people, she went to the fruiterer’s, the grocer’s, the
butcher’s, her basket on her arm, bargaining, abusing,
defending sou by sou her miserable money.

Each month they had to pay some notes, renew
others, obtain more time.

. The husband worked every evening, neatly footing
up the account books of some tradesman, and often far
into the night he sat copying manuscript at five sous
a page.

And this life lasted ten years.

At the end of ten years they had paid everything,
—every thing, with the exactions of usury and the
accumulations of compound interest.

Madame Loisel seemed old now. She had become
the woman of impoverished households,—strong and
hard and rough. With hair half combed,with skirtsawry,
and reddened hands, she talked loud as she washed
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the floor with great swishes of water. But sometimes,

when her husband was at the office, she sat down near

the window and thought of that evening at the balh

?otlgng ago, when she had been so beautiful and se
eted.

What would have happened if she had not lost
that necklace? Who knows, who knows? How
strange life is, how changeful! How little a thing is
needed for us to be lost or to be saved!

But one Sunday, as she was going for a walk in
the Champs Elysees to refresh herself after the labors
of the week, all at once she saw a2 woman walking with
a child. It was Madame Forestier, still young, still
beautiful, still charming.

. Madame Loisel was agitated. Should she speak
to her? Why, of course. And now that she had paid,
she would tell her all. Why not?

She went up.

“Bonjour, Jeanne.”

The other, astonished to be addressed so familiar-
1y by this woman of the people, did not recognize her.
She stammered:

“But—madame—I do not know you. You must
have made a mistake.”

“No, I am Mathilde Loisel.”

Her friend uttered a cry.

“QOh! my poor Mathilde, how changed you are

“Yes, I have had days hard enough since I saw
you, days wretched enough—and all because of you!”

Me? How so?”

“You remember that necklace of diamonds that
you lent' mé to wear to the ministerial ball ?”

“Yes. Well?”?

“Well, I lost it.”

“How? But you returned it to me.”

{ 100)
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«T returned to you another exactly like it. These
ten years we’ve been paying for it. You know it was
not easy for us, who had nothing. At last it is over,
and I am very glad.”

Madame Forestier stood staring at her.

“You say that you bought a necklace of diamonds
to replace mine?”

“Yes; you did not notice it, then? They were
very alike.”

And she smiled with a proud and naive pleasure.

Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took beth her
hands. 4

“Oh, my poor Mathilde! Why, my necklace was
paste. It was worth five hundred francs at most.”

fill the place of: V%, birth and family: i,
candelabra: candelabrum [yEi8k, perlor: #fE parlour,
cabinet : §§,28 entrancing : 8| AAIBY,BAR,
boudoir: (bood' wir}(3%). bosom friecd: JEFEIGTAS
Wi,  served: #5,1% (JRERSEEABIGET), whis-
pered gallantries: fEERBL-IRRITAES. Sphinx : (F6fk
Sphynx) FHUEMSARE-HE L8 TERNERY, HASGRE
8% (fR0edipns SRS L), Sphinx-like smile:
BIAASREGS, thedressyou go to the theatre in: the
dress in which you go to the theatre, bringing down:
W\ (REmnEY%), to treat himself to: IJ....HZE,
of a Sunday: Z&EI4H MFEfE; at some time on Sunday.
Seine: BZEHI4. quay: (k&), Coupe: () (koopa'l.
Rue des Martyrs: () Road of Martyrs, blank: §§
3 to turn around: ey, books: FEf&.
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~chagreen : gl shagreen, Pataise Royal : (3%) Royal
Palace,  tribe: &, % —WESEHAMA (HEREHHT
¥k).  compromised: MB(MBFEMENEY). i
volving: 8%,  the needy: S8R, took her part: bore
‘the misfortune on her part, that is, the drudgery of housz~
work, landing: #MtEs LRI —2%, people: RE,
abusing: B, somw: (sQ) ¥EEI—-BERHH—BHmL=T
BE. notes: I, footing up: %3, awry :
(ar®),  feted: (fated] fete § past i past participle,
champ : (sham) (¥) ZeH>Zeif. paste: [EHVA; en
imitation jem made of strass (strass—a brilliant lead glass

ased in the manufacture of artificial jems),
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Anton Pavlovich Chekhov

(1860—1904)

ChekhovE RB H A M R FAEASH X8 =®
HEMRGERIREZIB T2 & K
TRELRABRERI AR EYRLERESYE
RANWEENOGRAEBNANEEESE 2
P EREENRB AW ABIREEER
OO BLE b4 B B IR E % Maupassant, g
fin 30 Yo Maupassant 327 — B, E B A £ BB BT
FF 25, Thomas Seltzer % “Best Russian Short Stories” &
B k% “Maupassant 1 Chekhov 5 — # f3 % B,R
TEFRESLPANENSEEDEE LM
BT Chekhov i fE BB A E - BRFE T L E
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L

It was a dark autumn night. The old banker was
pacing from corner fto corner of his study, recalling
to his mind ‘the party he gave in the autumn fifteen.
years before. There were many clever people at the
party and much interesting conversation. They talk-
ed among other things of capital punishmeni. The
guests, among them not a few scholars and journalists,
for the most part disapproved of capital punishment.
They found it obsolete as a means of punishment, un-
fitted t0 a Christian State and immoral. Some of
them thought that capital punishment should be re-
placed universally by life-imprisonment.

“I don’t agree with you,” said the host. “I my-
self have experienced neither capital punishment nor
life-imprisonment, but if one may judge theoretically
then in my opinion capital punishment is more moral
and more humane than imprisonment. Execution
~ kills instantly, life-imprisonment kills by degrees.
Who is the more humane executioner, cne who kills
you in a few seeconds or one who draws the life out of
you incessantly, for years?”

“They’re both equally immoral,” remarked one of
the guests, “because their purpose is the same, to take
away life. The State is not God. It has no right to
take away that which it cannot give back, if it should
so desire.”

Among the company was a lawyer, a young man
of about twenty-five. On being asked his opinion, he
said:

“Capital punishment and life-imprisonment are
equally immoral; but if I were offered the choice bet-
ween them, I would certainly choose the second. It’s
better to live somehow than not to live at all.”

(10¢)



THE BET

There ensued a lively discussion. The banker
who was then younger and more nervous suddenly lost
his temper, banged his fist on the table, and turning to
the young lawyer, eried out:

“IPs a lie. I bet you two millions you wouldn’t
stick i a cell even for five years.” »

“If you mean it seriously,” replied the lawyer,
“then I bet T'll stay not five but fifteen.”

“Fifteen! Done!” cried the banker. “Gentle-
men, I stake two millions.”

“Agreed. You stake two millions, I my freedom,”
said the lawyer. :

So this wild, ridiculous bet came to pass. The
banker, who at that time had too many millions toi
count, spoiled and capricious, was beside himself with
rapture. During supper he said to the lawyer jok-
ingly.

“Come to your senses, young man, before it’s too
late. Two millions are nothing to me, but you stand
to lose three or four of the best years of your life. I
say three or four, because you'll never stick it out any
longer. Don’t forget either, you unhappy man, that
voluntary is much heavier than enforced imprison-
ment. The idea that you have the right to free your-
self at any moment will poison the whole of your life
in the cell. I pity you.”

And now the banker, pacing from corner to corn-
er, recalled all this and asked himself:

“Why did I make this bet? What’s the good?
The lawyer loses fifteen years of his life and I throw
away two millions. Will it convince people that cap-
ital punishment is worse or better than imprisonment
for life? No, no! all stuff and rubbish. On my part
it was the capriee of a well-fed man; on the lawyer’s,
pure greed of gold.” )
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He recollected further what happened after the
evening party. It was decided that the lawyer must
undergo his imprisonment under the strictest observa-~
tion, in a garden wing of the banker’s house. It was
agreed that during the period he would be deprived
of the right fo cross the threshold, to sze living people,
to hear human voices, and to receive letters and news-
papers. He was permitted to have a musical instru-~
ment, to read books, to write letters, to drink wine and
smoke tobacco. By the agreement he could com-
municate, but only in silence, with the outside world
through a little window specially constructed for this
purpose. Everything necessary, books, musie, wine,
he could receive in any quantity by sending a note
through the window. The agreement provided for all
the minutest details, which made the confinement
strictly solitary, and it obliged the lawyer to remain
exactly fifteen years from twelve o’clock of November
14th, 1870 to twelve o’clock of November 14th , 1885.
The least attempt on his part to violate the conditions,
to escape if only for two minutes before the time freed
the banker from the obligation to pay him the two
millions.

During the first year of imprisonment, the lawyer,
as far as it was possible to judge from his short notes,
suffered terribly from loneliness and boredom. From
his wing day and night came the sound of the piano.
- He rejected wine and tobacco. “Wine,” he wrote,
“excites desires, and desires are the chief foes of a
prisoner; besides, nothing is more boring than to drink
good wine alone,” and tobacco spoiled the air in his
room. During the first year the lawyer was sent
books of a light character; novels with a cmplicated
love interest, stories of crime and fantasy, comedies
and so on.
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In the second year the piano was heard no longer
and the lawyer asked only for classies. In the fifth
year, music was heard again, and the prisoner asked
for wine. Those who watched him said thai during the
whole of that year he was only eating, drinking, and
lying on his bed. He yawned often and talked angrily
to himself. Books he did not read. Sometimes at
nights he would sit down to write. He would write
for a long time and tear it all up in the morning. More
than once he was heard to weep.

In the second half of the sixth year, the prisoner
began zealously to study languages, philosophy, and
history. He fell on these subjects so hungrily that
the bankers hardly had time to get bocks enough for
him. In the space of four years about six hundred
volumes were bought at his request. It was while
that passion lasted that the banker received the follow-
ing lefter from the priscner: “My dear jailer, I am
writing these lines in six languages. Show them to
experts. Let them read them. If they do not find
one single mistake, I beg you to give orders to have:
a gun fired off in the garden. By the noise I shall
know that my efforts have not been in vain. The
geniuses of all ages and countries speak in different
languages; but in them zll burns the same flame. Oh,
if you knew my heavenly happiness now that I can
understand them!” The prisoner’s desire was ful-
filled. Two shots were fired in the garden by the
banker’s order.

Later on, after the tenth year, the lawyer sat im-
movable before his table and read only the New
Testament. The banker found it strange that a man
who in four years had mastered six hundred erudite
volumes, should have spent nearly a year in reading
one book, easy to understand and by no means thick.
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The New Testament was then replaced by the history
of religions and theology.

During the last two years of his confinement the
prisoner read an extraordinary amount, quite hap-
hazard. Now he would apply himself to the natural
sciences, then he would read Byron or Shakespeare.
Notes used to eome from him in which he asked to be
sent at the same time a book on chemistry, a text-book
of medicine, a novel, and some treatise on philosophy-
or theology. He read as though he were swimming
in the sea among broken pieces of wreckage, and in
his desire to save his life was eagerly grasping one
piece after another. -

The banker recalled all this, and thought:

“Tg.morrow at twelve o’clock he receives his
freedom. TUnder the agreement, I shall have to pay
him two millions. If I pay, it’s all over with me.
I am ruined for ever........ » :

Fifteen years before he had too many millions to
count, but now he was afraid to ask himself which he
had more of, money or debts. Gambling on the Stoek-
Bxchange, risky speculation, and the recklessness of
which he could not rid himself even in old age, had
gradually brought his business to decay; and the
fearless, self-confident, proud man of business had
become an ordinary banker, trembling at every rise
and fall in the market.

“That cursed bet,” murmured the old man
clutching his "head in despair........ “Why didn’t
the man die? He's only forty years old. He will take
away my last farthing, marry, enjoy life, gamble on
the Exchange, and- I will look on like an envious
beggar and hear the same words from him every day:
‘I'm. obliged to you for the happiness of my life. Leb
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me help you. No, it’s too much! The only escape
from backruptcy and disgrace—is that the man should
die.” .

The clock had just struck three. The banker was
Jistening. In the house every one was asleep, and
one could hear only the frozen trees whining outside
the windows. Trying to make no sound; he took out
of his safe the key of the door which had not béen
opcned for fifteen years, put on his overcoat, and
went out of the house. The garden was dark and
cold. It was raining. A damp, penetrating wind
howled in the garden and gave the trees no rest.
Though he strained his eyes, the banker could .see
neither the ground, nor the white statues, nor the
garden wing, nor the frees. Approaching the garden
wing, he called the watchman twice. There was no
answer. Hvidently the watchman had taken shelter
from the bad weather and was now asleep somewhere
in the kitchen or the greenhouse.

“If I have the courage to fulfil my intention,”
thought the old man, “the suspicion will fall on the
watchman first of all.”

In the darkness he groped for the steps and the
door and entered the hall of the garden—wmg, then
poked his way into a narrow passage and struck a
match. Not a soul was there. Some one’s bed, with
no bedclothes on it, stood there, and an iron stove
loomed dark in the corner. The seals on the door
that led into the prisoner’s room were unbroken.

When the match went out, the old man, trembling
from agltatlon, peeped into the little Wmdow

In the prisoner’s room a candle was buring dlmlv
The prisoner himself sat by the table. Only his back,
the hair on his head and his hands were visible:
Open books were strewn about on the table, the two
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chairs, and on the carpet near the table.

) Five minutes passed and the prisoner never -once
stirred. Fifteen years’ confinement had taught him te
sit motionless. The banker tapped on the window
with his finger, but the prisoner made no movement
in reply. Then the banker cautiously tore the seals
from the door and put the key into the lock. The
rusty lock gave a hoarse groan and the door creaked.
“The banker expected instantly to hear a cry of sur-
‘prise and the sound of steps. Three minutes passed
and it was as quiet inside as it had been before. He
made up his mind to enter.

Before the table sat a man, unlike an ordinary
human being. It was a skelefon, with tight-drawn
skin, with long curly hair like a -woman’s, and ‘a
shaggy beard. The colour of his face was yellow; of
on “earthly shade; the cheeks were sunken, the back
iong and narrow, and the hand upon which he leaned
his hairy head was so lean and skinny that it was
painful to look upon. His hair was already silvering
with grey, and no one who glanced at the sehnile
emaciation of the face would have believed that he
was only forty years old. On the table, before his
bended head, lay a sheet of paper on which something
was written in a tiny hand.

“Poor devil,” thought the banker, “he’s asleep
and probably seeing millions in his dreams. I have
only to take and throw this half-dead thing on the
bed, smother him a moment with the pillow, and the
most careful examination will find no trace of un-
natural death. But, first, let us read what he has
written here.” ’

The banker took the sheet from the table and
read:

- “To-morrow at twelve o'clock midnight, I shall
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obtain my freedom and the right to mix with people:
But before I leave this room and see the sun I think
it necessary to say a few words to you. On my own
clear conscience and before God who sees me I
declare to you that I despise freedom, life, health, and
all that your books call the blessings of the world.
“Tor fifteen years I have diligently studied earth=:
ly life. True, I saw neither the earth nor the people,
but in your books I drank fragrant wine, sang songs,
hunted -deer and wild boar in the forests, loved
WOMEN. oo vnn-- And Dbeautiful women, like clouds
ethereal, created by the magic of your poets’ genius,
visited me by might and whispered to me wonderful
tales, which made my head drunken. In your books
I climbed the summits of Elbruz and Mont Blanc and
saw from there how the sun rose in the morning -and
in the evening suffused the sky, the ocean and the
mountain ridges with a purple gold. I saw from
there how above me lightnings glimmered, cleaving
the clouds; I saw green forests, fields, rivers, lakes,
cities; I heard sirens singing, and the playing of the
pipes of Pan; I touched the wings of beautiful devils
who came flying to me to speak of God...... R ¢ 1
your books I cast myself into bottomless abysses,
worked miracles, burned cities to the ground, preached
new religions, conguered whole countries............
“Your books gave me wisdom. All that unweary=
ing human thought created in the centuries is com-
pressed to a little lump in my skull. I know that I
am cleverer than you all. ‘
“And I despise your books, despise all worldly
blessings and wisdom. Everything is void, frail,
visionary and delusive as a wmirage. Though you be
proud and wise and beaufiful yet will death wipe you
from the face of the earth like the mice vnderground;
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and your posterity, your history, and the immortality
of your men of genius will be as frozen slag, burng
down together with the terrestrial globe.

“You are mad, and gone the wrong way. You
take falsehood for truth and ugliness for beauty. You
would marvel if suddenly apple and orange trees
should bear frogs and lizards instead of fruit, and if
roses should begin to breathe the odour of a sweating
horse. So do I marvel at you, who have bartered
heaven for earth. I do not want to understand you.

" “That T may show you in deed my contempt for
that by which you live, I waive the two millions of
which I once dreamed as of paradise, and which I
now- despise. That I may deprive myself of my right

" to them, I shall come cut from here five minutes before
the stipulated ferm, and thus shall violste the
agreement.”

‘When he had read, the banker put the sheet on
the table kissed the head of the strange man, and
began to weep. He went out of the wing. Never at
any other time, not even after his terrible losses on
the Exchange, had he felt such contempt for himself
as now. Coming home, he lay down on his bed, but
gzgitation and tears kept him a long time from sleep-
ing.

] The next morning the poor watchman came run-

ning to him and told him that they had seen the man

who lived in the wing climb through the window into
. the garden. He had gone to the gate and dis-
appeared. The banker instantly went with his
servants to the wing and established the escape of
his prisoner. To avoid unnecessary rumours he tock
the paper with the renunication from the table and,
on his return, locked it in his safe.
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-capital punishment: FEjl5 capital FHERATEN B,
life~imprisonment : 3 gEERE, I bet you two millions
{that) yon would1't stick in a cell even for five years: ¢
FHrprABA BB B HEREERS IR ST gD
BE.... . () I will bet fifty dollars that he will
succeed, Donel: (verbal adjective) BE(IZEEERI(H
SRR RBERIRE B “A bet? Donel”, “fRuIskig?
SRPEHIPREE!”  stake: B§,  beside bimself with rapture:
R BERTEIE. come to your senses: {R{¥EEAZK,
stick it ont: stick out == EXjgFF ,7kfEhold out; it ¥5gkiks
BT . wing: {il#F . B6ES, space: BEE, New
“Testament: £ “The Book of Ruth” £k, by no means:
FRHiliR, Byron: §f “My Native Land--Good Night
gk,  Shakespeare: $§ “Emotion in Literature’’ gk,

No, it’s too much: No, it is too much for me to bear,
Elbru : Cancasus INFE 52, S8 BATHRR,  Mout
Blanc : Alps MYEEE, mﬁm-—-gi?-;s Ro sirens: (F
THEAER )L Ao, IR RS L AR TR I TRR T .
Pan: (FIEHER)RIBECZH, ABER, ABBEHER, RES
¥, omirage: [mirdzl’],  terrestrial gioble: ijizk,
breathe: 8,8 ($55k),  established: %,
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Studies serve for delight, for ornament, and for
ability. Their chief use for delight is in privateness
and" ret1r1ng, for ornament, is in discourse; and for
-ability, is in the judgment and disposition of busmess
For .expert men can execute, and perhaps judge of
particulars, one by one; but the general counsels, and
‘the plots and malshallmcr of affairs, come best from
-those that are learned. To spend too much fime in
studies is sloth; to use them too much for ornament is
affectation; to make judgment wholly by their rules
is the humoz:r of the scholar. They perfect nature, -
and are perfected by experience; for natural abilities
are like natural plants, that need pr oymng by study;
and studles themselves do give forth directions too
much. af large, except they be bounded in by ex-
perience. Crafty men contemn studies; simple men
admire them; and wice men use them: for they teach
7ot their own use; but that is 2 wisdom without them
and above them, won by observation. Read not to
contradict and confute; nor to believe and take for
granted; nor to find talk and discourse; but o weigh
and consider. Some books are to be tasted, others to
be swallowed, and some few to be chewed and digested;
that is, some books are to be read only in parts; others
10 be read, but not curiously; and some few to be read
wholly, and with diligence and attention. Some books
also may be read by deputy, and extracts made of them
by others; but that would be only in the less important
arguments, and the meaner sort of books; else distilled
books are like common distilled waters, flashy things.
Reading ‘maketh a full man; conference a. ready man;
and writing an exact man. And therefore, if a man
-write little, he had need have a great memory; if he
confer little, he had need have a present wit; and if he
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read little, he had need have much cunning, to seem to
know that he doth not. Histories make men wise;
poets witty; the mathematics subtile; mnatural
phﬂosophv deep; moral grave; logic and rhetorlc able
to contend. Abeunt studin in mores. Nay, there is
no stond or impediment in the wit but may be wrought
out by fit studies: like as diseases of the body may
have appropriate exercises. Bowling is good for the
stone and reins; shooting for the lungs and breast;
gentle: walking for the stomach; riding for the h‘ead;
and the like. So if a man’s wit be wandering, let him
study mathematics; for in demonstrations,. if his wit
be called away mever so little, he must begin again. If
his wit be not apt to distinguish or find differences, let
him study the schoolmen; for they are eymini sectores.
If he be not apt to beat over matters, and to call up
one thing to prove and illustrate another, let him study
the lawyers’ cases. So every defect of the mind may
have a special reéeipt.

particulars: {noun) Z¥RHHMAE, BIF T affairs [T,
general counsels: % RS E]. learned: (l&€rm’éd}
{(adjective),  humour: (ki humor) ¥}k,  proyaing:
{£83) “‘proyne” By present participle; g “"prune” fiy) pre—~
sent participle=‘‘prurving”,  at large: 85, bounded
in: FRATE L GE. that: #iifi§j antecedent & ‘‘use”,

without: ... ShBIB. .. BEZM*, take for granted:
2....5Ek. curiously: (B£8%) 55745, 44505 closely =%
attentively, els?: {adverb), distilled books: fmFEiflA
—HRAEE S REBREPHHARBARLMKE Extracts are

not so instructive and interesting as the original works,
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flashy: tasteless g} insipid, conference: g B,
had need have: MEEF S had the need 10 have, g needed
to have, present: SEINEY-EEERY, SRy, poets:
) the works of poets, abeunt studia in mores: ($47T")
studies i)ass into the character; manners are influenced by
studies; studies affect the habit or character, stond:
{(noun) stand B (B£RY), FHH, &5 hindrance,  wrought
out: warked out; ¥, lik'e as: in a like mauner as;
just as,  stome: Ef,,  reins: (plural) .5,
never so: (J%3k) however, ever so; () If your inside be
never so beautiful, you must preserve a fair outside,
schoolmen: H R SREKINA K BA0EHT L RN B IS RS
# (scholastic philosophers, Ji Aristotle ByZas® @ ot
BEETBREMMIERE).  cymini sectores: ($1T°) split-
ters of hairs. BT ETNBRAATGA, _EXH

schoolmen,  receipt: [réset’),
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FRIDAY AND THE BEAR

"~ But never was a fight managed so hardily, and in
such a surpnsmg manner, as that which followed be-
tween Friday and the bear, which gave us all, though
at first we were surprised and afraid for h1m, the
greatest diverson imaginable. As the bear is a heavy,
clumsy creature, and does not gallop as-the wolf does,
who is swift anid light, so he has two particular qual-
ities, whieh generally are the rule of his actions: first,
as to men, who are not his proper prey; I say, not his
‘proper prey, because, though I cannot say what ex-
cessie hunger might do, which was now their
case, the ground being all covered with snow; but as to
men, he does not usually attempt. them, unless they
first attack him. On the contrary, if you meet him in
the woods, if you dont meddle with him, le won’t
meddle with you; but then you must take care to be
very civil to him, and give him the road, for he:is a
very. niece gentleman He won't go a step out of his -
hay for a.prince; nay, if you are really afraid, your
best ‘way is to look another way, and keep going on;
for sometimes if you stop; and stand still, and look
steadily  at him, he f{akes it for an affront but if
you throw or toss anything at him, and it hits
him,. though it were but a bit of a stick as big
as your finger, he takes it for an affront, and sets
all his other business aside to pursue his revenge; for
he will have satisfaction in point of honour. That is
his first quality; the next is, that if he be once.affront-
ed, he will never leave you, night or day, till he has his
revenge, but follows, at o good round -rate, till he
overtakes you.

The bear was walking softly on, and offered to
meddle with nobody till Friday, coming pretty near,
calls to him, as if the bear could understand him,
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“Hark ye, hark ye,” says Friday, “me speakee wit
you.” We followed at a distance; for now being come
down on the Gascoign side of the mountains, we were
entered a vast great forest, where the country wag
plain and pretty open, though many trees in it scatters
ed here and there. : . -

Friday, who had, as we say, the heels of the bear,
came up with him quickly, and takes up a great stone
and threws at him, and hit him just on the head, but
did him no more harm than if he had thrown it against
a wall. But it answered Friday’s end, for the rogue
was so void of fear, that he did it purely to make the
bear follow him, and show us some laugh, as he called
it. ‘ :
As soon as the bear felt the stone, and saw him, he
turns about, and comes after him, taking devilish long
strides and shuffling along at a strange rate, so as
would have put a horse to a middling gollop. Away
runs Friday, and takes his course as if he run towards
us for help; so we all resolved to fire at once upon the
bear, and deliver my man; though I was angry at him
heartily for bringing the bear back upon us, when he
was going about his own business another way; and
especially 1 was angry, that he had turned the bear
upon us, and then run away; and I called “You dog,”
said I, “is this your making us laugh? Come away,
and take your horse, that we may shoot the creature.””
He hears me, and cries out, “No shoot, no shoot; stand
still, you get much laugh.” And as the nimble ereat<
ure run two feet for the beast’s one, he turned on a
sudden, on one side of us, and seeing a great oak tree
fit for his purpose, he beckoned to us to follow: and
doubling his pace, he gets nimbly up the tree, laying
his gun down upon the ground, at about five or six
Yards from the bottom of the tree. C
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The bear soon ecame to the tree, and we followed
at a distance. The first thing he did, he stopped at
the gun, smelt to it, but let it lie, and up he scrambles
into the tree, climbing like a cat, though so monstrous-
- Iy heavy. - 1 was amazed at the folly, as I thought it,
of my man, and could not for my life see anything to
laugh at yet, till seeing the bear get up the tree, we all
rode nearer to him.

: 'When we came to the tree, there was Friday got
out to the smalil end of a large limb of the tree, and the
bear got out to that part where the limb of the tree
was weaker, “Hal” says he to us, “now you see me
teachee the bear dance.” So he falls a-jumping and
shaking the bough, at which the bear began to totter,
but stood still, and began to look behind him, to see
how he should get back. Then, indeed, we did laugh
heartily. But F¥Friday had mnot done with him by @
great deal. When he sees him stand still, he calls out
to him again, as if he had supposed the bear could
speak English, “What, you no come farther? pray you
come farther;” so he left jumping and shaking the
tree; and the bear, just as if he had understood what
he sald did come a little farther; then he fell a-jump-
ing again, and the bear stopped again.

' We thought now was a good time to knock him on
the head, and I called to Friday to stand still, and we
would shoot the bear; but he cried out earnestly, “0
pray! O pray no shoot, me shoot by and then;” he
whold have said by-and-by. However, to shorten the
story, Friday danced so much, and the bear stood so
ticklish, that we had laughing enough indeed, but still
could not imagine what the fellow would do: for first
we thought he depended upon shaking the bear off;
and we found the bear was too cunning for that toos
for he would not go out far enough to be thrown down,
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but clings fast with his great bBroad claws and fest,
so that we eould not imagine what would be the erid of
it, and -whare the jest Would be.at last.

But Friday put us out of doubt quickly; for see-
ing the bear cling fast to the bough, and that he Would
not be persuaded to come any farther, “Well, says
Friday, “you no come farther, me go, me go; you no
come to me, me go come to you;” and upon this he
goes. cut 1o the smallest end of the bough, where it
would bend with his weight, and gently lets hlmself
down by it, sliding down the bough till he came near
enough to jump down on his feet and away he ran to
his gun, takes it up, and stands still. .

“Well,” said I to him, “Friday, what W111 you do.
now? Why don’t you shoot him?’ “No shoot ” says
Frlday, “no-yet; me shoot now, me no kill; me %tay,
give you one more laugh.” And indeed, so he did, as
you will see presently; for when the bear sees, hls
enemy gone, he comes back from the bough where he
stood, but did it mighty leisurely, looking behind him
every step, and coming backward till he got into the
body of the tree; then with the same hinder end fore-
most he comes down the tree, grasping it with his
claws, and moving one foot at a time, very leisurely.
At this.juncture, and just before he could set his hind.
feet upon the ground, Friday stepped up close to him,
clapped the muzzle of his piece into his ear, and shot
him dead as a stone.

Then the rogue turned about to see if we did not
laugh; and when he saw we were pleased by our looks,
he falls a-laughing himself very loud. “So we kill
bear in my country,” says Friday. “So you kill
them?” says I; “why, you have no guns.” “No,” says
he, “no gun, but shoot great much long arrow.”
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diversion: i#¥%, He won't go 2 step ont of his way for
a prince: The bear, even when he éncquuters a prince,
will not make way for him, at a good round rate: §&
(*round”™ == %5 (#] at a round trot), had the heels
of: 3538,  answered: .33, end: 5.5
-middling gallop: The long strides of the bear out-gallop
the horse. So the galiop of the horse is only of midddling
or second rate when compared with the unusual speed of
the bear, one: one foot, beckoned to: FEH....- (37
SFRUK),  falls a<jnmping: begins to jump, had
not dope with him by a great deal: had still much more
to do with the bear,  mighty lefsurely: B A8,
with the same hinder end foremost: FEFRIRE48 94T At
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THE STRULDBRUGS

One day in much good compony I was asked by a
person of gquality, whether I had seen any of their
Struldbrugs, or Immortals. I said I had not, and
desired he would expain to me what he meant by such
an appellation applied to a mortal creature. He told
me, that sometfimes, though very rarely, a.child
ha,ppeued to be born in a family with a red circular
spot in the forehead, directly over the left eyebrow,
whieh was an mfalhble mark that it should never die.
The spot, as he described it, was about the compass of
a silver threepence, but in the course of time grew
larger, and changed its colour; for at twelve years old"
it became green, so continued till five and twenty, then
turned to-a deep blue: at .five and forty it grew coal
black, and as large as an FEnglish shilling, but never
admitted any further alieration. He said these births
were so rare, that he did not believe there could be
* above eleven hundred struldbrugs of both sexes in the
whole kingdom, of which he computed about fifty in
the metropolis, and among the rest a young girl born
about three years ago. That these productions were
not peculiar to any family, but a mere effect of chance;
and the children of the struldbrugs themselves, were
eqgually moxtal with the rest of the people.

-After this perface, he gave me a particular
account of .the struldbrugs among  them. He said
they commonly acted hke mortals, till about thirty
vears old, after which by degrees they grew mielan-
choly and dejected, increasing in both till they came
to fourscore. This he learned from their own con-
fession: for otherwise there not being above two or
three of that species born in an age, they were too few
to form a geweral observation by. When they came to
fourscore years, which is reckoned the extremity of
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living in this country, they had not only all the follies
-and infirmities of other old men, but many more which
avose from the dreadful prospect of never dying. They
were not only opinionative, peevish, covetous, morose,
vain, talkative, but uncapable of friendship, and dead
to all natural affection, which never descended below
their grandchildren. Envy and impotent desires are
their prevailing passions. But those objects against
which their envy seems principally directed, are the
vices of the younger sort, and the deaths of the old.
By reflecting on the former, they find themselves cut
off from all possibility of pleasure; and whenever they
see a funeral, they lament and repine that others have
gone to a harbour of rest, to which they themselves
never can hope to arrive. They have no remembrance
of anything but what they learned and observed in
their youth and middle age, and even that is very
imperfect. And for the truth or particulars of any
fact, it is safer to depend on common traditions than
upon their best recollections. The least miserable
among them appear to be those who turn to dotage,
and entirely lose their memories; these meet with
more pity and assistance, beeguse they want many bad
qualities which abound in others.

If a struldbrug happen to marry one of his own
kind, the marriage is dissolved of course by the
courtesy of the kingdom, as soon as the younger of
the two comes to be fourscore. For the law thinks it
a reasonable indulgence, that those who are condemned
without any fault of their own to a perpetual con-
tinuance in the world, should not have their mlsery
doubled by the load of a wife.

As soon as they have completed the term of elghty
years, they are looked on as dead in law; their heirs
immediately succeed to their estates, only a small
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‘pittance is reserved for their support, and the poor
ones are maintained at the public charge. After that
period they are held incapable of any employment of
trust or profit, they cannot purchase lands or take
leases, neither are they allowed to be witnesses in any
-eouse, either civil or eriminal, not even for the decision
of meers and bounds.

At ninety they lose their teeth and hair, they have
-at that age no distinction of taste, but eat and drink
whatever they can get, without relish or appetite. The
‘diseases they were subject to still continue without
increasing or diminishing. In talking they forget
the common appellation of things, and the names of
persons, even of those who are their nearest friends
-and relations. For the same reason, they never can
amuse themselves with reading, because their memory
will not serve to carry them from the beginning of a
-sentence to the end; and by this defect they are
deprived of the only entel tainment whereof they mlght
otherwise be capable.

The language of this country being always upon
the fluz, the struldbrugs of one age do not understand
those of another, neither are they able after two
hundred- years to hold any conversation with their
neighbours the mortals; and thus they lie under the
disadvantage of living like foreigners in their own
‘country.

This was the account given me- of the struldbrugs,
a8 near as I can remember. I afterwards saw five or
six of different ages, the youngest not above twe
‘hundred years old, who were brought to me at several
times by some of my friends; but although they were
-told that T was a great traveller, and had seen all the
‘world, they had not the least curiosity to ask me a
question ;-only desired I would give them slumskudask,
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which is a modest way of begging, to- avoid the law
that strietly forbids it, because they are provided for
by the public, although. indeed with a very scanty
allowance. ’

They are despised and hated by all sorts of people;
when one of them is born, it is reckoned ominous, and
their. birth is recoxded very particularly; so that you
may know their age by consulting the registry, which
however hath not been kept above a thousand years
past, or at least hath been destroyed by time or public
disturbances. Buf the usual way of computing how
old they are, is by asking them what kings or great
persons they can remember, and then -consulting
history, for infallibly the last prince in their mind did.
nlo(;: begin his reign after they were fourscore years
old.

They. were the most. mortifying sight I ever
beheld, and the women more horrible than the men.
Besides the usual deformities in extreme old age, they
acquired an additiongl ghastliness in proportion fo
their number of years, which is not to be described;
- and among half a dozen, I soon distingunished which

was the eldest, although there was not above a century
or two between them. : T

in much good company: FRETIH AL L. a person
of quality: bX%A, - their 'stmldbmgs: Léiayut;z.' .%EFPR’-]'
ghastly people, ~  births: people cf such birth (abstract
for concrete),. to form a geuneral ghstrvation by: tg
form, a_general obsgrvation by that scanty number,

kecause they want many bad qua{itiesi which abapnd in
others: becaﬁse they (thos2 who. turn to dotage) lack such
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bad qualities as are found abuudantly in others ( those
who do not turn to dotage), courtesy: B, are

held: BEfe,2855 () They hold their lives cheap,
employment of trust or profit: (They are considered not
fit to be employed in a position of great trust aud high

profit), cause: EH(EERE). meers: ([} meres)iE5t-
(34-#1).  fux: 489,  slumskudask: a token of re~
membrance,  are provided for: ZEIEEE,

Samuel Johnson
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LETTER T0. LORD CHESTEREIELD
“To the Right Honourable the Earl of Chesterfield.
“February 7, 1755.

“My Lord, I have been lately informeéd, by the
proprietor of The World, that two papers, in which
my Diectionary is recommended to the publick, were
written by your Lordship. To be so distinguished, is
an honour, which, being very little accustomed to
favours from the great, I know not well how to
receive, or in what terms to acknowledge.

“When, upon some slight encouragement, I first
visited your Lordship, I was overpowered, like the
rest of mankind, by the enchantment of your address;
and could not forbear to wish that I might boast
myself Le vainqueur du vainqueur de la terre;—that
I might obtain that regard for which I saw the world
contending; but I found my aiftendance so little
encouraged, that neither pride nor modesty would
suffer me to continue it. When T had once addressed
your Lordship in publick, I had exhausted all the art
of pleasing which a retired and uncourtly scholar can
possess. I had done all that I could; and no man is
;.vell pleased to have his all neglected, be it ever so
ittle.

“Seven years, my Lord, have now past, since I
waited in your outward rooms, or was repulsed from
your door; during which time I have been pushing on
my work through difficulties, of which it is useless to
complain, and have brought it, at last, to the verge
of publication, without one act of assistance, one
word of encouragement, or one smile of favour.
Such treatment I did not expect, for I never had a
Patron before.

“The shepherd in Virgil grew af last acquointed
with Love, and found him a native.of the rocks.
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“Is not a Patron, my Lord, one who locks with
unconcern on a man struggling for life in the water;
and, when he has reached ground, encumbers him
W1th help? The notice which you have been pleased
to. take of my labours, had it been early, had been
kind; but it has been delayed till I am indifferent, and
cannot enjoy it; till I am solitary, and cen not zmpa,?t
it; il I am known, and do not want it. I hope it
is no very cynical asperity not to confess obligations
where no benefit has been received, or to be unwill-
ing that the Publick should conszder me as owing
that to a Patron, which Providence has enabled me
to do for myself.

“Having carried on my work thus far with se
little obligation to any favorer of learning, I shallk
not be disappointed though I should conclude it, if
less be possible, with less; for I have been long:
wakened from that dream of hope, in which T once
boasted myself with so much exultation, my Lord,
your Lordship’s most humble, most obedient servant.

“SAM JOHNSON.”

Right Honourable: #3582y B MR R(BEibi wEl W,
RS — R ERkE). The World: Edward Moore
(1712—1757) SEEREMAY . Chesterfield AXBBIB=
TR, papers: SR, FEESBATHE. publick:
“public” B, to acknowledge: MR#}, Your Lord-
hip : BRERSRA LR WIES (B) your Majesty sk bis
TLordship; (Tordship; majesty %—fﬂ%—*?ﬂ}:%%ﬁ'%).
address: ﬁ%ﬁﬁ%&,mﬁﬁﬁjﬁfﬁ&. Le vainquer du vainquer
de ia terre: (3:3C) the conqueror of the conqueror of the
world; {Johnson 77 PLB-L-f4 6% &), attendaace: waitinig
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THE SOLITARY REAPER

Behold her, single in the field,

Youn solitary Highland lass!
‘Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass! ,
Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And signs a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No nightingale did ever chant

More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard
In spring-time from the cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.

Will no one tell me what she sings?
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago:
Or is it some more humble Ilay,
. Familiar matter of to-day?
Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again?

Whate’er the theme, the maiden sang
As if her sound could have no ending;
I saw her singing at her work,

And o’er the sickle bending >—

I listened, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill,

The music in my heart I hore,

Long after it was heard no more.
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MY NATIVE LAND~GOOD NicHT

~ George Gordon, .Lo‘rdr Byron

(1788—1824)
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MY NATIVE LAND—GOOD NIGHT

. Adieu, adieu! my native shore

Fades o’er the waters blue;
The night-winds sigh, the breakers roar,
And shrieks the wild sea-mew.
Yon sun that sets upon the sea
We follow in his flight;
Farewell awhile to him and thee,
My Native Land—Good Night!

. A few short hours and he will rise

To give the morrow birth;
And T shall hail the main and the skies,
But not my mother earth.
Deserted is ™y own good hall,
ts hearth is desolate;
Wild weeds are gathering on the wall;
My dog howls at the gate.

. 7”Come hither, higher, my little page;
Why dost thou weep and wail?

Or dost thou dread the billows’ rage,
Or tremble at the gale?

But dash the tear-drop from thine eye;
Our ship is swift and strong:

QOur fleetest Talcon searce can.fly
More merrily along.”

. “Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high,
I fear not wave nor wind:
Yet marvel not, Sir Childe, that I
am sorrowful in mind;
For I hate from my father gone,
A mothér whom I love,
And have no friend, save these alone,
But thee—and One above.
(197
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“My father blessed me fervently,
Yet did not much complain;
But sorely will my mother sigh
Till T come back again.”
“Enough, enough, my little lad!
Such Tears become thine eye;
If I thy guileless bosom had,
Mine own would not bhe dry.

“Come hither, hither, my stanch yeoman;
Why dost thou look so pale?
Or dost thou dread a French foeman,
Or shiver at the gale?’
“Deem’st thou I tremble for my life?
Sir Childe, I'm not so weak;
But thinking on an absent wife
will blanch a faithful cheek.

“My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall,
Along the bordering lake,
And when they on their father call,
What answer shall she make?”
“Enough, enough, my yeoman good,
Thy grief let none gainsay;
But I, who am of lighter mood,
Will laugh to flee away.”

And now I'm in the world alone,
Upon the wide, wide sea:

But why should I for others groan,
When none will sigh for me?
Perchance my dog will whine in vain,
Till fed by stranger hands;

But long ere I come back again
He’d tear me where he stands.
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9. With thee, my bark, I'll swiftly go

Athwart the-foaming brine;

Nor care what land thou bear’st me to,
So not again' to mine.

Welcome, welcome, ye dark-blue waves!
And when you fail my sight,

Welcome, ye deserts and ye caves!
My Native Land—Good Night!

HUMAN LIFE

Between two worlds Life hovers like a star,
‘Taizt night and morn, upon the horizon’s verge.
How little do we know that which we are!

How less what we may be! The eternal surge
Of time and tide rolls on, and bears afar

Our bubbles; as the old burst, new emerge,
Lashed from the foam of ages; while the graves
Of empires heave but like some passing waves.
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LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY

The fountains mingle with the river
And the rivers with the ocean,

The winds of heaven mix for ever
‘With a sweet emotion;

Nothing in the world is single;

All things by a law divine

In one another’s being mingle—
‘Why not I with thine? '

See the mountains kiss high heaven,
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister-flower would be forgiven
If it disdain’d its brother: _

And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moonbeams kiss the sea—
‘What are all these kissings worth,
If thou kiss not me?

MUSIC, WHEN SOFT VOICES DIE

Music, when soft voices die,
Vibrates in the memory—

Odours, when sweet violets sicken,
Live within the sense they quicken.

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead,

Are heap’d for the beloved’s bed;

And so thy thoughts, when thou art goue,
Love itself shall slumber on.

A LA%’IEN T

O world! O life! O time!
On whose last steps I climb, )
Trembling at that where I had stood before;
When will return the glory of your prime?
No more—Oh never more!
(u1)
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QOut of the day and night
A joy has taken flight;
Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar,
Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight
No more—Oh, never more!

being: }§ spirit; gb477E In one spirit meet and mingle,
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THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE
OSCAR WILDE
1856—1900

“She said that she would dance with me if I
blought her red roses,” cried the young Student;
#but in all my garden there is no red rose.”

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Night-
ingale. heard him, and she locked out thmugh the
Jeaves, and wmndered

“No red rose in all my garden!” he cried, and his
beautiful eyes filled with tears. “Ah, on what little
things does happiness depend! I have read all.that
the wise men have written, and all the secrets of
philosophy are mine, yet for want of a red rose is my
life made wretched. ” .

“Here at last is a true lover,” sa;d the Night-
ingale. “Night after night have I sung of him,
though I knew him not: night after night have I told
his story to the stars, and now 1 see him. His hair
is dark as the hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red
as the rose of his desire; but passion has made his
face like pale ivory, and sorrow has set her seal upor
his brow.”

“The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night,” mur-
murded the young Student, “and my love will be of
the company. If I bring her a red rose she will
dance with me till dawn. If I bring her a red rose,
I shall hold her in my arms, and she will lean her
head upon my shoulder, and her hand will be clasped
in mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so
I shall sit Ionely, and she will pass me by. She will
have no heed of me, and my heart will break.”

- “Here indeed is the 1irue lover,” said the
Nightingale. “What I sing of, he suffers: what is
joy to me, to him is pain. Surely Love is a wonder-
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ful- thing. It is more precious-than emeralds, and
dearer than fine opals. Pearls and pomegranates
cannot buy it, nor is it set' forth in the market-place.
It may -not be purchased of the merchants, nor can
it be weighed out in the balance for gold.” :

“The musicians will sit in their gallery,” said the
young Student, “and play upon their stringed
instruments, and my love will dance to the sound of
the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly
that her feet will not touch the floor, and the couri-
ters in their gay dresses will throng round her.
But with me she will not dance, for I have no red.
rose to give her;” and he flung himself down on the
grass, and buried his face in his hands, and wept.

“Why is he weeping?”’ asked a little Green
Lizard, as he ran past him with his tail in the air.

© “Why, indeed?’ said a Butterfly, who was
fluttering about after a sunbeam.

“Why, indeed?” whispered a Daisy to his neigh-
bour, in a soft, low voice.

“He is weeping for a red rose,” said the Night-
ingale.

“For a red vose!” they cried; “how very
ridiculous!” and the little Lizard, who was something
of a cynic, laughed outright. »

But the Nightingale understood the secret of the
Student’s sorrow, and she sat silent in the oak-tree,
and thought abeut the mystery of Love. T

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight,
and soared into the air. She passed -through the
grove like a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed
across the garden. T .

In the centre of the grass-plot was. standing a
beautiful Rose-tree, and when she saw it, she flew
over to it, and lit upon a spray. :
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“Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and I will sing
you my sweetest song.”

i But the Tree shook its head. :

“My roses are white,” it answered; “as white as
the foam of the sea, and whiter than the snow upon
the mountain. But go to my brother who grows
round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you
what you want.” : ' -

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree
that was growing round the old sun-dial.

“Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and I will sing
you my sweetest song.”

But the Tree shook its head.

“My- roses are yellow,” it answered; “as yellow
2s the hair of the mermaiden who sits upon an amber
throne, and yellower than the daffodil that blooms in
the meadow before the mower comes with his scythe.
But go to my brother who grows beneath the
Student’s window, and perhaps he will give you what
you want.”’ v ‘

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree
that was growing beneath the Student’s window.

“Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and T will sing
you my sweetest song.”

But the Tree shook its head. _

“My roses are red,” it answered; “as red as the
feet of the dove, and redder than the great fans of
coral that wave and wave in the ocean cavern. But
the winter has chilled my veins, and the frost has
nipped my buds, and the storm has broken my
branches, and I shall have no roses at all this year.”

“One red rose is all I want,” cried the Nightin-
gale. “Only one red rose! Is there any way by
which T can get it?”

“There is a way,” answered the Tree; “but it is
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so terrible that I dare not tell it to you.”

“Tell it to me,” said the Nightingale, “I am not
afraid.” : ' '

“If you want a red rose,” said the Tree, “you
must build it out of music by moonlight, and stain
it with your own heart’s-blood. You must sing to
me with your breast against a thorn. All night long
you must sing to me, and the thorn must pierce your
heart, and your life-blood must flow info my veins,
and become mine.” : .

“Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,”
cried the Nightingale, “and Life is very dear fo all
It is pleasant to sit in the green wood, and to wateh
the Sun in his chariot of gold, and the Moon in her
chariot of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn,
and sweet are the bluebells that hide in the valley,
and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet Love is
better than Life, and what is the heart of a hird
compared to the heart of a man?”’

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and
soared into the air. She swept over the garden liks
a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed through the
grove. :
The young Student was still lying on the grass,
where she had left him, and the tears were not yet
dry in his beautiful eyes. )

“Be happy,” cried the Nightingale, “be happy;
you shall have your red rose. I will build it out of
music by moonlight, and stain it with my own heart’s-
blood. All that I ask of you in refurn is that yow
will be a true lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy,
though she is wise, and mightier than Power, though
he is mighty. Flame-coloured are his wings, and
coloured like flame is his body. His lips are sweel
as honey, and his breath is like frank-incense.”
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The Student Ilooked up from the grass, and
listened, but he could not understand what the
nghtmgale was saying to hlm, for he only knew the
things that are written down in books..

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for
he was very fond of the little nghu,mgaie Who had
built her nest in his branches.

“Sing me one last song,” he whispered; “I shall
feel very lonely when you are gone.”

So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her
voice was like water bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song the Student got
up, and pulled a note-book and a lead-pencil out of
his pocket.

“She has form,” he said to himself, as he walked
away through the grove—“that cannot be denied her;
but has she got feeling? I am afraid not. In fact,
she is like most artists; she is all style, without any
sincerity. She would not sacrifice herself for others.
She thinks merely of musie, and everybody knows
that the arts are selfish. Stlll it must be admitted
that she has some beautiful notes in her voice. What
a pity it is that they do not mean anything, or do anv
practical good.” And he went into his room, and
lay down on -his little pallet-bed, and began to think
of his love; and, affer a time, he fell asleep.

-And When the Moon shone in the heavens the
Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree, and set her breast
against the thorn. All night long she sang with her
breast against the thorn, and the cold erystal Moon
leaned down and listened. All night long she sang,
and the thorn went ‘deeper - and deeper into her
breast, and her life-blood ebbed -away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart
of a boy and a girl. - And on the topmost spray of the
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Rose-tree there blossomed a marvellous rose, petal
followed petal, as song followed song. Pale was it,
at first, as the mist that hangs over the river—pale
as the feet of the morning, and silver as the wings
of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a water-
pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost
spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press
closer against the thorn. “Press closer, little Night-
ingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day will come be-
fore the rose is finished.”

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the
thorn, and louder and louder grew her song, for she
sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a man and
a maid. -

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves
of the rose, like the flush in the face of the bridegroom
when he kisses the lips of the bride. But the thorn
had not yet reached her heart, so the rose’s heart
remained white, for only a Nightingale’s heart’s-
blood can critason the heart of a rose.

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press
closer against the thorn. “Press closer, little Night-
ingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day will come before
the rose is finished.” -

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the
thorn, and the thorn touched heér heart, and a fierce
pang of pain shot through her. Bitter, bitter was
the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for
she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death, of
the Love that dies not in the tomb. 1 .

And the marvellous rose became crimson, like
the rose of the eastern sky. Crimson was the girdle
of petals, and crimson as a ruby was the heart.

But the Nightingale’s voice grew fainter, and her
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Jittle wings began fo beat, and a film came over her
eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song, and she
felt something choking her in her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of music. The
white Moon heard if, and she forgot the dawn, and
lingered on in the sky. The red rose heard it, and it
trembled all over with ecstagy, and opened its petals
40 the ¢old morning air. Fcho bore it to her purple

.cavern in the hills, and woke the sleeping shepherds
from their dream. It floated through the reeds of
the river, and they carried its message to the sea.

“Look, look!” cried the Tree, “the rose is
finished now;” but the Nightingale made no answer,
for she was lying dead in the long grass, with the
thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his window and
Tooked out.

“Why, ‘what a wonderful piece of luck!” he
eried; “here is a red rose! I have never seen any
rose like it in all my life. It is so beautiful that I
am sure it has a long Latin name;” and he leaned
«down and plucked it.

Then. he put on his hat, and ran up t6 the Pro-
fessor’s house with the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the
doorway winding blue silk on a reel, and her liitle
«dog was lying at her feet.

“You said that you would dance with me if I
brought you a red rose,” cried the Student. “Here
s the reddest rose in all the world. You will wear
it to-night next your heart, and as we dance together
it will tell you how I love you.”

But the girl frowned.

“I am afraid it will not go " with my dress,” she
answered; “and, besides, the Chamberlain’s nephew
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has sent me some real j
that jewels cost far more than flowers.’

“Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,”
said the Student angrily; and he threw the rose into
the street, where it fell into the gutter, and a cart-
wheel went over it. .

“Ungrateful!” said the girl. “I tell ‘you ‘what,
you are very rude; and, after all, who are you? Only
a Student. Why, I don’t believe you have even got
silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain’s
nepew has;” and she got up from her chair and went
into the house. ) '

“What a silly thing Love is,” said the Student
as he walked away. “It is not half as useful as
Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it is always
telling one of things that are mnot going to happen,
and making one believe things that are not true. In
fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be
practical is everything, I shall go back to Philosophy
and study Metaphysics.”

So he returned to his room and pulled out a
great dusty book, and began to read.

ewels, and everybody knows

7
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THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE
I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles
made;
Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the
honey-bee,
And live alone in: the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes
_ . dropping slow, '
‘Dropping from the veils of the morning to where

the cricket sings;

There ,midlnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple

glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the
shore;
‘While I stand on the roadway, or on.the pavements
. gray,
I hear it,in the deep heart’s core.

THE SONG OF THE OLD MOTHER

1 rise in the dawn, and I kneel and blow

Till the seed of the fire flicker and glow.

‘And then I must serub, and bake, and sweep
Till stars are beginning to blink and peep;

But the young lie long and dream in their bed
Of the matching of ribbons, the blue and the red,
‘And their day goes over in idleness,

And they sign if the wind but lift up a tress.
‘While I must work, because I am old

And the seed of the fire gels feeble and cold.

THE WHITE BIRDS _
I would that we were, my beloved, white birds on
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the foam of the sea!

We tire of the flame of the meteor, before it can
fade and flee;

And the flame of the blue star of twilight, hung low
on the rim of the sky,

Has awaked in our hearts, my beloved, a sadness
that may not die.

A weariness comes from those dreamers, dew dabbled,
the lily and rose;

‘Ah, dream not of them, my beloved, the flame of the
meteor that goes,

Or the flame of the blue star that lingers hung low
in the fall of the dew:

Tor I would we were changed to white birds on the
wandering foam: I and you!

I am haunted by numberless islands, and many a
Danaan shore, ,

Where Time would surely forget us, and Sorrow come
near us no more;

Soon far from the rose and the lily, and fret of the
flames would we be,

Were we only white birds, my beloved, buoyed out on
the foam of the sea!

Tunisfree: an islet off County Mayo on the west coast of

Ireland, ‘bee-lond glade: #ongiyskis fZeih .3 nine bean
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LETTER TO HIS WIFE ON TAKING COMMAND
OF THE ARMY

. My dearest: I am now set down to write to you
on a subject which fills me with inexpressible con-
cern, and. this concern is greatly aggravated and
increased when I reflect upon the uneasiness I know
it will- give you. It has been defermined in Congress
that the whole army raised for the defense of the
American cause shall be put under my care, and that
it is necessary for me to proceed immediately to
Boston to take upon me the command of it.

You may believe me, my dear Patsy, when I
assure you, in the most solemn manner, that, so far
from seeking this appointment, I have used every
endeavor in my power to avoid it, not only from my
unwillingness to part with you and the family, but
from a consciousness of its being a #rust too great for
my capacity, and that I should enjoy more real hap-
Diness in one month with you at home than I have the
most distant prospect of finding abroad, if my stay
were to be seven times seven years. But as it has
been a kind of destiny that has thrown me upon this
service, I shall hope that my undertaking it is de-
signed to answer some good purpose.

You might, and I suppose did perceive, from the
tenor of my letters, that I was apprehensive I could
not avoid this appointment, as I did not pretend to
intimate when I should return. That was the case.
It was utterly out of my power to refuse this appoint-
ment without exposing my character to such censures
as would have reflected dishonor wupon myself, and
given pain to my friends. This, I am sure, could not,
and ought not, to be pleasing to you, and must have
lessened me considerably in my own esteem. I shall
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rely, therefore, confidently on that providence which
has heretofore preserved and been ‘bountiful to me,
not doubting but that I shall return safe to you in the
fall. I-shall feel no pain from the toil or the daunger
of the campaign; my unhappiness will flow from the
uneasiness I know you will feel from being left slone.
I therefore beg that you will summon your whole
fortitude, and pass your time as agreeably as possible.
Nothing will give me so much sincere satisfaction as
to hear this, and fo hear it from -your own pen. My
earnest and ardent desire is that you would persue
any plan that is most likely to produce content, and
a tolerable degree of +tranquillity; as it must add
greatly to my uneasy feelings to hear that you are
dissatisfied or complaining at what I really could not
avoid.

As life is always uncertain, and common prud-
ence dictates to every man the necessity of settling
his temporal concerns, while it is his power, and while
the mind is calm and undisturbed, I have, since I came
to this place (for I had not time to do it before I left
home), got Colonel Pendleton to draft a will for me by
the directions I gave him, which will T now enclose.
The provision made for you in case of my death will,
I hope, be agreeable.

I shall add nothing more, as I have several letters
to write, but to desire that you will remember me to
your friends, and to assure you that I am with the
most unfeigned regard, my dear Patsy, your affec~
tionate, etc.

am set down: i *settle dowa™ Ko i LR i A
cause: JEK, L, trust: 465,058, migh % : might
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THE AMBITIOUS GUERT

One September night a family had gathered
round their hearth, and piled it high with the drift-
wood of mountain streams, the dry cones of the pine,
and the splintered ruins of great trees that had come
crashing down the precipice. Up the chimney roared
the fire, and brightened the room with its broad bilaze.
The faces of the father and mother had a sober glad-
‘ness; the children laughed; the eldest daughter was
the image of Happiness at seventeen; and the. aged
grandmother, who sat knitting in the warmest place,
was the image of Happiness grown old. They had
found the “herb, heart’s-ease,” in the bleakest spot of
all New England. This family were situated in the
Noteh of the White Hills, where the wind was sharp
throughout the year, and pitilessly cold in the
winter—giving their cottage all its fresh inclemency
before it descended on the valley of the Saco.
They dwelt in a cold spot and a dangerous one; for
a mountain towered above their heads, so steep that
the stones would often rumble down its sides and
startle them at Midnight.

The daughter had just uttered some simple
jest that filled them all with mirth, when the wind
came through the Noteh and seemed to pause before
their cottage—rattling the door, with a sound of wail-
ing and lamentation, before it passed into the valley.
For a moment it saddened them, though there was
nothing unusual in the tones. But the family were
glad again when they perceived that the latch was
lifted by some traveler, whose footsteps had been un-
heard amid the dreary blast which heralded his
approach, and wailed as he was entering, and went
moaning away from the door. )

' Though they dwelt in "such a solitude, these
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people held daily converse with the world. The
romantic pass of the Notch is a great artery, through
which the life-blood of internal commerce is continual-
ly throbbing between Maine, on one side, and the
Green Mountains and the shores of the St. Lawrence,
on the other. The stage-coach always drew up be-
fore the door of the cottage. The wayfarer, with
no companion but his staff, paused here to exchange
a word, that the sense of loneliness might not utterly
overcome him ere he could pass through the cleft of
the mountain, or reach the first house in the valley.
And here the teamster, on his way to Portland market,
would put up for the night; and, if a bachelor, might
sit an hour beyond the usual bedtime, and steal a kiss
from the mountain maid at parting. It was one of
those primitive taverns where the traveler pays only
for food and lodging, but meets with a homely kind-
ness beyond all price. When the footsteps were
heard, therefore, between the outer door and the inner
one, the whole family rose up, grandmother, children,
and all, as if about to welcome some one who belonged
to them, and whose fate was linked with theirs.

The door was opened by a young man. His face
at first wore the melancholy expression, almost de~
spondency, of one who travels a wild and bleak road,
.at nightfall and alone, but soon brightened up when
he saw the kindly warmth of his reception. He felt
his heart spring forward to meet them all, from the
old woman, who wiped a chair with her apron, to the
little child that held out its arms to him. One glance
and smile placed the stranger on a footing of nnocent
familiarity with the eldest daughter.

“Ah, this fire is the right thing!’ cried he;
“especially when there is such a pleasant circle round
it. I am quite benumbed; for the Notch is just like
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the pipe of a great pair of bellows: it has blown 2
terrible blast in my face all the way from Bartle

. “Then you are going towards Vermont?”’ said the
master of the house, as he helped to fake a light
knapsack off the young man’s shoulders.

v “Yes; to Burlington, and far enough beyond,” re-
plied he. “I meant to have been at Ethan Crawford’s

tonight: but a pedestrian lingers along such a road
as this. It is no matter; for, when I saw this good
fire, and all your cheerful faces, I felt as if you had
kindled it on purpose for me, and were waiting my
arrival: So I shall sit down among you, and make
myself af home.”

The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn his
chair to the fire when something like a heavy foot step
was heard without, rushing down the steep side of the
mountain, as with long and rapid strides, and taking
such a leap in passing the cottage as to strike the
opposite precipice, The family held their breath, be-
cause they knew the sound and their guest held hls by
instinet.

“The old mountain has thrown a stone at us, for
fear we should forget him,” said the landlord, recover-
ing himself. ‘“He sometimes nods his head and
threatens to come down; but we are old neighbors,
and agree together pretty well upon the whole. Be-
sides we have a sure place of refuge hwrd by if he
should be ecoming in good earnest.”’

Let us now suppose the stranger to have finished
his supper of bear’s meat; and, by his natural felicity
of manner, to have placed himself on a footing of
kindness with the whole family, so that they talked as
fréely fogether as if he belonged to their mountain
brood. Hé was of a proud, yet gentle spirit—
haughty and reserved among the rich and great; but
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ever ready to stoop his head to the lowly cottage door,
and be like a brother or a son at the poor man’s fire-
side. In the household of the Notch he found warmth
and simplicity of feeling, the pervading intelligence
of New HEngland and a poetry of native growth, which
they had gathered when they little thought of it from
the mountain peaks and chasms, and at the very thre-
shold of their romantic and dangerous abode. He
had traveled far and alone; his whole life, indeed, had
been a solitary path; for, with the lofty caution of
his nature, he had kept himself apart from those who
might otherwise have been his companions. The
family, foo, though so kind and hospitable, had that
consciousness of unity, among themselves, and. separa~
tion from the world at large which, in every domestic
circle, should still keep a holy place where no stranger
may intrude. But this evening a prophetic sympathy
impelled the refined and educated youth to pour out
his heart before the simple mountaineers, and con-
strained them to answer him with the same free
confidence. And thus it should have been. Is not the
lgindkr?ed of a common fate a closer tie than that of
irth? '

The secret of the young man’s character was a
high and abstracted ambition. He could have borne
to live an undistinguished life, but not to be forgotten
in the grave. Yearning desire had been transformed
to hope; and hope, long cherished, had. become like
certainty that, obscurely as he journeyed now, a glory
was to beam on all his pathway—though not, per:
haps, while he was treading it. But when posterity
should gaze back into the gloom of what was now the
present, they would frace the brightness of his foof
steps, brightening as  meaner gloriep faded, and
confess that a gifted one had passed from his eradle to
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his tomb with none to recognize him.

“As yet,” cried the stranger—his cheek glowing
and his eye flashing with enthusiasm— “as yet, I have
done nothing. Were I to vanish from the earth
tomorrow, none would know so much of me as you:
that a nameless youth came up at nightfall from the
valley of the Saco and opened his heart to you in the
evening, and passed through the Notch by sunrise,
and was seen no more. Not a soul would ask, “Who
‘was he? Whither did the wanderer go? But I
cannot die till I have achieved my destiny. Then,
let Death come! I shall have built my monument!”

There was a continual flow of natural emotion,
gushing forth amid abstracted reverie, which enabled
the family to understand this young man’s sentiments,
though so foreign from théir own. With quick
sensibility of the ludicrous, he blushed at the ardor
into which he had been betrayed.

“You laugh at me,” said he, taking the eldest
daughter’s hand, and laughing himself. “You think
my ambition as nonsensical as if I were to freeze my-
self to death on the top of Mount Washington, only
that people might spy at me from the country round
mbout. And, truly, that would be a noble pedestal
for a man’s statue!”

“It is better to sit here by this fire,” answered

the girl, blushing, “and be comfortable and contented,
though nobody thinks about us.”
: “T suppose,” said her father, after o fit of musing,
“there-is something natural in what the young man
says; and if my mind had been turned that way;
I might have felt just the same. It is strange, wife,
how his talk has set my héad running on things that
are pretty certain never to come to pass.” -

“Perhaps they may,” observed the wife. “Is the
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man thinking what he will do when he is a widower?”
: “No, no!” cried he, repelling the idea with re-
proachful kindness. “When I think of your death,
Esther, I think of mme, too. But I was wishing we
had a good farm in- Bartlett, or Bethlehem, or
Littleton, or some other towushlp round the White
Mountains; but not where they could tumble on our
heads. I should want to stand well with my neigh-
bors and be called squire, and sent to general court
for a term or two; for a plain, honest man may do as
much ‘good there as a lawyer. And when I should be
grown quite an old man, and you an old woman, so as
not to be long apart, I might die happy enough in
my bed, and leave you all crying around me. A slate
gravestone would suit me as well as a marble one
—with just my name and age, and a verse of a hymn;
and something to let people know that I lived an honest
man and died a Christian.”

“There now!” exclaimed the stranger; “it is our
nature to desire a monument, be it slate or marble, or
a pillar of granite, or a glorious memory in the
universal heart of man.”

“We're in a strange way, tonight,” said the wife,
with tears in her eyes. “They say it’s a sign of somes=
thing, when folks’ minds go a Wandermg $0- Hark
to the children!”

They listened accordingly. The younger children
had been put to bed in another room, but with an
open door between, so that they could be heard talk-
ing busily among themselves. One and all seemed to
have caught the infection from the fireside circle, and
were outvying each other in wild wishes, and childish
projects of what they would do when they came to be
men and women. At length a little boy, instead of
addressing his brothers and sisters, called out to his

(167)



THE AMBITIOUS GUEST

mother.. : '
“I’ll tell you what I wish, mother,” .cried he. I
want you and father and grandma’m, and all of us,
and the stranger too, to start right away, and go and
take a drink out of the basin of the Flume!”
Nobody could help laughing at the child’s notion
of leaving a warm bed, and dragging them from a
cheerful fire, to visit the basin of the Flume—a brook,
which tumbles over the precipice, deep within the
Notch. The boy had hardly spoken when a wagon
rattled along the road, and stopped a moment before
the door. It appeared to contain two or three men,
who were cheering their hearts with the rough chorus
of a song, which resounded, in broken notes, between
the cliffs, while the singers hesitated whether to con-
tinue their journey or put up here for the might.
“Father,” said the girl, “they are calling you by
name.” :
But the good man doubted whether they : had
really called him, and was unwilling to show himself
too solicitous of gain by inviting people to patronize
his house. He therefore did not hurry to the door:
and the lash being soon applied, the travelers plunged
into the Notch, still singing and laughing, though
their music and mirth came back drearily from the
heart of the mountain. '
“There, mother! cried the boy, again. “They’d
have given us a ride to the Flume.” : .
 Again they laughed at the child’s pertinacious
fancy for a night ramble. But it happened: that
a Ught cloud passed owver the daughters spirit;
she looked gravely into the fire, and drew a breath:
that was almost a sigh. It forced its way, in spite -of
a little struggle to repress it. Then starting and
blushing, she looked quickly round the circle, as if
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they caught a glimpse into her bosom. The, stranger
asked what she had been thinking of.

“Nothing,” answered she, with a downcast smile.
“Only I felt lonesome just then.” :

“Qh, I have always had a gift of feeling what is
in other people’s hearts,” said he, half seriously.
“Shall I tell the secrets of yours? For I know what
to think when a young girl shivers by a warm hearth,
and complains of lonesomeness at her- -mother’s side.
Shall I put these feelings into words?”

“They would not be a g1rl’s feelings any longer 1f
they could be put into words,” replied the mountain
nymph, laughing, but avoiding his eye.

All this was said aparf. Perhaps a germ of love
was springing in their hearts, so- pure that it might
blossom in paradise, since it could not be matured on
earth; for women worship such gentle dignity as his;
and the proud, contemplative, yet kindly soul is
oftenest captivated by simplicity like hers. But while
they spoke softly, and he was watching the happy
sadness, the lightsome shadows, the shy yearnings -of
a.maiden’s nature, the wind through the Notch took .a-
deeper and drearier sound. It seemed, as the
fanciful stranger said, like the choral strain of the
spirits of the blast, who in old Indian times had their
dwelling among these mountains, and made their
heights and recesses a sacred region. There was a
wail along the road, as if a funeral were passing. To
chase away the gloom the family threw pine branches
on their fire, till the dry leaves crackled and the flame
aroge, discovering .once again a scene of peace and
humble happiness. The light hovered about them
foridly, and caressed them all. There were the liftle
faces of the children, peeping from their bed apart,
and here the father’s frame of strength, the mother’s-
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Subdued and careful mien, the high-browed youth, the
budding girl, and the good old grandam, still knitting
in the warmest place. The aged woman looked up
from her task, and, with fingérs ever busy, was the
next to speak.

~ %0ld folks have their notions,” said she, “as well
as young ones. Youw've been wishing and planning;
and letting your heads run on one thing and another,
till' you’ve set' my mind a-wandering too. Now what
should an old woman wish for, when she can go but
a step or two before she comes to her grave? Child-
ren, it will haunt me night and day till I tell you.”

“What is it, mother?”’ ecried the husband and
wife at once.

Then the old woman, with an air of mystery

which drew the circle closer round the fire, informed
them that she had provided her grave-clothes some
years before—a nice linen shroud, a cap with a muslin
ruff, and everything of a finer sort than she had worn
smce her wedding day. But this evening an old
superstltmn had strangely recurred to her. It used
to be said, in her younger days, that if anything were
Amiss Wlth a corpse, if only the ruff were not smooth,
or the cap did not set right, the corpse in the coffin
and beneath the clods would strive to put up its cold
hands and arrange it. The bare thought made her'
Tiervous.
' “Don’t talk so, grandmother!” said the glrl-
shuddering. :
"~ “Now,” continued the old woman, with singulor
earnestness, yet smiling strangely at her own folly—
“I want one of you, my children—when vour mother.
is dressed and in the coffin—I want one of you to hold’
a looking glass over my face. 'Who knows but I‘
thay take a glimpse at myself, and see whether all’s
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right?”’

“Old and young, we dream of graves and mont-
ments,” murmured the stranger youth. - “I wonder
how mariners feel when the ship is sinking, and they,
unknown and, undistinguished, are to be buried
together in the ocean—that wide and nameléess
sepulcher?” . : :

For a moment the old woman’s ghastly econ-
ception so engrossed the minds of her hearers that a
sound abroad in the night, rising like the roar of a
blast, had grown broad, deep, and terrible before the
fated group”were conscious of it. The house and all
within it trembled; the foundations of the earth
seemed to be shaken, as if this awful sound were the
peal of the last trump. Young and old exchanged
one. ‘wild glance, and remained an- instant, - pale,
affrighted, without utterance, or power to move.
Then the same shriek burst simultaneously from all
their lips. S I ‘

© . “The slide! The slide!” .

. The simplest words must intimate, but not
portray, the unutterable horror of the catastrophe.
The: vietims rushed from their cottage, and sought
refuge in what they deemed a safer spot—where, in
contemplation of such an emergency, a sort of bax-
rier had been reared. Alas! they had quitted their
security, and fled right into the pathway of destrue-
tion. Down came the whole._ side of the mountain, in
a cataract of ruin. Just before it reached the ‘house
the stream broke into two branches—shivered not a
window there, but overwhelmed the whole vicinity,
blocked up the road, and annihilated everything. in its
dreadful course. Long ere the thunder of the. great
slide had ceased to roar among the mountaing, the
mortal agony had been éndured, and the victims were
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at peace. Their bodies were never found.
-+~ The mnext morning the light smoke was seen
stealing from the cottage chimney up the mountain
. side; 'Within, the fire was yet smoldering on the
hearth, and the chairs in a circle round it, as if the
inhabitants had but gone forth to view the devasta-
tion of the slide, and would shortly return, to thank
Heaven for their miraculous escape. All had left
separate tokens, by which those who had known the
family were made to shed a tear for each. Who hag
wot heard their name? The story has been told far
and wide, and will forever be a legend of these moun:
tains. Poets have sung their fate. :
There were circumstances which led some to
Suppese that a stranger had been recéived into the
cottage on this awful night, and had shared the
catastrophe of all its inmates. Others denied that
there were sufficient grounds for such a conjecture.
Woe for the high-souled youth, with his dream of
Earthly Immortality! His name and person utterly
unknown; his history, his way of life, his plans, a
mystery never to be solved, his death and his existence
equally a doubt! Whose was the agony of that ‘death
moment? ) ‘
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A PSALM OF LIFE

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
“Life is but an empty dream!”
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem...

Life is real! Life is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;
“Dust thou art, to dust returnest,”
Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;
But o act, that each to-morrow
Find us farther than to-day.

Arxt is long, and Time is fleeting,
And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating
Funeral marches tc the grave.

In the world’s broad field of battle,
In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle;
Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future, howe’ver pleasant!
Let the dead past bury its dead! .

Act,—act in the living Present!
Heart within, and God o’erhead!

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
And departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;

Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main,
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A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,,
Seeing, shall take heart again.

Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.

THE ARROW AND THE SONG

I shot an arrow into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight
Could not follow it in its flight.

I breathed a song into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;

For who has sight so keen and strong,
That it can follow the flight of song?

Long, long afterward, in an oak

I found the arrow, still unbroke;

And the song, from beginning to end,

I found again in the heart of a friend.
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THE FOUNTAIN

Into the sunshine,

Full of the light,
" Leaping and flashing -
From morn till night!

Into the moonlight,
Whiter than snow,

Waving so flower-like
When the winds blow!

Into the starlight,
Rushing in spray,

Happy at midnight,
Happy by day!

Ever.in motion, .
Blithesome and cheery.

Still climbing heavenward,
Never aweary—

Glad of all weathers,
Still seeming best,

Upward or downward,
Motion thy rest;—

Full of a nature
Nothing can tame,

Changed every moment,
Ever the same;—

Ceaseless aspiring,
Ceaseless content,

Darkness or sunshine
Thy element;—

Glorious fountain!
Let my heart be
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Fresh, changeful, -constant,
Upward, like thee!
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THE LADY, OR THE TIGER?

In the very olden time, there lived a semi-
barbaric king, whose ideas, though somewhat polished
and sharpened by the progressiveness of distant
Latin neighbors, were still large, florid, and untram-
meled, as became the half of him which was barbaric.
He was a man of exuberant fancy, and, withal, of an
authority so irresistible that, at his will, he turned
his varied fancies into facts. He was greatly given
to self-communing; and, when he and himself agreed
upon anything, the thing was done. When every
member of his domestic and political systems moved
smoothly in its appointed course, his nature was
bland and genial; but whenever there was a little
hitch, and some of his orbs got out of their orbits,
he was blander and genial still, for nothing pleased
him so much as to make the crooked straight, and
crush down uneven places.

Among the borrowed notions by which his
barbarism had become semified was that of the public
arena, in which, by exhibitions of manly and beastly
valor, the minds of his subjects were refined and
cultured.

But even here the exuberant and barbaric fancy
asserted itself. The arena of the king was built, not
to give the people an opporiunity of hearing the
rhapsodies of dying gladiators, nor to enable them
to view the inevitable conclusion of a conflict between
religious opinions and hungry jows, but for purposes
far better adapted to widen and develop the mental
energies of theé people. This vast amphitheater, with
its encircling galleries, its mysterious vaults, and its
unseen passages, was an agent of poetic Justice, in
Wwhich crime was punished, or virtue rewarded, by the
decrees of an impartial and incorruptible chance. -
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When a subject was accused of a crime of
sufficient importance to interest the king, public
notice was given that on an appointed day the fate
of the accused person would be decided in the king’s
arena—a structure which well deserved its name:;
for, although its form and plan were borrowed from
afar, its purpose emanated solely from the brain of
this man, who, every barleycorn o king, knew no
tradition - {0 which he owed more allegiance than
pleased his fancy, and who ingrafied on every,
adopted form of human thought and action the nch
growth of his barbaric idealism.

“When all the people had assembled in the
galleries, and the king, surrounded by his court, sat
high up on his throne of royal state on one side of
the -arena, he gave a signal, a door beneath him
opened, and the accused subject stepped out into the
amphitheater. Directly opposite him, on the other
side of the enclosed space, were two doors, exactly
alike and side by side. It was the duty and privilege
of the person on trial to walk directly to these doors
and open one of them. He could open either door he
pleased: he was subject to no guidance or influence
but that of the aforementioned impartial and incor-
ruptible chance. If he opened the one, there came
out of it a hungry tiger, the fiercest and most cruel
that could be procured, which immediately sprang
upon him, and tore him to pieces, as a punishment
for his guilt. The moment that the ‘case of ‘the
criminal was thus decided, doleful iron bells were
clanged, great wails went up from the kired mourners
posted  on the outer rim of the arena, and the vast
audience, with bowed heads and - downcast hearts,
wended slowly their homeward way, mourning great-
ly that one so young and fair, or so old and respected
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should have merited so dire a fate.

But, if the accused person .opened the other
door, there came forth from® it a lady, the most
suitable to his years and station :that his majesty
could select among his fair subjects; and to this lady
he was immediately married, as a. reward of his
innocence. It mattered not that he might already
possess a wife and family, or that his affection might
be engaged upon an object of his own selection: the
king allowed no such subordinate arrangements to
interfere with his great scheme of retribution and
reward. The exercises, as in the other instance, took
place immediately, and in the arena. Amnother door
opened beneath the king, and a priest, followed by a
band of chorlstels, and dancing maidens blowing
joyous airs on golden horns and treading an
epithalamic measure, advanced to where the pair
stood, side by side; and the wedding was promptly
and cheerily solemnized. Then the gay brass bells
rang forth their merry peals, the people shouted glad
hurrahs, and the innocent man, preceded by children
itrewmg flowers on his path, led his bnde to hxs

ome.

This was the king’s semi-barbaric method of
administering justice. Its perfect fairness is obvious.
The criminal could not know out of which door would
come the lady: he opened either he pleased, without
having the slightest idea whether, in the next instant,
he was to be devoured or married. - On some occasions
the tiger came out of one door, and on some out of
the other. The decisions of this tribunal were not
mly " fair, they were positively determinate: the
wcused person was instantly punished if he found
simself guilty; and, if innocent, he was rewarded on
‘he spot, whether he liked it or not. There was no
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escape from the judgments of the king’s arena.

) - The institution was a very popular one. - When
the people gathered together on one of the great
. trial days, they never knew whether they were to
witness a bloody slaughter or a hilarious wedding.
This element of uncertainty lent an interest to the
occasion which it could not otherwise have attained.
Thus, the masses were entertained and pleased and
the thinking part of the community could bring no
charge of unfairness against this plan; for did nof
-the accused person have the whole matter in his own
hands? .

This semi-barbaric king had a daughter as
blooming as his most florid fancies, and with a soul
as fervent and imperious as his own. As is usual in
such cases, she was the apple of his eye, and was
loved by him above all humanity. Among his court-
iers was a young man of that fineness of blood and
lowness of station common to the conventional heroes
of romance who love royal maidens. This royal
maiden was well satisfied with her lover, for he was
handsome and brave fo a degree unsurpassed in all
this kingdom; and she loved him with an ardor that
had enough of barbarism in it to make it exceedingly
warm and strong. This love affair moved on happily
for many months, until one day the king happened to
discover its existence. He did not hesitate nor waver
in regard to his duty in the premises. The youth
was immediately cast into prison, and a day was
appointed for his. trial in the king’s arena. - This, of
course, was an especially important oceasion; and his
majesty, as well as all the people, was greatly inter-
ested in the workings and development of this trial.
Never before had such a case occurred; never before
had a subject dared to love the daughter of a king.
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In after years such things became commonplace
enough; but then they were, in no slight degree,
novel and startling, - ‘ .

The tiger-cages of the kingdom were searched
for the most savage and relentless beasts, from which
the fiercest monster might be selected for the arena;
and the ranks of maiden youth and beauty throughout
the land were carefully surveyed by competent judges,
in order that the young man might have a fitting
bride in case fate did not determine for him a different
destiny. Of course, everybody knew that the deed
with which the accused was charged had been done.
He had loved the princess, and neither he, she, nor
any one else thought of denying the fact; but the king
would not think of allowing any fact of this kind to
interfere with the workings of the tribunal, in which
he took such great delight and satisfaction. No mat-
ter how the affair turned out, the youth would be
disposed of; and the king would take an aesthetic
pleasure in watching the course of events, which
would determine whether or not the young man had
done wrong in allowing himself to love the princess.

The appointed day arrived. From far and near
the people gathered, and thronged the great galleries
of the arena; and crowds, unable to gain -admittance,
massed themselves against its outside walls. The
king and his court were in their places, opposite the
twin doors,—these fateful portals, so terrible in their
similarity. Co -

All was ready. The signal was given. A door
beneath the royal party opened, and the lover of the
princess walked into the arena. Tall, beautiful, fair;
his appearance was greeted with a.low hum of
admiration and anxiety. Half the audience had not
known so grand a youth had lived among them. ‘No -
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wonder the princess loved him! 'What a terrible
thing for him to be there! - ‘ ‘
. As the youth advanced into the arenha, he turned,
-as_the custom was, to bow to the king: but he did not
think at all of that royal personage; his eyes were
fixed upon the princess, who sat to the right of her
father. - Had it not been for the moiety of barbarism
in her nature, it is probable that lady would not have
been there; but her intense and fervid soul would not
allow her to be absent on an occasion in which she
was so terribly interested. From the moment that
the decree had gone forth, that her lover should
décide his fate in the king’s arena, she had thought of
nothing, night or day, but this great event and the
various subjects connected with it. Possessed of more
power, influence, and foree of character than any one
who had ever before been interested in such a case, she
had done what no other person had done,—she had pos-
sessed herself of the secret of the doors. She knew.
in which of the two rooms, that lay hehind those
doors, stood the cage of the tiger, with its open front,
and in which waited the lady. Through these thiek
doors, heavily curtained with skins on the inside, it
was impossible that any noise or suggestion should
come from within to the person who should approach
to waise the latch of one of them; but gold and thef
bower of a woman’s will had brought the secret to the
princess. ' '

And not only did she know in which stood the
lady ready to emerge, all blushing and radiant,
should her door be opened, but she knew who the lady
was. It was one of the fairest and loveliest of the
damsels of the court who had been selected as the re-
ward of the accused youth, should he be proved
innocent of the crime of aspiring to one so far ahove
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him; and the princess hated her. Often had she
seen, or imagined that she had seen, this fair creat-
ure throwing glances of admiration upon the person
of her lover, and sometimes she thought these glances
were perceived and even returmed. Now and then
she had seen them talking together; it was but for a
moment or two, but much can be said in a drief spaee;
it may have been on most unimportant topies, but how
could she know that? The girl was lovely, but she
had dared to raise her eyes to the loved one of the
princess; and, with all the intensity of the savage
blood transmitted to her through long lines of wholly
barbaric ancestors, she hated the woman who blushed
and trembled behind that silent door. ,

When her lover turned and looked at her, and his
eye met hers as she sat there paler and whiter than
any one in the vast ocean of anxious faces about her,
he saw, by that power of quick perception which is
given to those whose souls are one, that she knew
behind which door crouched the tiger, and behind
which stood the lady. He had expected her to know
it. He understood her nature, and his soul was
assured that she would never rest until she had made
plain to herself this thing, hidden to all other lookers-
on, even to the king. The only hope for the youth in
which there was any element of certainty was based
upon the success of the princess in discovering this
mystery; and the moment he looked upon her, he saw
she had succeeded, as in his soul he knew she would
succeed. : e
Then it was that his quick and anxious glanee
asked the question: “Which?” It was as plain fo her
as if he shouted it from where he stood. There was
not an instant to be lost. The question was asked in
@ flash; it must be answered in another.
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Her right arm lay on the cushioned parapet be-
fore her. She raised her hand, and made a slight,
quick movement toward the right. No one but her
Iover saw her. Everyeye but his was fixed on the
man in the arena. ' -

* ' .He turned, and with a firm and rapid step he
walked dcross the empty space. Every heart stopped
beating, every breath was held, every eye was fixed
immovably upon that man. Without the slightest
hssitation, he went to the door on the right, and open-
ed it.
,. . Now, the point of the story is this: Did the tiger
come out of that door, or did the lady?

. The more we reflect upon this question, the hard-
- €r it is to answer. It involves a study of the human
heart which leads us through devious mazes of pas<
sion, out-of which it is difficult to find our way. Think
of it, fair reader, not as if the decision of the question
depended upon yourself, but upon that hot-blooded,
semi barbaric princess, her soul at a white heat beneath
the combined fires of despair and jealousy.

°  How often, in her waking hours, and in her
dreams, had she started in wild horror, and .covered
her face with her hands as she thought of her lover
opening the door on the other side of which waited
the criel fangs of the tiger! :

" But how much oftener had she seen him at the
other door! How in her grievous reveries had she
gnashed her teeth, and torn her hair, when she saw
his start of rapturous delight as he opened the door of
the lady! How her soul had burned in agony when
she had seen him rush to meet that woman, with her
flugshing cheek and sparkling eye of triumph; when
‘She had seen him lead her forth, his whole frame
kindled with the joy of recovered life; when she had
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heard the glad shouts from the multitude, and. the
wild ringing of the happy bells; when she had seen
the priest, with his joyous followers, advance to- the
couple, and make them man and wife before her very
eyes; and when she had seen them walk away together
upon their path of flowers followed by the trémend-
ous shouts of the hilarious multitude, in whieli her
one despairing shrick was lost and drowned!

Would it not be better for him to die at once, and
go to wait for her in the blessed regions of semi-bar-
baric futurity? ' _

And yet, that awful tiger, those shrieks, that
blood! .
Her decision had been indicated in an instant, -
but it had been made after days and nights of ang-
uished deliberation. She had knowr she would be
asked, she had decided what she would answer, and, -
without the slightest hesitation, she had moved her
hand to the right. ) .

The question of her decision is one not to be-
lightly considered, and it is not for me to presume to
set myself up as the one person able to answer it.
And so I leave it with all of you: Which came out of
the opened door,—the lady, or the tiger? -
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In all this lecture you must not forget my defini-
tion of literature as an art of emotional expression.
And the first thing to be considered is the emotion
itself, its value, its fugitive subtlety, and the extreme
dlﬂiculty of “getting hold of it.” -

You mlght ask why I put the emotion before the
sensation.  Of course the sensation always precedes
the émotion. The sensation means the first impres-
sion received from the senses, oOr the revival in
memory of such an impression. The emotion is the
:t'eehng, very complex, that follows the sensation or
impression. Do not forget this distinction; for it is
very important indeed.

Now the reason why I am not going to say much
to you about the sensatmn, is.that if a sensation could
be accurately described in words, the result would be
something like a photograph, nothing more. - You
might say, a coloured photograph; and it is true that
if we discover (as we shall certamly -some day dis-
cover) the art of photographing in colours, such a
coloured photograph would represent almost exactly
a visual. 1mpress1on But this would not be art. A
photograph is not art; and the nearer that a pamtmg
resembles a photograph by- its accuracy, the less it is
hkely to be worth much from the artistic point of
view. To describe sensations would be no more liter-
ature in the hlgher sense, than a photograph could
be called art in the higher sense. I shall therefore
boldly take the position that literature is not a plcture
of sensations, but of emotions.

All this must be very fully illustrated. When I
say “emotion” you perhaps think of tears, sorrow,
regret. But this would be a mistake. Let us begin
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by considering the very siniplest kind of erhotiori—the
ehiotion of a tree.

Two things happén when you look _at a tree.
First you have the pictiire of the trée reflected upon
the brain through the medium of sight—that is to say,
4 little card picture, a little photograph of the tree.
But even if you wanted to paint this image with
words you could not do it; and if yeu could do it, the
résult would not be worth talking about. But almost
a§ quickly, you receive a second impression, very
different from the first. You observe that the tree
gives yoti a péculiar feeling of some kind. The tiee
has a ceftain character, and this perception of the
character of the tree, is the feeling or the emotion of
the trée. That is what the artist looks for; and that
i& what the poet looks for. :

~ But we must explain this a little more. Every
object, animate or inanimate, causes a certain feeling
within the person who observes it. Everything has a
face. 'Whenever you meet a person for the first time,
and l6ck at the face of that person, you petrcieve an im-
pression that is immediately followed by some kind of
feeling. Either you like the face, or you dislike if,
or it léaves in you a state of comparative indifference.
We all know this in regard to faces; but only the
artist and poet know it in regard to things And the
difference between the gréat artist and theé great poet
and the rest of the world is only that ths artist or
the poet perceives the face of things, what is called
the physiognomy of things—that is to say, their
charactér. A treé, 4 mountain, 4 house, even a stone
has a face and a character for the artisti¢c eye. And
We can frain ourselves fo see that charaefer by pur-
suing the proper methods. ) ,
"~ Now suppose that I were to ask all of you to
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describe for me a certain tree in the garden of the
University. I should expect that a majority among
you would write very nearly the same thing. But
would ‘this be a proof.that the tree had given to all
of you the same kind of feeling? No. it would not
mean anything of the sort. It would mean only that
a majority among you had acquired habits of fhink-
ing and writing which are contrary to the principles
of art. DMost of you would describe the tree in nearly
the same way, because, in the course of years of study,
your minds have been filled with those forms of lang-
uage commonly used to describe trees; you would
remember the words of some famous poet or story-
teller, and would use them as expressing yeur own
feelings. But it is perfectly certain that they would
not express your own feeclings. Education usually
teaches us to use the ideas and the language of other
men to describe our feelings, and this habit is exactly
contrary to every principle of art.

Now suppose there is one among you of a re-
markably powerful talent of the poetical and artistic
kind. His description of the tree would be startling-
ly different from that of the rest of you; it would
surprise you all, so that you would have to look at the
tree again in order to see whether the description was
true. Then you would be still more astonished to-
find that it was much more true than any other; and
then you would not only discover that he had enabled
you to understand the tree in a new way, but also that
the vest of you had but half seen if, and that your
descriptions were all wrong. He would not have used
the words of other men to describe the tree; he would
have used his own, and they would be very simple-
words indeed, like the words of a child.

For the child is incomparably superior to the
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average man in seeing the character of things; and.
the artist sees like the child. If I were to ask twenty:
little children—say, five or six years old—to look at the.
same tree that we were talking about, and to tell me-
what they think of it, I am sure that many of them
would say wonderful things. They would come much
nearer to the truth than the average umiversity
student, and this just because of their -absolute in--
nocence. To the child’s imagination everyfhing is
alive—stones, trees, plants, even household objects.
For him everything has a soul. He sees things quite-
differently from the man. Nor is this the only reason
for the superiority of the child’s powers of observa-
tion. His instinctive knowledge, the knowledge in~
herited from millions of past lives, is still fresh, not.
dulled by the weight of the myriad impressions of
education and personal experience. Ask a child, for
example, what he thinks of a certain stranger. He.
will look and say “I like him,” or “I dislike him.”
Should you ask, “Why do you dislike that man?”’
the child, after some difficulty, will tell you that
he does not like something in his face. Press
the little fellow further o explain, and after a
long and painful effort he will suddenly come
cut with.a comparison of startling truth that wilf
surprise: you, showing that he has perceived some-
thing in the face that you did not see. This
same instinctive power is the real power of the artist,.
and it is the power that distinguishes literature from;-
mere writing. You will now better understand what
I meant by saying that education will not teach a per-
son how to make poetry, any more than a reading of"~
books could teach a man how- to make a table or a,
chair. -The faculty of artistic seeing is: independent-
of education, and must be cultivated outside of.
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education. Eduecation has not made great writers.
On the contrary, they have become great in spité of
€ducation. - For the effect of education is necessarily
to deaden and dull those primitive and instinctive
feelings upon which the higher phases of emotional
art depend. XKnowledge can only be gained in most
cases ‘at the expense of certain very precious natural-
faculties. The man who is able to keep the freshness
of the child in his mind and heart, notwithstanding
a1l the knowledge that he absorbs, that is the man
who is likely to perform gresat things in literature.
Now we have clearly defined what I mean by the
Teeling or emotion which the artist in literature must
seek to catch and express. We took the simplest
example possible, a tree. But everything, and every
fancy, and every belng, to be treated of in literature
miust be considered in precisely the same way. In all
<ases the object of the writer should be seize and
fix the character of the thing, and he can do this only
by expressing the exact feeling that the thing has
produced in his mind. This is the main work of
literature.  Ii is very difficult. But why it is difficult
ve have not considered. , !
~ What happens when the feeling comes? You
feel then a momentary theill of pleasure or pain or
fear or wonder; but this thrill passés away almost as
suddenly as it comes. You can not write it down
ag fast as it vanishes. You are leff then only
with the séusation or first impréssion of the thing in
your mind, and a mere memory of the feeling. In
different daturés thé feeling is differenf, and it lasts
longér in some’ than in others; but in all cades it
passés away as rapidly as smoke, or perfume blowi
by a wind. If you think that anybody can put down
o' paper this feeling exactly as it -is reéeived,
1196)
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“immediately upon receiving- if,~ you are much mis-
taken. This can be accomphshed only by arduous
.labour. The laboyr is to revive the feeling. o

At first you will be exactly in the condltwn of a
person . trying to remember a drea,m after waking up.
All of us know how difficult it -is to remember a

. dream. But by the help of the sensation, which was
received during sleep, the feehng may be revived. My
recommendation Would be in such a case to write
down immediately, as fully as you can, the cirecums-
tances and the cause of the emotion, and fo try to des-

.eribe the feeling as far as possible. It makes no
difference then whether you write at all grammatical-
ly, nor whether you finish your sentences, nor
whether you write backwards or forwards. The all-
essential thing is to have notes of the experience.
These notes should be the seed from which the plant
will be made to grow and to blossom.

Reading over thess quick notes, you will perceive
that the feeling is faintly revived by them, especially
by certain parts of them. But of course, except to
you, the notes would still be of no possible value. The
next work is to develop the notes, to arrange them in
their natural order, and to construct the sentences in
a correct way. While doing this you will find that a
number of things come back to your mind which you
had forgotten while making the netes. The develop-
ment of the notes is likely to be four or five. times
longer, perhaps even ten times longer, than were the
notes themselves. But now, reading over the new
writing, you find that the feeling is not revived by it:
the feehng has entlrely vanished, and what you have
written is likely to seem commonplace enough. A
third writing you will find to better both the language
and the thought, but perhaps the feeling does nat
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revive. "A fourth and a fifth writing will involve an
-astonishing number of changes. For while engaged
in this tiresome work, you are sure to find that a
‘number of things which you have already written are
not necessary, and you will also find that the most
important things remaining have not been properly
.developed at all. While you are doing the work over
“again, new thoughts come; the whole thing changes
“shape, begins to be more compact, more strong and
simple; and at last, to your delight, the feeling re-
vives—nay, revives more strongly than at first, being
-enriched by new psychological relations. You will be
surprised at the beauty of what you have done; but
“you must not trust the feeling then. Instead of
“immediately printing the thing, I should advise you
to put it into a drawer, and leave it there for at least
2 month, without locking at it again. When you re-
read it after this interval, you are certain to find that
you can perfect it a great deal more. After one or
‘two further remodellings it will be perhaps the very
‘best that you can do, and will give to others the same
émotion that you yourself felt on first perceiving the
“fact or the object. The process is very much like.that
of focusing with a telescope. You know that you
‘must pull the tubing out a little further, or push it in
‘a little further, and then pull it again and then push
“it again many times before you can get the sharpest
‘possible view of a distant object. Well, the literary
“artist has to do with language what the sight-seer
“must do with a telescope. And this is the first thing
“essential in ‘any kind of literary composition. It is
drudgery, I know’ but there is no escape from it.

either Tennyson, nor Rossetti, nor anybody else of
gréat importance in English literature has been able
“t0 escape from it ‘within our own day. Long practice
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will not lighten this labour in' ‘the least. Your
‘methods ‘may become incomparably more skilful; but
the actual volume of work will always be about the
same.

I imagine that some of you might ask: “Is
there no other way of expressing emotion or senti-
ment than that which you have been trying to describe
to us? You say that the highest literature is
emotional expression; but there is nothing more dif-
“ficult than the work you have suggested; is there no
other way?” ) ‘

Yes, there is another way, and a way which I
sometimes imagine is more in harmony with -the
character of the Japanese genius, and perhaps with
the character of the Japanese language. But it is
just as difficult; and it has this further disadvantage
that it requires immense experience, as well as a very
special talent. Tt is what has been ealled the im-
personal method, though I am not sure that this title
is a good one. Very few great writers have been able
to succeed at it; and I think that these few have most-
ly been Frenchmen. And it is a method suitable only
for prose. '

An emotion may be either expressed or suggested.
If it is difficult to express, it is at least quite as difficult
to suggest; but if you can suggest it, the suggestion
is apt to be even more powerful than the expression,
_because it leaves much more to the imagination. Of
course you must remember that all literary art must
be partly suggestive—do not forget that. But by the
impersonal method, as it has been called, it becomes
.altogether suggestive. There is no expression of
emotion by the writer at all—that is to say, by the
narrator. Nevertheless the emotion comes as you
‘read, and comes with extraordinary power: There is
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only one very great writer of our own times who
succeeded- perfectly by this method—that was Guy de
Maupassant.

A number of facts may be related, quite dlS-
passionately and plainly, in such a manner as to
arouse very great feeling; or a conversation may be
so reported as to convey to the mind the exact feelings
of the speakers, and even to suggest every look or
action without any description at all. But you will
see gt once that the great difficulty here lies not so
much in the choice of word values (although that also
is indispensable) as in the choice of faets. You must
become -2 perfect judge of the literary worth—I mean
the emotional value—of the simplest fact in itself.
Now -a man who can make such judgments must have
had a vast experience of life. He must have the
dramatic faculty greatly developed. He must know
the eonversational peculiarities of the language of all
classes. He must be able to group men and women
by types. And I doubt very much whether any per-
son can do this while he is young. In most cases the
talent and capacity for it can develop only in middle
life, because it is only by that time that a. person
could have the proper experience. Therefore 1 could
not recommend an attempt to follow this method at
the beginning of a literary career, though I should
_strongly recommend every conceivable cultivation of
the powers which may render -it possible. Remember
that in addition to experience it requires a natural
faculty of perception as vivid as that of a painter. 1
have mentioned one name only in relation to this kind
of work, but I ghould also call your attention to such
stories as those- of Prosper Merimee— Carmen,”
“Matteo Falcone.” QOccasionally you will find stories
by Daudet, especially the little stories of the -war be-
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tween France and Germany, showing the method in
question. But in these the style is usually somewhat
mixed; there is some description attempted, showing
a personal feeling. In the best work of Maupassant
and of Merimee, the personal element entirely - dis-
appears. There is no description, except in some
conversational passages put info the mouth of another
person; there are only facts, but they are facts that
“take you by the throat,” to use a familiar expression.
I am quite sure that you are not yet quite satisfied by
these definitions, or attempts at definitions, of the two
working methods. I suppose that there are among
you some good writers capable of writing in a few
weeks, or even in a few days, a story which, if pub-
lished in a Japanese periodieal, would please thousands
of readers, and would bring tears perhaps to many
eyes. I do not doubt your powers to please the publie,
to excite their emotion, to strengthen their best sen-
timents; and I have said that it is the office of literature
to do this. But if you ask me whether -1 would call
this literature, I should answer “No; that is journal-
ism. I is work which has been quickly and therefore
imperfectly done. It is only the ore of literature; it
is not literature in the true sense.” But you will say,
“The public calls it literature, accepls it as literature,
pays for it as literature—what more do you want?”?

I can best explain by an illustration. Next to the
Greeks, the Arabs were perhaps the most skilful of
poets and artists in describing beauty in words.
Every part of the body had a beauty of a special kind;
and this special beauty had a special name. Fur-
thermore all beauty was clasgified, ranked. If -a
woman belonged to the first rank of beauty, she was
called by a particular name,-signifying that when you
saw her the first time you were startled, -and that
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every time that you looked at her again after that, she
seemed to become more and more and more beautiful
until you doubted the reality of your own senses. A
woman who belonged only to the second class of beauty,
‘would charm you quife as much the first time that you
saw her; but after that, when you looked at her again
you would find that she was not so beautiful as you
had thought at first. As for women of the third,
fourth, fifth, sixth and seventh classes of beauty, it is
only necessary to say that the same rule held good;
more and more defects would show themselves, accord-
ing to the class, upon familiarity. Now the difference
between cheap emotional literature of the journalistic
sort and true literature, is exactly of the same kind.
Cheap literature pays best for the time being, and
great literature scarcely vays at all. But a great
story written by a master seems more and more be-
-autiful every time that you read it over again; and
through generations and centuries it seems to be more
"and more beautiful to those who read it. But cheap
literature, although it pleases even more the first time
that it was read, shows defects upon a second reading,
and more defects upon a third reading, and still -more
‘upon a fourth reading, until the appearance of the
- defects spoils all the pleasure of the reader, and he
throws away the book or the story in disgust. So do
“the public act in the long rum. What pleases them
- today they throw away tomorrow: and they are right
-in throwing it away, because it does mnot represent
"careful work. ,
One more general observation may be made,
‘though you should remember that all general state-
ments involve exceptions. But bearing this in mind,
“it is not too much to say that what are called classics
“in any language are c¢lassics because they represent
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perfect workmanship, and that books which are not
classies usually represent imperfect Workmanship.:‘
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- Now that the term comes to a close, I think that
it" would be well to talk about the possible values of
_ the studies which we have made together, in relation
to Japanese literature. For, as I have often said, the
only value of foreign literary studies to you (using
the word literary in the artistic sense) must be that
of their effect upon your own capacity to make
literature in your own tongue. Just as a Frenchman
does not write English books or a German French
books, except in the way of scientific treatise, so the
Japanese scholar who makes litérature will not waste
time by attempting to make it in another language
than his own. And as his own is so very differently
constructed in all respects from the European lang-
uage, he can scarcely hope to obtain much in the way
of new form from the study of French or English or
German. So I think that we may say the chief benefit
of these studies to you must be in thought, imagina-
tion and feeling. From western thought and
imagination and feeling very much indeed can be
obtained which will prove helpful in enriching and
strengthening the Japanese literature of the future.
It is by such studies that all western languages obtain
—and obtain continually—new life and strength.
English literature owes something to almost every
other literature, not only in Europe, but even in the
whole civilised world. The same can be said of
French and Gérman literature—perhaps also, though
in less degree, of modern Italian. But notice that
the original plant is not altered by the new sap; it is
only made stronger and able to bear finer flowers. As
English literature remains essentially English in spite
of the riches gained from all other literatures, so
should future Japanese literature remain purely
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Japanese, no matter how much benefit it may obtais’
from the ideas and the arts of the West. '

If you were to ask me, however, whether I knew'
of any great changes so far, I fear that 1 should be.
obliged to say, “no.” Up to the present I think that
there has been a great deal of translation and
imitation and adoption into Japanese, from western.
literatures, but I do not think that there has been
what we call true assimilation. Literature must b
cteative, and borrowing, or imitating, or adapting
material in the raw state—none of this is creative..
Yet it is matural that things should be so. This iy
theé period of assimilation; later on the fine result wiil
show, when all this foreign material has been trans-
muted, within the crucible of literature, into purely:
Japanese materials. But this cannot be done quickly.

Now I want o say something about the manner:
in which I imagine that these changes, and a new
literature, must come sbout. I believe that there will’
Have to be a romantic movement in Japan, of a much
more ‘deep-reaching kind than may now appear
credible. I think that—t{o say the strangest thing
first—the language of scholarship will have to be
thrown away for purposes of creative art. T think
that a time must come when the scholar will not be.
ashamed to- write in the language of the commion
people, to make it a vehicle of his best and strongest’
thought, to enter into competition with artists who,_
would now be classed as uneducated, perhaps everi’
vilgar men. Perhaps it will seem a strange thing to
say, yet I think that there is no doubt about it.  Very
Probably almost any university scholar consciously of
unconsciously despises the colloquial art of the pro-
fessional story teller and the writer of popular plays
in popular speech; nevertheless, if we can judge af all’
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by the history of literary evolutions in other coun-
tries, it is the depised drama and the despised popular
story and the vulgar song of the people which will
prove the sources of future Japanese literature—a
finer literature than any which has hltherto been
produced.

‘_ I have not the shghtest doubt that Shakespeme
was considered very vulgar in the time when he wrote
his plays—at least by common opinion. There were.
a few men intelligent enough to feel that his work
was more alive than any other drama of the time.
But these were exceptional men. And you know that
in the ezghteenth century the classical spirit was Just
as strong in England as it is now, 0»1* has been, in
Japan The reproach of the “'vulgar T mean the re-
proach of vulgarity, would have been brought in
Pope’s time against anybody who should have tried to
write in the form which we now know to be much-
superior. I have told you also how the great litera-
tures of France and Germany were chliged to pass
through a revolution against classical forms, which
revolution brought into existence the most glorious
work, both in poetry and prose, that either country
ever produced. ‘

- But remember how the revolution began to work
in all these countries of the West. It began with a
careful and loving study of the despised oral literature
of the common people. It meant the descent of great
scholars from their thrones of learning to mix with-
peasants and ignorant people, to speak their dialects,
to sympathise with their simple but deep and true
emofions. I do not say that the scholar went to live
in a farmhouse, or to share the poverty and misery
of the wretched in great cities; 1 mean omnly that he
descended to them in smmu—sympa‘*hlsed with them:
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—conquered his prejudices—learned to love them for:

the simple goodness and the simple truth in their

uneducated natures. I think I- told you before.

‘that even at one period of the old Greek literature,

the Greek had to do something of very nearly the
same kind. So I say that, in my humble opinion, a

future literature in this country must be more or less

founded upon a sympathy with and a love for the-

common, ignorant people, the great mass of the
national humanity. ’

Now let me try to explain how and why these

things have come to pass in almost every civilised
country. The natural tendency of society is to pro-

duce class distinctions, and everywhere the necessary

tendency in the highest classes must be to conservatism

—elegant conservatism. Conservatism and ex--

clusiveness have their values; and I do not mean to

suggest the Ileast disrespect toward them. But.
conservatism invariably tends to fixity, to mannerisms; .

to a hard crystallisation. At length refined society

obliges everybody to do and say according to rule—to.
express or to repress thought and feeling in the same .

way. Of course men’s hearts ean not be entirely

changed by rule; but such a tyranny of custom can be -
made that everybody is afraid to express thought or
to utter feeling in a really natural way. When life .
becomes intensely aritifcial, severely. conventional, -
literature begins to die. Then, western experience -
shows that there is one cure; nothing can bring back .
the failing life except a frank return to the unconven- -
tional, a frank veturn to the life and thought of the

common people, who represent after all the soil from

[y

which everything human springs. 'When a language.
becomes hopelessly petrified by rules, it can be soften- .
ed and strengthened and vivified by taking it back to .
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its real source, the people, and scaking it there as in
4 bath. Everywhere this necessity has shown itself;
everywhere it has been resisted with all the strength’
of pride and prejudice; but everywhere its outcome
has been the same. French or German or English
alike, after having exhausted all the rescurces of
scholarship to perfect literature, have found literature
beginning to dry and wither on their hands, and have
been obliged to remove it from the atmosphere of the
schools and to resurrect it by means of the literature
of the ignorant. As this has happened everywhere ¢lge,
I can not help believing that it must happen here.

Yet do not think that I mean to speak at all
slightingly about the value of exact learning. Quite
the contrary. I hold that it is the man of exact
learning who best—providing that he has a sympathe-
tic nature—can master to good result the common
speech and the wunlettered poetry. A Cambridge
education, for example, did not prevent Tennyson
from writing astonishing ballads or dramatic poems
in ballad measure in the difficult dialect of the north-
etn English peasant. Indeed, in English literature
the great Romantic reformers were all, or nearly all,
‘well schooled men, but they were men who had
artistic spirit enough to conquer the prejudices with
which they were born, and without heeding the
mockery of their own class, bravely worked to extract
from simple peasant lore those fresh heauties which
give such desirable qualities to Victorian poetry.
Indeed, some went further—Sir Walter Scott, for
ekample, who rode about the country, going into the
houses of the poorest people, eating with them and
drinking with them, and everywhere coaxing them’ to
sing him a song or tell him a story of the past. I
suppose there were many people who would then have
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laughed at Scott.. But those little peasant ‘sengs
which he picked out started the new English poelry.
The whole literary tone of the eighteenth century was
changed by them. Therefore I should certainly ven-
ture to hope that there yet may be a Japanese Wialter
Scott, whose learning will not prevent him- from
sympathising with the unlearned. '

Now I have said quite enough on that subject:
and I have ventured it only through a sense of duty.
The krest of what I have to say refers only to litevary
work. :
I suppose that most of you, on leaving the
University, will step into some profession likely - to
absorb a great deal of your time. Under these -cir-
cumstances many a young man who loves literature
resigns himself foolishly to give up his pleasures in
this direction; such young scholars imagine that they
have no time now for poeiry or romance or drama—
not even for much private study. I think that this
is a very great mistake, and that it is the busy man
who can best give us new literature—with the solitary
exception perhaps of poetry. Great poetry requires
leisure, and much time for solitary thinking. But in
other departments of literature I can assure you that
the men-of-letters throughout the West have ~been,
and .still are, to a great-extent, very Busy men. -Some
are in the government service, some in post -offices,
some in the-army and navy (and you know how busy
military : and maval officers have “to .be), -some are
bankers, judges, consuls, .governors ‘of provinces,:even
merchants—though these are few. The factis that
it is: almost impossible for -anybody to live merely by
producing- fine literature, and that the literary man
must have, in most cases,.an occupation: -Every year
the :necessity for this becomes greater. ;:But the
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principle of literary work is really not to do much at
one time, but to do a little at regular intervals. I
doubt whether any of you can ever be so busy that
you will not be able to spare twenty minutes or half
an hour in the course of one day to literatufe. Even
if’ you should give only fen minutes a day, that will
mean a great deal at the end of the year. Put it in
another way. Can you not write five lines of literary
work daily? If you can, the question of being busy
is settled at once. Multiply three hundred and sixty-
five by five. That means a very respectable amount
of work in twelve months. How much better if you
could determine to write twenty or thirty lines every
~day. I hope that if any of you really love literature,
you will remember these few words, and never think
yourselves too busy to study a little, even though it
be only for ten or fifteen minutes every day. And
now good-bye.

new sap: B S. the language of scholarship:
LEX, Shakespeare, William: { 1564—1816) 52 B, 1
F RS RE e ARE N R R S E R A AR 5
SEFRRISMAES. HTRREERXBNESE AR
R B AL A, MRS R EATSA
KEENERE SR . T ERANEA SRR
s=—ERKEAY . classical spiritin England : - Af{is%
EXgn Gray, Collins, Burns, Thomson Yz, %l Defoe,
Richardson, Fielding 351 6180/ M8t SR SR vk BRI
RS, IR R R 4R Alexauder Pope, John
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#1 past participle B “found”), obliges: 5838, masters

3595, unlettered: RACHY,BBHY. Cambridge: StHGIHF R
" By Tennyson, Alfred:(1809—18922)3B] Victoria BRCHIZEA 3
fhi#A Spenser, Milton, Wordsworth, Blake, Coleridge,
Keats, Shelly, Scott, Byron HREIER, MBS R
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1822) HEHEE TCBIMBIHRAVMNAR . literary tone
of the eighteenth century: IEEARIEBI B TR
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TRRRAHN, BENRAEEHEN). many a young man:
Ty verb & singular number, resigns himself to:
2 R, his pleasures in this direction: $§{BfEX %
oDy solitary: gE—fj5 = only, men
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